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CHAPTER I. eet in the gardens of the Thames Em- 

** l'ingenu." bankment, and the octagonal room 

A ROOM on the ground floor, oc- with the goddess floating on tlie ceil- 

tagonal in shape, with an old ing is on the ground-floor of a house 

and picturesque fireplace filling up one in one of the streets running to the 

of the narrower sides— stopping up river from the western end of the 

the corner, if one may say so — and Strand. 

with windows in two of its sides, is The present occupant of this room 
filled with the morning sunshine. The was immensely proud of it. He was 
room and its furniture make an odd ahnost in love with it. Hunting about 
contrast, for the furniture is new and for lodgings which should be conveni- 
tlie room is old. The chimney-piece ently central for the West End, the 
is of tiles that tell in their pictorial theatres, and the British Museum, he 
ornamentation many a Scripturalstory. had seen the word "Chambers" in 
The ceiling is painted in colors once one of the windows of this house, and 
gorgeous, now faded. A broad-back- he was attracted by the trees in the 
<id and large-limbed goddess floats gardens of tiie new Embankment. But 
there, half clad in volumes of bright wlien he went in and saw the cham- 
blue drapery, upon clouds solid-look- bers ; when he looked at the chimney- 
ing as her own substantial frame, and piece of tiles and the painted ceiling; 
amid bulbous Cupids and masses of when he found that every room in the 
hothouse flowers. The walls are of a house had its history, that famous no- 
dark and closely-grained wood, and bles and foreign princes had occupied 
are all in panels of various sizes — two that room, that celebrated beftuties 
panels to each side of the octagon — had swept up and down those broad 
and pictures, no doubt, once filled staircases, he entered into possession 
«ach compartment. The windows without more words, and felt as proud 
look upon trees and foliage so thickly as if he had come into some great in- 
set that a stranger suddenly dropped heritance. The suite of rooms consist- 
down in the room might fancy himself ed only of this one and a bedroom that 
in the apartment of a palace adorned opened out of it; but the present oc- 
by Verrio and planted in the midst of cupant wanted no more. There were 
a courtly park. He might Itvve been not many residents in the house be- 
right enough as to the palace, but a sides himself. Every chamber was 
glance from the window will quickly occupied, bwt tovosX. ol \\\^ o^^w>$^\!&s6» 
dispose of the park. The trees are only used lYie 'pAuAi^ lot o^'c^ \i\\&\w^^5s» 

P.- ^^6 Np^ti^ 
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of some kind, and went away in the him. He ought first to have wonder- 
evening, ed who the woman could be, for he 

Breakfast is laid upon a sadly mod- did not know of any lady in England 

ern and common-phice table ia the who was at all likely to write to him 

middle of the room ; breakfast is the or who knew his name so precisely, 

only meal the tenant has in his But the first idea which comes to liiia 

chiimbers, and it is supplied to him by is an odd little feeling of wonder 

special stipulation, and as an extra, or whether with the progress of the 

" hextra," by the elderly person in movement for woman's equal rights, 

cliarge of the house. A newspaper women will insist on writing in the 

lies on the table along with some let- same sort of character as men, and 

ters. These latter are nearly all ad- quite an earnest hope that it may not 

dressed to " C. J. Pembroke, Esq.," be so — it is so interesting to see a let- 

but one in a woman's hand is address- ter addressed to one in what we know 

ed fully and formally to ** Christmas to be a woman's hand. Then he sets 

John Pembroke, Esq.," and Christmas himself seriously to wondering what 

as a man's first name is not seen every woman it can be who writes to him, 

day. and he wonders about this and turns 

Enters from the bedroom a tall, the letter over and over, and tantalizes, 
slight, and boyish-looking young man himself, and is positively afraid that 
in an old velvet coat. He has brown when he does open it it will resolve 
hair and a dark complexion, and a itself, as so many of his letters do- 
moustache not yet very thickly gi'own since he has had his name painted on 
on a face that otherwise is smooth as a the side of the hall-door, into a eircu- 
girl's. He does not look like a Lon- lar inviting him to buy cheap sherry 
done,r — perhaps the wrist that shows coals, or shirts, 
itself from the sleeve of a coat which At last he opens the letter, 
has shrunk, or which he has outgrown. It was dated from a place which, as 
is a little too brown and muscular for 'well as Christmas could make out the 
London rearing. Besides, he looks word, was called ** Dure woods," in 
rather fresh and contented with him- one of the southern counties on the 
self and with life generally for a Lon- sea. 
don youth. He gazes up at the ceil- 
ing and all about the room with irre- •* I have seen in the papers the 
pressible admiriation. He has not name and address of Christmas John 
nearly got over the proud sensation Pembroke, described as a young man. 
of ownership. He has to stop and I never heard of any Christmas John 
think about it, in fact, to take it all in. Pembroke but my old and dear friend 
Then he looks out at the trees and at who left England when I was youno-,. 
the glancing river. It is June, and and of whose death I read a year ao-o. 
London is delicious. Since he arrived If you are his son, will you kindly 
there have been hardly any wet days, write a line, and I will write to yon 
and since his coming into these cham- again? You must have heard your 
bers absolutely none at all. As yet he father speak of me, if I am not ad- 
is not merely London's lover, but Lon- dressing a stranger. If I am, pray 
don's devotee. excuse what must seem a very odd in- 
Then he looks at the letters on the trusion ; and let me add that I am 
table, and he is about to open one of now an elderly woman, and am only 
them, which is evidently an invitation seeking to hear of a very old acquain- 
of some kind, when he sees the letter tance." 
which is addressed in the handwriting 

of a woman. He is just at the age The letter was signed " Dione 

when the sight of his own name in a Lyle "; and if Christmas is not a very 

woman's hand sends a thrill through common name for a man, ceitainly, ia 
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our day, Dione is not a common name 
for a woman. Dione! The young 
man started wlien lie saw it. 

He read tlie letter orer and over 
again, and, althougli he was alone, 
with glowing cheeks. It sounded like 
a mild and melancholy reprosvch. His 
father had asked him to find out if he 
could a certain lady — an old friend — 
in Knorland. This was on that mourn- 
ful journey toward home when his fa- 
ther was breaking down and began to 
be conscious that he was not destined 
ever to see the country of his youth 
any more. When the young man sat 
by his father's dying bed, the last 
words that came clearly from his lips 
were *• Dione, Dione ! " and then the 
dying man murmurq^ hastily — oh, so 
hastily and unintelligibly — some coun- 
sel, some instruction, something which 
poor Christmas could not make out, 
and then sank back, and all was over. 
That was a year ago — already. 

Never in tlie course of all the years 
during which Christmas had lived 
with his father — they two alone, so 
far as anything like home life was 
concerned — had he heard him say any- 
thing of this lady until it became clear 
enough that the elder man was des- 
tined not to reach England. Even 
then, in the first instance at least, he 
had only said that he hoped when 
Christmas got to London he would 
find out a lady who had been an old 
and dear friend, and whom he should 
like Christmas to know. Christmas 
remembered this, but was not pre- 
pared at once to connect that associa- 
tion with the name which was breath- 
ed from the dying lips — the one 
strange name. Now the name lay 
there before him ; and he felt at once 
that some sad sweet story must have 
blended it with his father's latest 
memories. Christmas had almost no 
recollection of his mother, except tliat 
she never took any interest in him or 
seemed to care about anything; and 
she died long ago. She died at Nice, 
where the boy's earliest distinctness of 
recollection settled itself around her. 
Then his father, who was a scientific 



engineer, took the boy out to Califor- 
nia, where he engaged himself in rail- 
way-making, while Christmas went to 
school in San Francisco. The opening 
up of Japan invited English skill and 
science, and tlie elder Pembroke re- 
solved to go there ; he took Cliristmas 
with him and educated him wit||&ut 
help of otlier teachers. He was a 
very kind and even affectionate man, 
but he always seemed absorbed in liis 
business when he was not occupied in 
the education of his son. One day he 
told Christmas calmly that he knew 
he could not live much longer, and 
that he should like to see Enorland 
once more, and should like Christmas 
to live there always. It was on the 
voyage to San Francisco that he found 
himself dying, and then he told Christ- 
mas so, and quietly said that he had 
expected to be able to return to Japan 
after a short stay in England, and 
after having settled Christmas there, 
and had left his business affairs un ar- 
ranged ; that Christmas had therefore 
better return from San Francisco to 
Japan, and arrange matters as well as 
he could before going to England. He 
gave him some names of persons he 
was to see in London and various 
counsels and recommendations, and at 
last the end came, and he cried out 
the name of •* Dione, Dione! " Then 
his grave was made witliout hands in 
the Pacific, and Christmas was alone. 
He only remained in San Francisco 
for the next steamer to Japan. He ar- 
ranged his father's affairs, closed his 
accounts with the East, crossed the 
Pacific again, and then the Atlantic, 
and was now preparing to think about 
beginning a career in London. 

It was with a start of surprise that 
the lapse of time now suddenly im- 
pressed itself on him. His'fjither was 
a year dead. A whole year since he 
heard that cry of ** Dione ! " So many 
weeks to return to Japan, so many 
months there, so many to get to Lon- 
don, with short delays in America, 
and a year was gone ; and it must be 
owned that during all that t\w\^ V\ft 
had hardly oug^ \Xvo\a^\. cA\^^^^'^x\\^\'%. 
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old fiiend. How indeed could he 
have possibly found her, or even gone 
about finding herP The chance that 
allowed her to see his name was the 
mere fact that he had intervened in a 
street quarrel and been summoned as 
a witness in a police-court, and had 
given his name and address, which 
accordingly got into the papers. 
Never before had he been a witness 
in any law court ; never before to his 
knowledge had his name appeared in 
print. How many years might he 
have lived in London and never en- 
countered such a chance? Why on 
the vei*y night which brought his 
name into publicity if, as he hesitated 
in Pall Mali, he had turned up St. 
Jameses street instead of walking on 
and then turning up the Hay market, 
he never would have had to appear as 
a witness, and his fatlier's friend 
miglit never have known of his exist- 
ence! " I begin to believe in destiny," 
Christmas said to himself, pleased as 
we all are to think that destiny has a 
particular eye upon us. 

He held the letter open in his hand, 
and thought of all these things, and 
felt, in the odd way of mortals, a small 
and trivial difficulty presenting itself 
most prominently to his mind amid so 
many serious reflections and sadden- 
ing memories — a little difficuly which 
pushed itself out with absurd propor- 
tions as in a badly adjusted x)liotograph 
a hand or a foot projects itself into 
grotesque dimensions. This was the 
question of the manner in which he 
was to address the lady ; whether he 
was to assume that she was married 
or an old maid — Mrs. Lyle perhaps, or 
Miss Lyle: and he asked himself 
whether in the event of the conjecture 
which he would have to make turning 
out a mistake, it would be better to 
err on this side or that. Would it be 
safer to run the risk of addressing an 
elderly and unmarried lady as Mrs., 
or an elderly and married lady as 
MissP 

He decided that it would be better 
to write to Miss Lyle. A married 
lady would not take great offence at 



being mistaken for a Miss, but an el- 
derly spinster might well feel uncom- 
fortable if she were addressed as a 
matron. 

The whole thing put him out a lit- 
tle for the moment It made him feel 
remorseful, as if he had neglected 
something. He thought, too, that he 
had no right to be there enjoying the 
novel delights of London when his fa- 
ther was so lately dead. 

He forgot his breakfast, and was 
about to begin a reply at once to his 
unexpected correspondent, when he 
heard a quick, heavy tread outside, 
and then a knock at his door. He 
called ** Come in,'* and a head appear- 
ed at the door which was presently 
followed by a stalwart body. The 
visitor was a tall, soldierly-looking 
man, with a fresh florid face, short 
thick yellow moustache, bright blue 
eyes, and very short yellow or sandy 
hair. He wore a froclc coat buttoned 
across his broad and somewhat swell- 
ing chest and a crimson tie, and car- 
ried an umbrella tucked under his 
arm, as a man might carry a sword. 
His waist was tightly drawn, and as 
he entered the room and bowed he 
clicked his heels together. This was 
Captain Cameron, the hero of the quar- 
rel with the police in which Christmas 
had interfered, and which brought his 
name into the papers. 

** How do you do, sir? I'm afraid I 
have intruded at an awkward hour — 
too early a call ? " 

**Not at all,'' said Christmas, glad 
perhaps to be interrupted at the mo- 
ment. "Won't you take a chair? 
Have some breakfast; I haven't be- 
gun." 

"Breakfast, eh? Well, I don't 
know. I don't often eat breakfast — 
what you English fellows call break- 
fast," 

"We English fellows? You are 
English surely?" 

"Not I, sir; I'm a Highlandman 
— a Hielan'man, sir! I represent a 
great clan. But I've been out and 
about the world so much that — I a*m a 
good Highlandman in heart, mind — I 
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hardly know what to call myself in you just the right things— genuine 
habits. I'll tell you, though, what a furniture of the very date, and very 
Highlandman never could learn to be cheap. He wouldn't do it for you 
—and that is, ungrateful! I've not perhaps— I mean if he didn't know- 
forgotten how you interfered to help you— but he'd do it for me. This is 
me°out of a scrape— and took some really a charming place of yours ; it 
trouble too: and that's why I've call- must have a history. I should so like 
«d to offer you my cordial thanks." my sister to see it— my sister, Mrs. 

"Don't talk about it— 'twas noth- Seagraves. She'll be delighted to 

in<r." know you. I'll take you to her 

"Nothing to a gentleman — that's house." 

true enough— and of course you "You are very kind, I'm sure," 

couldn't help yourself— you hi*d to be- murmured Christmas, 

have like a gentleman. I didn't think " Oh, she'll be delighted, and you'll 

there were any gentlemen left in Eng- be charmed with her, I know. Every- 

land. I thought the race was extinct body is. We are very .fond of each 

liere, like the wolf, and the wolf-dog, other, although we don't agree about 

nnd the ghost, and all the other grand anything." 

old things that made the place worth "Indeed?" 

living in. But I see your breakfast's "Not about anything, sir— anything! 

getting cold. Now I insist on your She's a radical, and an advanced think- 

goiug on with your breakfast, or I er, and God knows what other stuff. I 

shall think myself in the way and don't mind — women must have their 

go." nonsense, and she's been a good sister 

** All right — if you really won't join to a confoundedly wild brother. Well, 

me." you told me you had been a long time 

" No, I thank you. But if you don't out of London, like myself? " 

mind my smoking a cigar? " " I have been out of London since I 

"Not the least in the world." was a boy. I had almost forgotten its 

" Won't interfere with you at all — very streets." 

aure? " " Well, how do you like it, now that 

"Quite sure." you are here?" ^^ 

"Then I'll just puff a little and "I am delighted with it— I love 
we'll talk. I say, what a charming London! I walk miles along the 
place you have here! How did you streets^-*-every name brings such asso- 
get at this place? That ceiling — I tell ciations with it. I want to see every 
you, sir, that ceiling looked down on place that has any memory about it. 
some court beauties once. It's Verrio I rush to the theatres, no matter what 
no doubt. Merry Monarch, and Cas- is going on. I * tear round,' as the 
tlemaine, and, wliat's her name — Americans say. I can't settle to any- 
Stewart — and that sort of thing. But tiling yet. I — oh, I beg your pardon." 
I wouldn't have that furniture, you He thought Captain Cameron was 
know, if 1 were you — not that modern going to say something, and he stop- 
sort of thing. Regular Londoh lodg- ped, a little ashamed perhaps of his 
ing-house sticks. I'd clear that lot enthusiasm. The gallant Cameron 
otit." was leaning his chin gravely on one 

"But I don't know any better." hand, which he supported upon the 

"No? Just let me 7)ut things to handle of his umbrella, as if it were 

rights for you. I know a man now up the hilt of a sword ; and with th^ other 

in Hoi born — by the way, how they hand he had removed the cigar from 

have ruined Holborn ; I'd never have his mouth. It was this action which 

known it again ! What was I saying? made Christmas think he wanted to 

—Oh yes, about the furniture. I know say something. 

s, man in Holborn who would give " No, I beg 'your \)ax^oxir ^aX^^^'co^- 
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eron; **I did not mean to interrupt of gentlemen all over the world. I 

you. I like to hear you talk in that fought for the Turk against the Rus- 

way — it's so fr<S&h. It's like — now sian, and for the Pole against the Ru6» 

what is it like? Like hearing some sian, and for the southern gentlemen 

old air that one hasn't heard for ages ; against the Yankee peddlers and wood- 

or the smell of something — lavender, en nutmeg-sellers. Now I am en- 

perhaps — that used to be about the gaged in my own particular cause 

bedrooms long ago, when one was a again. I am going to serve the 

boy! Jove! what a difference twenty king!" 

years can make! " "The king! — what king? " 

"Then you don't like London quite "There are only two kings in En* 

so well?" rope," said Cameron, rising solemnly 

" Like it? I am sick of it I I hate from his chair, as if to do reverence to 
it! There hasn't be^n a gentleman the sacred names. "His Majesty 
born in London for the last twenty King Heni7 V. of France, and liis Ma- 
years. The age of gentlemen has jesty King Charles VII. of Spain!'* 
gone, sir, and" of gentlewomen! What Here he raised his umbrella with the 
does a London girl talk of to-day? action of one who gives a military sa- 
Radicalism and blasphemy — nothing lute with a sword. "I would serve 
else. What is society in London? Henry V. in France if he would only 
Freft-thinklng schoolmasters and the make a trial of his rights in the field, 
^ literary puppies of Radicalism ! Look sir; but failing that, I give my ser- 
here, n6w, I'll give you an instance. I vices, such as they are, to the King of 
went the other morning to have my Spain." 

hair cut, in a barber's place that I " You are fighting for the Carlists,. 
knew well .twenty years ago. The then?" Christmas asked, with some 
name was changed, of course — I didn't curiosity. He had a vague notion 
mind that. Everything changes here somehow tliat tlie Carlists only existed 
nowadays! The fellow who cut my in newspapers and telegrams; and ta 
hair, sir — a fine strapping young fel- meet one face to face in London seem- 
ly low, too, nearly six feet high, and ed almost as interesting as meetings 
witli the air of a soldier about him — I with a Crusader. 

found out that he was a volunteer — " Well, yes. I am going to fight for 
what do you think he discoursed about them. I have been over, and his Ma- 
while he was cutting my hair?" jesty was very kind; but these Span- 

" Radical politics, I suppose, taking iards are so jealous of foreigners. I 

London on your account of it." want to do something here which 

" The doctrine of evolution, sir — would give me a claim — raise money,. 
Darwin and Huxley, and the lot of get arms — so that they must give me 
them — hashed up somehow with the a position equal to my rank. I was a. 
good time coming, and the universal brigadier-general in the Confederate 
brotherhood, and I don't know what army. I resigned my commission be- 
else! Think of that! That's progress, cause they wouldn't take my advice,. 
I suppose! My sister says so. I told and X saw that things were going to- 
her, and she wants to go and have her the dogs. I knew it. I told poor 
hair dressed by my philosophic bar- Lee. He wouldn't see it I resigned, 
ber!" • No matter; I can't take a lower rank 

"Then you are a Conservative?" than tliat now any where. The King 

said Christmas. ^ I don't know much can't refuse me that. He ought ta 

about English politics yet." know how to treat a gentleman ; don't 

" Good heavens, my dear sir, neith- you think so? I oughttoget that rank." 

erdol! What could I know or care "Certainly, certainly," Christmas 

about their confounded pettifogging answered hurriedly, perceiving that 

parochial affairs? I serve the cause something was expected of him. 
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** You think so — ^you really think so? Again he raised his stalwart form 

You think I am not wrong in insisting and saluted the absent monarch with * 

on my proper rank?" his umbrella. 

Christmas again muttered some- ** Weil, sir," he said, about to take 

thing which miglit be taken for assent, his leave, ** we must see something of 

although he could liardly understand each other. I know .the town, and 

how such great devotion to the cause can be useful to you. IMl get you the 

of legitimacy could be reconciled with furniture we talked of whenever you 

the gallant champion's anxiety about like ; and you must dine with me and 

his own personal dignity. come and see my sister. I shall be in 

"I am glad to hear you say so," London for a few weeks yet. I think 
Captain Cameron said, extending his I shall have to take an office — a room, 
hand and exchanging a solemn and you know; quiet, and all that — re- 
formal gi*asp with Christmas. **Iam cruiting. Don't you see? Somewhere 
very glad to hear you say so. The in this quai'ter. I wonder now 
dignity of the military profession shall couldn't they give me a room in this 
never be degraded in my person, what- place; it would suit my book capital- 
ever England may do. I was in the ly. I'll ask the housekeeper as I go 
British army, as you are probably out. But you haven't fixed the day to 
aware. I was once proud — proud, sir dine with me and be introduced to my 
— ^to hold a captain's commission in sister. I Know you'll like her; she's 
the British army. I need not tell you^ a remarkably clever woman— just in 
that I am no longer proud of it. I your line." 

have left that service, sir. You will Captain Cameron must have been 

not regard me now, if you please, as a' peculiarly quick of discernment if he 

British officer. No; I beg of you not." had already discovered what Pem- 

" Certainly not, if you don't wish it. broke's line was. Certainly our young 

But I really don't know why." friend himself had not yet found it out, 

"Good heavens! Don't know why? although he had been trying hard for 
A gentleman, as you are, not know some time. But he was in the deli- 
why another gentleman could not cious cherubin age which sees in every 
choose to be considered a British of- petticoat a possible divinity — that 
ficer now? Of course you've been liv- charming poetic season just following, 
ing out of civilization; that explains, by so strange and sudden a revolu- 
Why, sir, the British army now is to tion, the schoolboy time which detests 
be officered by shoeblacks and pot- and despises all girls. To Christmas 
boys." the very name or thought of a woman 

"Oh, come, that won't do even for was interesting, and he therefore lis- 

my ignorance," said Christmas. tened with f:tr greater attention to 

"It's the same thing. What is there Captain Cameron now that he had 

to hinder it? I tell you, my dear fel- heard of a clover sister, 

low, your tailor's apprentice might Captain Cameron stood meanwhile 

have a commission now if he could holding the handle of the door; and 

only get up a little patter of knowl- while still speaking to Christmas he 

edge and pass a ridiculous examina- heard footsteps in the passage outside. 

tion. And don't you see, these are and with his habitual quick-glancing 

the very fellows to have the impu- curiosity he looked over his shoulder 

deuce to try for commissions; and through the half-open door. Sudden- 

they'll get them too, by Jove. Wait ly he flung the door ^de open, plung- 

till England gets into a war, though, ed into the pa^sage^and called " Sir 

and see if she doesn't miss her gentle- John! Sir John! " and Christmas saw 

men. Well, let who will stand it, him shaking both the hands of a tall 

I'll not; and so, my dear young friend, and portly personage. 

I sei've his Majesty the Kino: of Spain." "Come \n, S\Y 3cv\\xv\ Cr>w\^ VcvX"*^ 
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find the gallant captain with gentle 
force drew his friend into Ghristmas^s 
room. "Now, my dear fellow," he 
-said, *' I do ask you to observe this ex- 
traordinary coincidence. Here is the 
Tery man of all others that I want. I 
fiadn^t the remotest idea where to find 
him, and when I come to make a call 
^n you — whom I saw for the first time 
the other day — I rush into the arms 
of my old friend. Let me make my 
"friends acquainted. Sir John, this is 
my young friend Mr. Pembroke. 
Pembroke, I am sure you cannot but 
know the name of Sir John Challoner ; 
•it has a European — no, by Jove, a 
world-wide celebrity." 

** Although you didn^t know where 
to find me," said Sir John with a soft 
smile. 

Sir John Challoner was one of those 
men whose presence seems to fill a 
room. Captain Cameron was tall and 
sinewy. Sir John was tall and full. 
He had a splendid head of dark hair, 
find his beard and whiskers were glos- 
sy in their darkness. His forehead, 
his teeth, the one hand which was un- 
gloved, were very wliite. He looked 
a little too large for a ladies' doctor, 
and a little too well dressed for a 
banker. He miglit have been a presi- 
dent of the Royal Academy, or the 
cliairman of a school board perhaps. 
There was somethinj^ at once grave 
and gracious about him, which diflfus- 
ed an atmosphere of dignity through 
CUkiistmas's little room. 

"We are very intrusive, Mr. Pem- 
broke," Sir John said, in a full, sweet 
voice. " I have had the pleasure of 
fleeing you before now, when your 
-door happened to be open, and I could 
not help glancing in at your painted 
ceiling. I attend the board meetings 
of a company which has chambers on 
the first floor. We have a painted 
ceiling too; but not, I think, so fine as 
vours." 

*• Won't you come in and look at 
it?" 

"Than^ you, not now, certainly, 
while yon are still at breakfast. We 
liave disturbed you too much already." 



" And how are you all at Durewoods 
— isn't it Durewoods?" Captain Cam- 
eron asked. "And how's my Lady 
Disdain?" 

Sir John smiled quietly. 

" She has grown a tall woman now," 
he said. "But we must not intrude 
on Mr. Pembroke any more just at 
present. Will you come up stairs with 
me and I'll then accompany you with 
pleasure?" 

So they took their leaves at last ; Sir 
John with a gi-acious lybanity which 
left in the innocent mind of our Eng- 
lish lad from Japan a vague impres- 
sion that the gi*eat man — for Christ- 
mas was sure he must be a great man 
— had taken a special liking to him. 

When they had gone. Christmas 
read over again the letter of Dione 
Lyle. He did not know that he quite 
liked the prospect it opened up to him. 
It was almost painful, in one sense, to 
think of meeting this unknown old 
friend — perhaps old love, of his fa- 
ther's. It was like the lighting on a 
record of some weakness which mar- 
red the sacredness of his father's mem- 
ory. Then the unknown Mrs. or Miss 
Lyle — she must be elderly, and per- 
haps would be withered and dull. 
Perhaps, too, he did not quite relish 
the prospect of having to leave Lon- 
don so soon, when he found it so very 
delightful. Besides, he shrank from 
the chance of being questioned about 
his family aflEiiirs — he knew so little of 
his mother. On the whole he felt un- 
comfortable — filled with a vague pre- 
sentiment of something chilling and 
discordant. 

Yet he sat down at once and wrote 
a genial answer to the letter, and ex- 
pressed his desire to be allowed to 
visit his father's old friend. He said 
but little in the letter about his father. 
He thought he would wait for all that 
until he saw the lady, and could form 
some opinion as to the probability of 
his fatlier having really cared about 
her. As he addressed the letter it 
struck him for the first time that the 
place which Cameron had mentioned 
to Sir John, and where he assumed 
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the latter to be living, had a name seeing him on the platform in the 
which sounded very like that of the morning. Several persons were wait- 
place from which pione Lyle dated, ing for the boat, who had not come in 
That sm-ely, he thought, would be the the ti-ain, for it need hardly be said 
very oddest of odd coincidences, and that the Saucy Lass proved to be the 
who, I wonder, is my Lady Disdain? little steamer that presently came puflf- 
For his quick cherubin ears had ing up to the pier, and having put 
caught that name. ashore her passengers landward bound. 

He threw himself upon his sofa, turned round, took on board Christ- 
looked at his painted ceiling, and mas and his companions, and prompt- 
thought. ly plashed and spluttered out into the 

bay again. 
' The Saucy Lass churned her way 

pleasantly through tlie waves, and 
CHAPTER II. Christmas stood in her bow smoking & 

••in a balcony." cigar, and very much enjoying the 

Two or three days after the visit of scene, the air, the water, the sun be- 
Captain Cameron, Christmas found ginning to sink upon the tremuloua 
himself comfortably alone in a first- sea, and the half-romantic novelty of 
class caiTiage of one of the railway the whole expedition. It was a huge 
lines that connect I^ondon with the bay that the steamer was crossing, a 
southwest coast He had received a bay with islets rising here and there, 
letter from ••Miss" Lyle, as he now one covered with trees and soft ver-» 
assumed her to be, asking him to pay dure, one rocky and bare ; another 
her a visit of a few days, and he had with some building on it like a fort or 
plunged into the expedition at once, barrack of some kind. The Saucy 
He had prepared for the visit mental- Lass stopped at one or two little fish- 
ly, as for something melancholy and ing villages, and landed a passenger 
almost funereal, but just at present the on a small stone pier, or, where there 
sun and the scenery were too bright was no pier, screamed witli her steam 
for anything gloomy to keep in the whistle for a boat to come off and re* 
mind, and the run southward on the lieve her of the traveller who desired 
railway was a revel of delight to our to go ashore just there. The land ran 
youth. He had to change from his up in considerable acclivity from the 
train to one upon a branch line less sea. It was well covered with wood 
known to travel, and it was n^ar to in some parts, from amid which could 
evening when he found himself depos- be seen some pretty turrets or im pos- 
ited on a little pier in a nook of a ing roof; and a yacht lay at and r 
broad blue bay, all glittering in the here and there, an appanage doubtless 
sun, and there seemed no way of get- of these pleasant residences. Where 
ting any further. When he asked a the bare soil appeared through wood 
railway porter what he was to do next, or grass, it was of a deep soft red. 
he was told that the Saucy Lass would Eyerything was beautiful, and yet 
be up presently, and he waited for the Christmas Pembroke hoped, as the 
coming ofthat ill-mannered demoiselle steamer stopped at each place, that 
to help him to his journey^s end. Very that would not prove to be his desti- 
few passengers had come with him in nation. For he saw no spot that 
the train, and of these only one appa- seemed to him likely to be the retreat 
rently, a tall, rather good-looking of his father^s old friend. He could 
young man, who carried a rifle-case, not associate her in his mind with tur* 
and had a sort of soldierly air about rets, and a stately mansion, and a 
him, seemed to be going further. This yacht, and he could as yet see noth- 
young man had come all the way from ing between these and cottages of the 
Ix>ndon, for Christmas remembered poorest kind. Andno^A^^^^vcv^^^CkV 
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ward to the horizon, he could see noth- 
inf^ hut the broad open sea, over 
which the sun was hoyering in prepa- 
ration for a plunge. By this time the 
boat had given out nearly all her pas- 
sengers. Two or three women with 
heavy baskets, and a respectable-look- 
ing personage in black, whom Christ- 
mas at once set down as a Methodist 
preacher, made up, with the tall young 
man already mentioned and Christmas 
himself, almost the whole of the com- 
pany. Pembroke preferred to ask no 
questions about his destination. The 
mystery was far too pleasant to be vol- 
untarily dispelled. If there were re- 
' ally some fairy islet just under that 
glowing sunset, and now hidden in its 
glow, all the better. 

The steamer, however, suddenly 
turned from the sunset, nnd ploughed 
into a deep indentation of the shore, 
which was completely hidden by hills 
and trees until its opening actually 
presented itself*. This proved to be a 
bay opening out of a bay — ^a small 
bay from a larger. The water dark- 
ened between the hills that now al- 
most shut out the sun. The hills 
themselves seemed more sombre in 
their foliage. It was like a sudden 
passing from sunlight into evening 
shadow. The plashing of the steamer 
pounded noisy and intrusive in these 
quiet waters with their twilight shores. 
Christmas felt glad that there were 
other persons in the boat bound for 
the same place as he. He would not 
have liked to be solely responsible for 
the boisterous and bustling invasion 
of the puffing, vulgar Saucy Lass. 

Christmas was yet of that age when 
one always feels a little nei*vous about 
an-iving at any new place. He had 
not lived long enough or learned to 
think enough about himself in order 
to come to the conclusion that all peo- 
ple and places are very much alike 
when one comes to know them, and 
that it is not worth while troubling 
one's self beforehand with what he is 
certain to know all about in a few 
minutes or hours. He was now be- 
ginning to feel uncomfortable, and to 



wish that his destination were reach- 
ed, and the novelty of the thing over 
anyhow. It was a*relief to him When 
he saw at last a pier projecting itself 
into the water; and he could make 
out, in the gathering twilight, some 
white cottages a little way off, and 
roads rising high among the trees on 
the hill, and in the distance the roof 
of what seemed a large hall; and he 
knew that he had arrived. In a mo- 
ment a plank was run out, and there 
was a little bustle of men on the pier, 
and the women dragged their baskets 
on shore. Christmas seized his little 
portmanteau, and strode on to the 
pier, with a delicious sense of fragrant 
hedgerow smells and summer even- 
ing atmosphere, and the breathing of 
trees and the salt savour of the water 
all blended up with an odd feeling of 
perplexity — not quite knowing where 
he was or what he was to do next. 

Nobody expected him, apparently, 
or paid the least attention to him. As 
he stood on the pier a little confused, 
and looking vaguely around him, a 
small open carriage, drawn by two 
ponies, rattled down the pier, and he 
saw that a lady was driving. For a mo- 
ment he wondered whether this could 
be his father's old friend ; but he soon 
saw that the lady was young, and that 
the other person who sat with her in 
her carriage was apparently her maid. 
The carriage stopped at the steamer, 
and then Christmas saw the respecta- 
ble person he had taken for a Metho- 
dist preacher come out, dragging a 
hamper toward the carriage, and he 
was clearly only the young lady's ser- 
vant. 

" Not coming after all ! " he heard 
her say when the man in black had 
answered some eager inquiry. " How 
very disappointing! What am I- to 
do?" 

Her servant apparently had no sug- 
gestion to make, for he only began 
fastening the hamper into the car- 
riasre, and he then turned the horses' 
heads round. 

By this time it was clear to Christ- 
mas that nobody was waiting for him. 
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He saw the captain of the steamer right. The village, or rather cluster 

coming ashore, and he was just about of houses, lay on the left of the pier, 

to ask him wh^ethei* he could direct for eyes looking inland. T)ie lights 

him to the house of the lady who wajS were already beginning to twinkle a 

to become his hostess. But the lady sort of thick yellow color, as village 

in the little carriage had seen him, candles by the seaside usually show, 

and evidently remarked his forlorn The hills and trees behind the village 

and embarrassed condition. She whis- threw an immature darkness over the 

pered to her maid, and they both evening, and left to our new-comer 

looked at Christmas, and then the only a confused and delicious sense of 

lady spoke to the man in black, who foliage, and sweet scents, and soft 

presently approached, and, touching sky, and twinkling lights, and smoke 

his hat, asked him gravely if he ascending straight from chimneys 

would mind speaking to the young into the quiet air, and a throbbing sea. 

lady. Along the verge of the sea they drove 

Christmas did not mind speaking' to for a few minutes, and then turned up 

the young lady — or, perhaps, we a steep road or lane nearly thatched 

should rather say, he did mind over by the intertwining trees. The 

speaking to her, for he was a good horses slackened their pace a. little 

deal confused, and was concerned here. 

more tlian a travelled youth ought to Christmas could not manage to see 

hiive been by the thought that he was his companion's face, for slio had her 

in an awkward position. veil down, but he was sure he saw 

••Pray excuse me," the young lady eyes sparkling brightly through the 

said, leaning forward as he approach- veil, and the girl wore a very pretty 

ed ; ** I think you must be the gentle- straw hat with a drooping feather, and 

man that Miss Lyle expects." she had no chignon, and all her move- 

•• Judging by appearances," Christ- nients were free and graceful, and slie 

mas replied, **I must rather be the seemed perfectly mistress of herself 

gentleman whom Miss Lyle does not and of the situation, and her voice was 

expect." sweet, fresh, and animated. He was 

" Then you are he ; I thought so. quite sure, therefore, that she must be 

She doesn't expect you tO;-day, I know, a.lovely creature, and he felt excited 

Will you get in, and let me take you and interested, and happy, 

to her? We pass the gate." ♦• You know Miss Lyle? " he asked, 

"You are very kind." murmured as the pace of the ponies allowed liim 

Christmas, •' but I ought not to give a cliance of being heard. •' Perhaps 

you any trouble." you are a relative? " 

••There isn't any — ^we shall pass ••Oh no — only a friend." 

her house, and I could not for her ••Do you live here?" Christmas 

sake leave you drifting about here." was longing to ask, but he repressed 

The maid and the man had by this himself. . 

time seated themselves behind. Christ- •• You have never seen Miss Lyle ? " 

mas got in beside the young lady, she asked, 

feeling that his adventure was begin- •• Never." 

ning vei-y agreeably. ••How strange. But you are are- 

•• Let me relieve you of the reins," lative of hers? " 

he said. «'No, indeed. My father and she 

••Thank you; but hadn't I better were old friends." 

keep them? You don't know the •• Yet you have never seen her? " 

way, and it grows dark. Now then." **! have been living out of England 

She shook the reins, and the ponies for a long time. I only returned a 

rattled off. They clattered along the short time since." 

stony little pier, and struck off to the •♦ She will be glad to see her old 
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friends again/* the young lady said of fems and flower-pots, led down- 

tlioughtfully. '**Siie is just the wo- wai'ds, and was lighted by the soft 

man to have friends/* glow of an oil lamp. Christmas at 

** There ai*e no old friends to be first sapposed that his guide was deaf 

seen," Christmas answered. *' My or dumb, but as he began to descend 

father is dead." the steps with careless foot, and eyes 

** I am very sorry," she said, look- wandering over the flowers and ferns, 

ing at him quite earnestly. ** My fa- the old man touched him on the arm, 

ther is all the world to me." and said with grave deliberation : 

**She has no mother," Christm.as "Mister! Slow— None — quick. All 

thought. right!" 

They reached the top of the hill, Christmas was less concerned about 

turned again to the right, rattled a few the kindly admonition to take care of 

yards on, and stopped at a gate. himself in the descent than relieved to 

'' This is the place," said the young find ttiat his escort^s sententiousness 

lady. ** Ring the bell, Martin, and apparently only came from -a limited 

loudly " ; tliis was to the servant, knowledge of English. So far there 

Then to Christmas, who had descend- was not nciuch of commonplace about 

ed, and was beginning to thank her, the household. From the depth of 

•* Not a word of thanks, please. Good- the covered approach he was shown 

night. I sha'n^t wait to see Miss directly into the house, and passed 

Lyle now — ^I should be only in the through a circular hall, softly lighted, 

way. Grood night." into a reception-room, where he was 

And so she gave her bridle reins a left alone for a moment or two, and 

shake again, and the little carriage began to glance at books and engrav- 

disappeared in the gathering dusk, ings Without seeing them. Then a 

and Cliristmas was left, pormanteau pretty fresh-cheeked and neatly-dress- 

in hand, standing at the gate. ed Country maiden came in, and told 

The bell had been rung so loudly him her mistress had not expected 
that Cliristmas felt as if the responsi him that day, but that she was very 
bility of its shrill echoes was rather glad he had come, and please would 
too heavy a burden for him to bear, he like to go to his room ? So ke 
But it was echoing for some time be- went to his room, which was up one 
fore any particular effect seemed to flight of stsiirs, the whole of the little 
come of it. Christmas had no oppor- house having apparently but two 
tunity of forming any opinion as to floors; and he found his room a very 
the style of Miss Lyle^s residence, for comfortable and rather luxurious lit- 
only an ivy-^own wall and a small tie apartment, with a window that 
gate or door of solid wood presented opened on a balcony; and his mind 
*» themselves to the road on which he was distracted from the work of dress- 
stood. At last her heard a strong ing by the books, engravings, bits of 
heavy lumbering sort of tramp ascend- old china and Salviati glass with 
ing apparently some steps on the in- which tables, (Shelves, and chimney- 
ner side of the wall, and the door piece were crowded, 
was opened by a tall, gray old man » He hurried, however, to get dress- 
dressed &ibmewhat(^ like a boatman, ed, for he was growing more and 
Christmas asked for the lady of the more impatient to see his hostess, 
house, and gave his name. The man JVhen he left his room he met the lit- 
listened apparently with great atten- tie maiden again, who asked him 
tion, but said nothing. He simply would he please to come into the bal- 
took Christmas^s pormanteau, and cony-room. He followed her into a 
with a courteous gesture invited him room on the same floor, the whole 
to enter. A covered passage, a sort fi*ont of which apparently was bal- 
of arcade, with many steps, and full cony. Here he was left alone for a 
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few moments. Then he heard steps — there was a lady in England, a friend 
some very heavy — and the door open- whom he valued highly, an4 he wish- 
ed; and the old man he had seen be- ed me to know her.^' 
fore came into the room, bringing ** And he told you my name then? ^' 
with him and supporting on his arm ** Not even then.^* 
a living picture from Gainsborough. ** Then " — and her voice grew rath- 

The lady stood there in the faint er tremulous — " how do you know that 
light of the lamps — a lady with full lam the friend?" 
fair hair, and complexion at once ** Because," said Christmas, looking 
bright and delicate, and large deep down and speaking in a low tone, 
eyes. She had a shawl of some soft "he called out your name twice just 
light blue material thrown around before he died." 
her, above a dress of gray silk. There A flush passed over her face, and 
was something old-English, pictorial, she remained silent for a moment or 
uncommon, about the effect. Where two. 

Ohnstmas stood he could hardly per- " That is enough ! " she said at 
ceive, what with the faint light and length; "come nearer — stoop down." 
the softly rounded outlines of her Christmas approached and bent 
face, and the fair complexion and the down. She drew him toward her, 
bright hair, that the lady was not and kissed his forehead, 
young. It was only when he ap- " That is for your father's memory, 
proached that he could see the cruel and for his sake," she said quietly, 
lines beneath the eyes, which told that " I hope you will be like him, my 
age and decay had opened their en- dear. They tell me young men ia, 
trench ments. A strange feeling of London are vei-y different now from 
admiration, compassion, and rever- what they were when he was young, 
ence came up in the young man^s and I. He was very poor when he 
fresh and boyish heart. was young, and so was I. He had 

She held out her hand and weU great gifts — he might have made a 
corned him — ^with gesture and look name, perhaps ; but he had too pure a 
rather than words. Then she spoke heart for much ambition. We went 
a few words to the old man in a dia- our ways — ^things ought to have been 
lect Christmas did not undersbmd, and different. I suppose," she said, al- 
the man led her to an arm-chair and most sharply, " your father appeared 
seated her there, and left the room, to you quite a commonplace, unhe- 
There was a moment of silence. roic sort of person — the elderly man 

"Now," said Miss Lyle, "come who gave you money? That, I am 
near, and stand up, and let me look told, is the way with London lads 
at you. Yes, you are like your fa- now." 

ther! You cany your name written "I'm not a London lad," said Christ- 
en your face — but he was handsomer, mas, with some resentment in his 
I think, when he was your age. I voice. "I'm very fond of London, 
have not seen him for many years. I but I know nothing about it, and my 
never saw him since he was young — father was the only friend I ever had. 

since we were both young. That He didn't talk sentiment, perhaps " 

seems so short a time — and now I am "As other people do?" said the 

talking with his son! We were gi-eat lady with a faint smile. "No: he 

friends, and I must be fond of you for did not— even then— I mean ever. 

his sake. Did he ever tell you any- But he was the truest gentleman and 

thing about me? " the noblest creature I ever knew. 

Christmas shook his head. And if you think I oughtn't to talk 

" Never talked of me? " about him, I can only say that he was 

"Never— until— until he felt him- an older friend of mine than of yours. 

self dying, and then he told me that Well, and so 'jovx lasw-^^Vi^^vi ^JC^^^^st 
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the world? You must tell me all 
about your travels. I don't want to 
know anything about your family af- 
fairs or your private life in the past, 
though I hope you will make me a 
little of a confidant in the future. Now 
you must have some dinner. I hope 
you are not an epicure,, like the young 
fellows in the clubs of whom they tell 



'* Oh, no ; a young lady who wore a 
hat and feather, and drove in a pony- 



carriage. 



»i 



me. 
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Christmas murmured something 
abovt not giving trouble. 

"But you must dine. There was 
nothing to be had on the way here, I 
know. I will keep you company, al- 
though I dined earlier, for I did not 
expect you so very quickly. I thought 
you w;ould be too much engrossed 
with J^ndon to come away all at once 
andi)^ntomb yourself in the country 
witli an elderly woman — an old wo- 
man I suppose you think me— just 
because she once knew your father." 

** I hope I have not come too soon. 
I ought to have given you some long- 
er notice perhaps," Oliristmas said, 
for there seemed a certain tone of 
perpliBxity and dissatisfaction in her 
voice. 

** Oh, no." She touched a bell near 
her: ** Janet, some dinner at once, 
and wine — ^you know: only don't 
keep Mr. Pembroke waiting too long. 
Oh, no (again turning to Christmas), 
not too soon f6r me, but I thought 
perhaps in a few days the place would 
be quieter." 

It seemed quiet enough to Christmas 
now ; he did not know what need or 
opening there was for greater quiet- 
ness. 

** I thought, perhaps, to have stud- 
ied you all to myself a little — no mat- 
ter. But that is the reason why you 
were not expected, and why no one 
went to the steamer to receive you. 
A propos, 1 hope you had no trouble 
in finding your way?" 

" I was very fortunate, on the con- 
trary : I met a young lady who show- 
ed me the way." 

♦* Met a young lady? What young 
la4j|P Is that a cliivalrous youth^s 
^ne way of talking of a fisherrgirl? " 



** She showed you the way? " 

** She brought me to the gate very 
kindly in her carnage." 

"Mr. Christmas, I begin to think 
you are not quite so modest a person 
in the presence of young women as 
you seem to be in the company of 
their elders. What on earth made 
you address that young lady without 
any manner of introduction? Are 
these the manners of Japan? " 

Christmas laughed and colored a 
little. " In fact, I didn't address the 
young lady at all. She saw that I was 
a stranger and didn^t know what to do, 
and she sent her servant tb me, and 
then she said she knew you, and she 
offered me a seat in her carriage." 

•* And you took it, of course ! Well, 
how do you like her? " 

**I didn't see her face well," said 
Christmas; "it was growing dark, 
and she had her veil down." 

" Indeed, and didn't once throw up 
her veil— just for a moment? " 

•* Not even for a moment." 

" What a pity ! But you'll see her 
face to-morrow, without a veil — thcU 
1 can promise you! What an odd 
chance that she should have been 
there just at the time. Well, it can't 
be helped now." 

" Will anything dreadful happen? " 
Christmas asked, with a smile. 

" Nothing dreadful will happen to 
her, I am quife sure." 

" She seems a very nice girl," said 
Christmas, plucking up courage. 

" She is a very nice girl, Mr. Christ- 
.mas — if you will use words in a wrong 
and slangy way. She i^ a very nice 
girl to me. and a very good girl. But 
I am a friend and a woman— a wo- 
man thirty years too old for rivalry. 
My old follower Merlin— the man who 
gives me his arm — I am a feeble walk- 
er — adores her, and so does Merlin's 
dog". They all spoil her— /don't; but 
she is fond of me all the same, I think. 
But Merlin and Merlin's dog and I 
may be very happy and safe where 
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other creatures are in danger. Din- 
ger, Janet? Thanks. Now, Mr. 
Ohristnias, if you will give me your 
Arm, and let me lean rather heavily 
on your shoulder as we go down stfiirs, 
we can do without Merlin for once. I 
used to be a good walker long ago. 
When we have dined we will come 
back here and sit in the balcony." 

The tete-a-tite dinner was at first a 
little trying for Christmas, who was 
rather a shy youth. His hostess did not 
<eat, but sat and helped him and talked 
to him. Her manners were quite new 
And strange to him, and, indeed, he 
knew very little of the society of wo- 
men. In Miss Lyle there was a curi- 
ous mixture of the grace of youth and 
the easy, self-possessed confidence of 
age. When he listened without look- 
ing up, he might sometimes have 
thought that he was listening to a 
grandmother, and sometimes to a wo- 
man of five-and-twenty. Even when 
he looked at her, and her head was 
tnrned half away, and he only saw 
the fair hair, the softly-rounded cheek, 
and the shoulder, he might have be- 
lieved her still in the very prime of 
her womanhood. Her manner, too, 
puzzled him, and her allusions to her 
early poverty. Now she seemed like 
one always accustomed to something 
like luxuiy, and always used, too, to 
admiration . The disappointment which 
sometimes expressed itself in her 
manner was rather that of one who 
has won and found success itself a 
barren thing, than of one who has 
tried and failed. Certainly- nobody 
could have answered less to Christ- 
mas^s preconceived ideas of an old 
maid. t 

When dinner was over — and it was 
a very nice little dinner — they return- 
ed to the balcony-room as it was call- 
ed, and they sat in the balcony. It 
wivs a soft, mild evening, and the air 
was sweetened by the smell of flowers 
and grass, and savoured by the keen- 
er breath of the sea. The night was 
clear, although no moon had risen; 
and from tlie balcony the eye wander- 
ed over tpees and a scattered village 



down to the sea. The silver-gi'ay of 
the sea was blackened at one point by 
the long pier, at tiie end of which the 
light of the Saucy Lass now '* stuck 
fiery off." The balcony was low — but 
one short flight of stairs above the 
ground floor. 

Miss Lyle settled herself in a chair 
in the balcony^ and then leaning over 
called to Janet, who heard her from 
beneath, and brought her a shawl, in 
which she wrapped herself. When- 
ever she wanted any attendance she 
thus leaned over the balcony and call- 
ed for Janet. 

** I pass all the fine evenings in this 
balcony," said Miss Lyle. " I sit and 
dream here, and I live in the past and 
the present at once. Now I want to 
hear a great deal about yourself — 
what you have been doing, and what 
you are going to do. I have talked in 
the same way with your fatlier! " 

And Christmas soon found himself 
talking, as if to some confidential and 
sympathetic old friend, of his past life, 
his education, hip^ career as yet unbe- 
gun, until it seemed imposs%le to be- 
lieve that he had only left London 
that morning, and tiiat he still liardly 
knew who his companion and hostess 
was. 

A little pause came at one time, 
when Christmas had been giving 
some reminiscences of his life in Ja- 
pan, and had made a casual allusion 
to his father^s death. He did not like 
to touch upon the subject, for it affect- 
ed him eve|;L yet 2ilmost as much as if 
he had been a girl thinking of iier lost 
mother — for all his delight in London, 
his painted chamber there, and his 
holiday. 

His hostess looked silently over the 
water, leaning her arm on the bal- 
cony, and her chin in her hand. 

'•Itgrows late," she said, suddenly; 
"and cold, I think. Our early sum- 
mer evenings are chill here, and you 
must be tired. You were asking me 
something, were you not? About Mer* 
lin, I think — was it? " 

Cliristmas did not remember that 
he had been aalmis Vksv ^X^\3X^^\>^k»L^ 
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but he did not say so; and he was Her voioe seemed to have grown old 

glad to hear something aboat the odd in a strange sort of way as she spoke, 

old man. ** How delicious the soand of that 

** Merlin/' said his hostess, 'Ms a sea is/^ Christmas said — to say any- 

Breton ; he was a boatman and a fish- thing. 

erman. When I had a home in Brit- ** It tells you of the future,'* said 

tany, in one of the places on the coast. Miss Lyle, looking kindly at him, 

I was fond of boating, and he and his ** and me of the past. That is why the 

son were my boatmen. The son had sea is such good company ; it has a 

a fine voice, and some musical taste, tone for evei*y one's moo>l. It is bet- 

and I knew people then, and tried to ter than music, I think, for music jars 

help him to become a singer. He terribly sometimes. Can you sing?" 

died, poor fellow! — he was drowned "After a fashion," Christmas an» 

. trying to save some people — and Mer- swered. 

lin had no one left: he was a widow- " Ton shall sing to me, but not now ; 

er. I was coming here to settle, and some other time. It is late, and you 

he liked to come with me. I couldn't want rest. Good night, Chris! " 

do without him now — you will find He had never been called ** Chris '* 

him veiy useful. He must take you in his life before, but only formal 

out in a boat to-mon*ow. I hardly ** Christmas." But there was some- 

ever go now. But you must humor thing inexpressibly touching in her 

his one weakness, mind, Mr. Christ- tone, and he knew that she was not 

mas." thinking of him then. 

**Only tell me what it is." 

** He thinks he speaks English, and 

if he doesn't understand what you say 

lie will never admit It. Speak to him as CHAPTER III. 

if he did, and he will generally catch " Claude melnottb." 

up some idea of what you mean. I There was gi-eat joy on the night 

can't help you to understand him — of Christmas's arrival, but not for tiiat 

you must do the best you can — for he event, in thfe house of the widow 

don't understand his own language, I Cramp, who lived in one of the best 

suppose. His French is still worse of the cottages near the sea. Mrs. 

tliaii his English." Cramp's son had come all the way 

" I shall manage to get on with from London to spend a whole week 

him," said Christmas. ** It sha'n^t be of holiday with her. Mrs. Cramp had 

piy fault if we are not friends.- I was at one period of her life been a lady's 

afraid at first that he was dumb." maid, and then she married a ship 

" Oh, he has plenty of talk when he carpenter, who settled her in Dure- 

likes, and he thinks he knows every- woods while he made' his voyages ; 

thing. He sometimes almost talks me and he built the house fur her in which 

to death, but I don't mind. It comes she still lived. He was a careful, sav- 

natural to me to humor him now, ing man, and when he died at sea he 

and I suppose he finds it natural to hu- left her tolerably well to do^that is, 

mor me. He looks to me altogether, above actual want — and with one 

and he is really attached to me. When gi*owing son, who it had always been 

you come to my time of life, Mr. his wish should never go to sea. Mrs. 

Christmas, you will perhaps under- Cramp had a step-brother in London, 

stand the value of having some one — Professor Carpetts of Camden Town, 

any one — attached to you. But I hope Professor Carpetts had, in the strictest 

that you will not have had my experi- sense, taken his degree and his title, 

ence, and that you will have closer He had conferred his rank upon him- 

ties. Still, Merlin is better than no self, and was a professor of hairdress- 

oneP^ ing. Professor Carpetts offered to 
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bring up young Natty Cramp to his •* Yes, mother," Natty replied, with 
own calling, than which nothing could a sort of blush. •*It's the uniform. To- 
be more genteel; and young Natty moiTow I'll put it on. You haven't an 
was sent to London accordingly, idea how well it looks. And the 
Every year since that time Natty had sword-bayonet." 
■come to Dure woods to spend his . ** The gun isn't loaded. Natty?" 
week's holiday with his mother ; and ** Loaded ! Oh, no. Mustn't carry 
«o he came this year. He is a tall one's rifle loaded at ordinary drill or 
young fellow, naturally inclined to parade, mother," Natty replied, with 
«toop, and therefore occasionally pull- an air at once careless and soldierly, 
ing himself up and standing with pre- Natty Cramp had, it is almost need- 
ternatural erectness. He has thick less to say, become a volunteer. He 
fair hair, and a growing moustache, to had marched in Hyde Park before roy- 
the development of which every secret al personages. His mother was per- 
known to Professor Carpetts's branch fectl}' convinced that the Queen must 
of science had been applied witli zeal have looked at him and singled him 
and hope. Natty has a good-looking out from all the rest. Natty laughed 
but rather sheepish face, with promi- at this nonsense of his mother's, but he 
nent blue eyes and colorless eyebrows, had a secret modest hope, whicli hard- 
He strode along to his mother's cot- ly dared to acknowledge its existence, 
tage with a military-looking black that he was not quite wrong when he 
portmanteau in one hand and a rifle- fancied one memorable day tliat tlie 
oase in the otliei*. He was, in fact, the Princess of Wales did cast a glance ^it 
tall young man who had been a fellow him. Natty was that day driven into 
passenger with Christmas in the Saucy a mood of passionate loyalty. He had 
Lass, but the moment the steamer read of the Swiss Guards — he had read 
reached the pier he leaped ashore like many books — and he tiiought no suc- 
another Protesilaus, without tlie catas- cess on earth could be more enviable 
trophe. So he had not seen what be- than the pride and delight of giving up 
•came of Ciiristmas. one's life in defending the thresliold of 

Mrs. Cramp had been watching the some (we do not say which) lovely 

approacli of the steamer from the first princess. 

moment when its smoke was seen " Now, Natty dear, you'll have your 

above tlie headland that guarded the supper," his mother said soothingly, 

inner bay. She was waiting at the "You must be tired and Imngry. 

■door for her son, and gazed with full You'll not mind having your supper in 

•delight and pride at his tall, swaying this little room to-night, will you 

figure as he drew near. dear? But you don't know where 

*• Why, Natty, how you have grown, you're going to be put to-morrow, I'll 

I do declare. Never!" bp bound. Come now." 

" Five feet eleven and a half, moth- Siie was a comely woman, verging 

•er. All but six feet. Think of that! " on fatness, and had dressed herself for 

"Your poor father was five feet ten this occasion, so tliat she looked quite 

in his stockings — and you've outgrown the lady, as all her neighbors would 

him! Well, well." And a tear of have willingly said of her. Indeed, 

maternal pride sparkled in her eyes as they looked up to her greatly as one 

:8he wished his fathor could see him wlio had seen in her day the interior 

now. of grand liouses and could speak beau- 

They had entered the house now, tifal English. Natty surveyed her 

-and Natty was putting down his port- with eyes of no little pride; although, 

manteau. needless to say, he had seen ladies. In 

" Now I know what's in that," said his occupation one sees ladies pretty 

his mother, glancing proudly from the oft«n, and onght to know what they 

portmanteau to tlie son. are like. He wtis studying his moth- 
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er^s coiffure with something of a pro- 
fessional air, and his attention was 
therefore a little distracted from her 
question. 

•*No, mother; I don't know." 

** Ton are to have the drawing-room 
and bedroom all to yoarself. I 
wouldn^t let them, Natty, not to any 
one this week. No, says I to myself, 
my son is a man now and a volunteer, 
and when he comes for his holiday 
once in the year, his mother isn't go- 
ing to let him play second fiddle to any 
ledger. There, Nat!" 

Nat's face glowed with good-natured 
pride. Since his earliest days t]iat 
drawing-room, as it was called, had 
been a sacred apartment in his eyes. 
Mrs. Cramp had always helped out 
her means of living 'by letting that 
room and bedroom to such lodgers as 
mic^ht happen to come that way dur- 
ing tlie summer and autumn, and 
while it was not so occupied she still 
held it ready for any emergency. 
There were one or two families of 
wealthy people near who might some- 
tunes find that they had a guest too 
many for their accommodation, and 
would send a young bachelor now and 
then to sleep for a night or two at 
Mrs. Cramp's. Therefore the front 
room and bedroom were always cham- 
bers of great distinction in the eyes of 
Nat, and his own installation there 
now was a tribute to his dignity of 
manhood and position such as a gra- 
cious sovereign could hardly liave sur- 
passed. He made some weak and 
stammering protest about his motlier 
putting herself out for him, but was 
immensely deliglited. 

Then supper was prepared, and 
Mrs. Cramp looked on happy to see 
her son eat. The supper was a little 
of a trial, too, to Nat's good-nature 
and filial devotion. His mother had 
taken unspeakable trouble to heap the 
table with all the dainties which Nat 
had loved ^*om his childhood. There 
was the strawberry jam which she 
had for years and years regarded as 
identified with the rejoicing of his an- 
nual holidav. Tiiere was the cake 



which she always made with her ownr 
hands, and according to his particular 
fancy. She could not believe in a hoi* 
iday of Nat's without that cake, and 
she had often been haunted with cruer 
misgivings tliat his wife, when he got 
one, would never know how to maJce 
that cake, and would not allow his 
mother to make it for him. Alas!: 
Nathaniel Cramp, the volunteer, tlie 
romantic student and reader of books^ 
had outgrown that jam and that cake t 
He smoked cigars now, and had col- 
ored a meerschaum, and had succeed- 
ed to all the embarrassing and mourn- 
ful dignity of manhood, fiut he knew 
how his mother had striven to please- 
him, and he would have suffered any 
inconvenience rather than allow it ta 
be seen that she had taken all her 
trouble for nothing. He did his best. 
He trampled down the pride of rising^ 
manhood, and he endeavored to dis- 
cipline his rebellious palate. But 
though he could eat the jam and the 
cake, he could not put on the old air 
of boyish relish. His mother saw it 
and felt a little pang. The pride of 
having a grown up son has its alloy 
too ! The scent of tlie strawbeiTy jam 
had for the moment something oppres- 
sive in it to her. It brought her 
heart, as she might have said, to her 
mouth. For the first time she realized 
to herself the trutli tliat she must lose 
her boy. 

The mother's pride, however, turned 
itself again to rejoice in the son who 
was a man, and she began to ask after 
his affairs and his prospects. 

" And so you've gone into Wigmore ' 
street! I remember Wigmore street 
so well — when we were living in Har- 
ley stl'eet — that's when I was with 
Lady Sarah. It must be changed now 
ever so much. Wigmore street!* 
That's a great step for the Professor, 
Nat." 

** For Mr. Carpetts, mother." Nat 
moved about in his chair rather unea- 
sily. "He don't call himself profes- 
sor now, you know." 

**No, Nat? Why not?" 

** Well, you see, professor won't do 
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in a place like Wigmore street. Pro- matical or vulgar. "I don^t care 

fessor is all very well for Camden about that in particular. I hate the 

town, or the Surrey side — theywouldn^t whole business. V\\ cut the whole 

know. But in the West End people concern. I am not made for thcU, Is 

know that a hah*dresser ain^t7-I mean this an age, mother, when a man with 

isn^t — a professor. People would only feelings ^nd a soul, and no end of as- 

laugh at him. No respectable person pirations, ought to be cutting people's 

would enter his cutting room. It's hair?" 

vulgarity, mother — it's only fit for a "But, Nat, my dear boy," his moth- 
Cheap Jack. I told the governor — ^I er pleaded, alarmed at these tokens 
mean, I told Mr. Carpetts — so. It's of a rebellious spirit, "somebody must 
absurd, you know," continued Nat, do it, you know." 
waxing angiy. ♦♦ When we talk of "Let 'em do it — ^any body who likes! 
professor noV in London, we mean a There are cads enough who are fit 
man like 'Uxley — like Huxley, mother for nothing else ! Let old Carpetts 
—or that sort — not hairdressers." do it! Mother, your son is made for 

" Yes," said his mother, " I sup- something better. We live in a great 

pose so, Nat." But she was sorry for age, mother." 

the loss of the title. *'Tlien you'll not "Yes, dear." 

eall yourself Professor Cramp when " An age of progress and of science ! 

you come into the business?" The old world, mother, is gone up in 

" Mother," said Nat gravely, " don't fire ! " Nat exclaimed fervently, adopt- 

you deceive yourself. I'll never come ing some words of Carlyle which had 

into that business." stamped themselves deeply on his 

"No, Nat! Good gracious, dear, memory, 

why not? " " Good gracious," murmured Mrs. 

" That's no business for a man — for Cramp, 

one who feels that he is a man! I can " A new order of things is coming; 

bear it for the time, but not forever. Is and the priesthood of greatness is to 

this an age when a man — a man! — have its turn. What are ranks a»d 

ought to spend his life dressing the classes when compared with immen- 

heads of a parcel of women?" sity? The creed of the new world is 

" Are tliey vei-y vexing, Nat, dear — evolution and the brotherhood of 

hard to please, and all that? " Man ! " 

"Who, mother?" "Nat, my dear, I don't like to hear 

"The ladies, you know, who come you talk that way." 

to have their hair dressed. I know "You don't understand, mother," 

something of them, Nat; but you and he now spoke in a lordly and pro- 

mustn't mind them, dear. They're all tecting sort of way, ** and it would 

like that,^you know." only trouble you if I tried to explahi. 

Nat fidgeted much in his chair, and But this isn't a time for a man who 

looked at his mother uneasily, and feels that he has thoughts and a brain 

with a little impatience. He could to spend the fruitful years of his life 

b:xrdly stand, even from her, any allu- in a hair-cutting room. Don't be 

sion to the dressing of ladies' hair — the alarmed — I shan't do anything rash — 

particular branch of his calling in but when your son comes next year 

which he was most successful, and of you shall see before you, mother, a 

which unluckily he was most asham- man — a man who has proved his title 

ed. to manhood — and not a barber's 

"Oh, it ain't that, mother— I mean, boy ! " 

it is not that." Nat had imposed upon He rose with the fire of his elo- 

himself tlie penalty of always deliber- quence and emotion. But in rising 

ately correcting himself when he said he knocked over a tea-cup and felt 

anything which he considered ungram- rather foolish, for he saw his mother 
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look alarmed at her fallen china. 
•♦'Tisu't broken, mother," he said, 
and he put the cup uninjured in its 
saucer. But the spell was broken, if 
the cup was not, and he could not re- 
sume his interrupted outpouring of 
soul. ** After all she couldn^t under- 
stand me," he thought. **I should 
only alarm her." 

Indeed he had alarmed her. She 
kept glancing at him uneasily every 
now and then. She saw that he and 
she could understand each other no 
more, and that her boy was drift- 
ing out on some sea where she could 
no longer be his guide or even com- 
panion. It miglit perhaps lead to 
glory and greatness — why should not 
her boy become a great man? — but 
anyhow the days were gone when she 
could receive all her son^s contidences 
in his holiday and be his provider of 
joy. Nat had relapsed into silence. 
Mrs. Cramp rose and took up the pot 
of strawberry jam, out of which so lit- 
tle had been eaten, and put it away 
with a sigh. Tiie action was «adly 
symbolic. The little sweetmeat-pot 
became for the moment consecrated 
into a sort of funeral urn in which the 
ashes of a happy anxious time were 
enclosed. 

Mrs. Cramp felt no wonder, hardl}' 
any new shock, when, after she had 
told him a good deal of the local gos- 
sip, Nat rose, stretched himself, and 
said he would smoke a cigar on the 
road or the pier. 

*• And don't you wait up, mother. 
Vn lock the door." 
. In that quiet place the hall-doors 
usually stood open until the latest in- 
mate was going to bed. Even if that 
latest inmate should forget to lock the 
door, it would not matter much. 

Mrs. Cramp obeyed the orders of 
her son now as she used to obey those 
of his Either. Perhaps she had never 
since her widowhood began felt so 
keenly how much she missed her hus- 
band. She felt so helpless and igno- 
rant, so powerless to do anything but 
see her boy drift away from her. She 
-•d a vague idea that perhaps he was 



in love with some lady above his sta- 
tion. She could not sleep for perplex- 
ing and profitless conjecture. 

Meanwhile Nathaniel soothed his 
lonely spirit by walking down to the 
sea and smoking a cigar. His moth- 
er's conjecture about a love afl;air was 
wrong. Nat was not in love as yet 
with anybody but himself, and not in 
love with himself in the strict sense, 
but only with the possibility of him- 
self, a soi't of glorified Eidolon of him- 
self which he had constructed, and up 
to the stiindard of which he hoped to 
bring himself one day. He had nev- 
er felt any pulsation of love for an jr 
of the ladies who came to have their 
hair dressed in Camden Town or even 
in Wigmore street. They were not 
generally young in either place, and 
when the}' were young they were not 
always pretty; and even if they were 
pretty they did not look so with their 
hair down and their peignoirs arouml 
their necks. Moreover, those in Cam- 
den Town he usuall}' looked upon as 
ignorant and vulgar young women 
who probably went with excursion 
parties to Epping Forest, 4ind those in 
Wigmore street were coldly insolent, 
and evidently looked on him as what 
Shelley calls (Nat read Shelley) a 
** mechanized automaton." 

Nor was there any particular pur- 
pose indicated in Nat's eloquent out- 
pourings. He was only a cleverish, 
untaught young fellow who, by force 
of reading everything he could get at, 
had read himself into self-conceit and 
discontent, and who was th<>i'efore in 
imagination constantly striking the 
stars with his sublime head. For a 
long time poor Nat had been compell- 
ed to lead two lives quite distinct from 
each other. There was his real life 
when he worked and drudged faithful- 
ly in the calling which grew every 
day more distasteful to him. There 
was his ideal life when he sat up of | 
nights in his bedroom reading ** Lock- 
sley Hall " and ** Clara Vere de Vere," 
and Mrs. Browning's ** Lady Geral- 
dine," and Robert Browning's ** Eve- 
lyn Hope;" studying Darwin, and f 
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I Mill's "Liberty," and Carlyle's Claude Melnotte, a wild-MahraUa- 

I ** French Revolution," and any of battle warrior. Of late he had indeed 

1 Huxley's lectures that he could get; begun to feel some scruples. He at- 

Tand he mixed the whole up together tended scientific and quasi-religious 

I in a melange of half-comprehended lectures on the Sundays, and he had 

f poetry and quarter-comprehended spoken in the discussions of broad- 

i philosophy and science. It was a de- thinking philosophical societies; and 

iio-htful part of his ideal life, too, when he was not quite sure about the fitness 

he joined a Volunteer Corps, and wore of the hero's trade for the gi*eat ser- 

A dark gi*een uniform, and carried a vice of humanity and the future. Still 

rifle with a sword-bayonet, and march- the uniform had its fascination, and 

«d at Wimbledon and was inspected in the heroic dream was not all dreamed 

Hyde Park. These days of militaiy ont yet. These were Nat Cramp's 

masquerade were a sort of heroic two Uves. We have called the one 

heaven to him. Other young men real and the other ideal ; but Nat was 

wiiom he knew were but Tom, Dick, convinced, and so perhaps should we 

and Harry in their volunteer uniforms, be, that the real Nathaniel Cramp was 

Nat in that garb was a hero of ro- the hero of the ideal life and that the 

^ mance, a splendid soldier of fortune, a other was only his soulless, bloodless 

<Quentin Durward, a D'Artaguan, • a shadow. 
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CHAPTER lY. other places, and she lay generally of 

MY LADY DISDAIN. nights off Durewoods pier. 

DURE WOODS was, generally There were very few families of what 

speaking, the name of the might be called social position living 

phvoe in which Christmas found him- in and about Durewoods. One or two 

self quartered for the hour. But it retired officials of the customs had 

was not easy to say that there was any come thither from the large seaports 

particular district or . area specially near, and settled for the quiet and tlie 

covered by the name of Durewoods, cheapness, A clergyman and a dis- 

or, indeed, any pai'ticular place to senting minister, and a doctor who 

which the name strictly applied. The was attached to a neighboring dispen- 

little arm of the sea, tlie narrow inlet sary, were there ; and the captain of 

from the gi'c^at broad bay, at the in- the Saucy Lass walked home to his 

land end of which the village stood, family abode there among the trees 

was never called Durewoods bay or every night. These and a few other 

creek, or anything of the kind. Prob- residents occupied ** the houses." The 

ably the beautiful growth of trees that Hall had been for many years unoccu- 

covered \iS0d slope of the rising shores pied until it came, by some legal pro- 

on either side had once been called cess or other, out of the hands of its 

Durewoods, and thence the name had ancient possessors into those of a clev- 

spread itself o^er the whole place, er, handsome, portly gentleman from 

But these woods were not now called London, who was vaguely known 

Durewoods ; they were simply called down there as having something to- 

*' the plantation." Neither was the do with companies and finance. This 

village called Durewoods ; people only gentleman came down several times 

spoke of it as "the cottages." The before he made up his mind to occupy 

village had, in fact, no corporate ex- the Hall himself. He brought down 

istence, no soul, and no name. It architects and surveyors, and various 

never did anything as a community ; men of business from London, and 

it never acted together, or had any studied the matter a good deal. At 

apparent consciousness that it was a last he made up his mind, had the 

whole. The cottages were there — phvce put into repair, closed up half 

had been built there somehow for the the building^ furnished the rest, eni- 

eonvenience chiefly of the fisher-folk ; ployed gardeners on the grounds, 

and that was all that anybody knew, which were not large, and spent a great 

The row of tenements in front of the part of one mild winter there. Pres- 

water was called " the cottages," the ently he brought his daughter there, 

few residences of a better class that his only child — he was a widower — 

stood on the hills were spoken of as and settled her there with a house- 

"the houses," and the one large and keeper and a companion; and he used 

pretentious-looking mansion was the to bring friends down Uiere every now 

Hall. Probably this had once been and then. The clergyman, the minis« 

called Durewoods Hall ; but, if so, the ter, the doctor, the retired customs' 

name had lapsed into disuse. Yet officials, and the captain of the Saucy 

the place, taken collectively— hall. Lass, all thought Mr. John Chal- 

houses, cottages, and all— was called loner a great man, and were delight- 

Dorewoods. The Saucy Lass came ed to be in his favor ; but Durewoods, 

and went between Durewoods and as a whole — if we may thus speak of it 
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— never took to him. To Durewoods symbols of the mountainous billows, 
he was always a stranger; and he and of course the dullest spectator 
sealed finally its mind against him could not fail to comprehend the finat 
when he decided upon occupying only tableau, which pictured Merlin himself 
half the Hall. In time he became swimming heroically to the wreck, or 
Sir John Challoner, Baronet; but rowing his boat thither, and saving 
Durewoods did not care. Of course, somebody under conditions of unpar- 
in Durewoods we do not, in this sense, alleled difficulty. Merlin soon became 
take in Mrs. Cramp. She herself was an autliority, and a rather dogmatic 
but a settler and a stranger. She had one, upon most tilings, and acquired 
been a lady^s maid ; she had been fre- such a hold over the respect of his- 
quently called in to assist Sir John^s neighbors, that even the fsict of his be- 
faousekeeper at the Hall, and she had ing seen to cross himself, and to telK 
a sort of professional devotion to her over his beads like a faithful Catholic, 
social superiors anyhow. did not unseat him from his position^ 
Anotlier stranger and settler was of dignity. There was, indeed, oue 
Miss Lyle. The pretty little place legend which he was particularly fond 
which she occupied now had been dis- of telling, and which might, under 
covered and bought up for her by Sir other conditions, have wrought him 
Jolm Challoner, and the house was harm with his compeers. This was a 
altered and almost rebuilt to suit her tale of a fearful storm, in which some 
peculiar Uistes and habits. She came fishers, and, it was generally under- 
tliere with her trusty henchman Mer- stood. Merlin himself among theiiu 
lin several years ago, and hardly had become involved off the cojist of 
ever stirred outside her own gate, Brittany, and in which their lives 
unless when she went upon tlie water were positively forfeit, until suddenly 
with Merlin for her boatman. So far the skies opened, a ^ight shone on 
as people knew her, they liked her, them, and a lady appeared in the heav- 
and the parents of Janet — a Dure- ens — beyond doubt the Virgiu herself 
woods lass — and Janet herself were — and guided their boat safely to a 
gi-eatly attiiched to her. As for Mer- peaceful creek where the storm raged 
liM, his jjopularity was soon universal, no more. But, luckily for Merlin, the 
He fell in with the ways of the fisher- description of the lights ** on the top," 
men like a brother of the craft, and by which he meant "above," and, the 
would pjiss hours with them lounging frequent repetition of the word ** she," 
along the shore, examining their boats, misled his auditory, and, aided by the 
and helping to mend theu* nets. How happy efiect of his gestures, they al- 
any interchange of ideas was original- ways understood that at the critical 
ly effected, it would be hard to guess, moment the lights of a channel steam- 
but Merlin and the fishermen seemed er hove in sight, and that the imper- 
from the first to understand each oth- illed boatmen were quietly taken on 
er, as dogs or horses do. Merlin used board. So that the story, however 
to stroll round to the cottages when thrilling and dramatic, did not t-ix 
the husbands were at sea, and reassure their powers of sound Protestant be- 
the wives if the expeditions proved lief any more than the melodious nar- 
lopg and dangerous, and sing strange rative of the vessel's rescue in the Bay 
wild songs to the children, and tell of Biscay. 

thrilling stories of adventures which Merlin's popularity reflected itself 

had befallen himself on the waves, a good deal upon Merlin's mistress. 

These were nearly all naiTatives in She was understood to have I)een a 

pantomime, sharp fizzing sounds be- very great person of some sort, andta 

ing understand to represent flashes of have lived in some splendid world 

lightning, vehement undulatory mo- whereof Durewoods had but a vague 

Uons of the hands beinff unmistakable conception, and to have now retired 
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into ii sort of half-penitential privacy. 
Sir Joiin Challoner and his guests al- 
ways treated her with great respect, 
and whenever an artist or a group of 
artists came — as sometimes would 
happen in the sumjuer — ^to make 
sketches at Dure woods, they always 
sent up tlieir cards to her house, and 
were generally received by lier. Dure- 
iNloods was in a sort of way a little 
proud of this. 

In this place had Miss Marie Clial- 
loner spent some seven or eigiit years. 
She had for society first her governess 
or companion, and then Miss Dione 
Lyle. As slie grew up, being an in- 
dependent and spirited young woman, 
not, perhaps, very easy to please in 
friends, she got rid of all professional 
<;ompanionship, and plesised lierself by 
not even liaving a liousekeeper, but 
taking the reins of domestic govern- 
ment in her own hands. It amused 
her to learn how to regulate and or- 
der things, and even to make mistakes 
and find out by experience of mistake 
the way to the right. Wlien she was 
in any household difficulty, she con- 
sulted Mrs. Cramp, and when she was 
in any iiilellectual perplexity, she be- 
took herself to Miss Dioiie Lyle. So 
her life went on, its highest effort at 
variety being when lier father took 
her for a few days to Qstend or Paris, 
or perhaps Brighton; and he was a 
busy man, who rarely cared to go be- 
jrond the distance of a night^s post 
from London. For the most part, she 
had to find her own intellectual and 
moral food as best she could around 
her; to live on the green leaves of her 
-own trees, so to speak, like the sloth, 
whom otherwise she did not in the 
least resemble. 

Miss Challoner had driven to the pier 
on the night of Cln*istmas's arrival, for 
the purpose of meeting her father. She 
fcfUnd, instead, only his servant, .who 
brought a message to tell her that he 
could not come for some days, and 
that he would then bring a few guests 
with him. This was a double disap- 
pointment to her; first, because her 
ifether had not come at once, and next. 



because when he was to come he wja 
to bring guests with him. "MImb Chal- 
loner did not greatly care, as a rule, 
for her father's guests. They wanted 
color, she said. 

Dear Lady Disdain was an early 
riser, although by no means given to 
early going to rest. On the contrai-y, 
she revelled a good deal in the unholy 
pleasure of sitting up till all hours in 
her bedroom, reading of nights. She 
had a great deal of spare time when 
her father was not at home; and it 
would have hung terribly upon her 
hands sometimes but that she had a 
very active intellect, and was fond of 
reading. She knew nothing, as yet, 
of a London season. Her father had 
preferred to keep her in the country 
thus far, but he talked now, as she 
was nearly twenty years old, of set- 
ting up a regular establishment in 
town, and introducing her formally to 
London life. She had, hitherto, only 
known London as a child knows it; 
as a place where she was taken to 
theatres, and had drives in parks. 
She had gone through the earlier part 
of what is understood to be a girl's 
education in Bath and in Paris, and 
when she was twelve years old she 
settled down at the house which her 
father had bought at Dure woods. 
Here she had no companionship when 
she had got rid of her governess but 
that of her father when he could ab- 
sent himself from town, and that of 
the visitors he brought with him, and 
the school friends who occasionally 
came to spend a few weeks with her, 
and, for some years, the frequent as- 
sociation with Miss Lyle. Therefore, 
this young lady lived a good deal of 
her time in romance : in looking ont 
for adventures, of which she was to be 
the heroine, and in wondering tlyit 
nothing particular was ever happening 
in her life. She would sometimes have 
welcomed anything almost, even pain 
itself, which varied a little the sweet 
monotony of her existence. So when- 
ever a new acquaintance came in her 
way, she eagerly approached him or 
her, sought out for something refresh- 
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ing and remarkable, generally failed brought up as English boys are. He 

to find it, and then let the new-comer must have some other topics be- 

pass. She was perfectly sincere where sides those which the boys have in 

sometimes people thought her insin- "Punch." 

cere ; utterly unaffected where censors However, the duties of life had to- 
occasionally complained of affectation, go on, and the^ young lady set herself 
She had no more idea of deceit or to perform her part of them. She- 
fickleness when, having welcomed a would have to make some prepara- 
new acquaintance yesterday, she turn- tions for her visitors, and she thought 
ed away from him or her to-day, than the best thing she could do would be 
one who, seeking to arrive at a partic- to go at once to the cottages and con- 
ular place, and thinking he has found suit Mrs. Cramp. So she ordered out 
the right way, turns down a certain her little pony-carriage, and with the 
street in eager hopefulness, and then, Methodistical Martin seated behind, 
seeing that he is mistaken, turns back she drove along the pleasant roads 
and tries another. Has the street he under the trees. She was fond of 
leaves a right to complain that it has driving, and indeed of all exercises — 
been treated badly? If not, then nei- riding, walking, swimming, aad row- 
ther had any of Miss Challoner^s ac- ing. Likewise she was fond of doing 
quaintances a right to say that she had things for herself, as she had prefeiTed 
treated them ill, when, finding that to be her father^s housekeeper rather 
there was nothing specially interest- than have the duties handed over to- 
ing or fine about them, she showed no somebody else. Many of her ener- 
further care for their society. getic and independent ways might 
This morning of which we are talk- have earned for her in London the- 
ing. Miss Challoner felt rather anxious reputation of eccentricity, but here in 
to know what sort of person Christmas Durewoods she could do as she liked, 
Pembroke, Miss Lyle's guest, might and she was one of those happily- 
turn out to be. She was pleased with moulded women who cannot do any- 
the chance-meeting at the pier, and thing ungracefully, 
she took, him under her charge out of The little carriage rattled up to- 
pure good nature. This was the more Mrs. Cramp's door, and Marie Chal- 
good-natured on her part because in loner leaped lightly out, and threw 
the evening dusk he seemed to her at the reins to her servant. The door 
first only an overgi'own boy, and she stood open ; and the visitor came 
was not fond of boys. Their shyness, plump into what might be called Mrs. 
their brusque indifference to all topics Cramp's parlor. But Marie suddenly 
but their own, their big hands, their stopped on the threshold, for an un- 
stolid or boisterous egotism, their sav- expected sight met her eyes, and an 
age blindness to all beauty of scenery, unwonted form obstructed her pro- 
sun, or sky, their clumsy prosaicism gi-ess. This was a tall, martial figure 
of nature hurt her sensitive sesthetic- in dark green uniform, with a belt 
ism. When she first took up Christ- and a cartouche-box and a sword- 
mas Pembroke she assumed that he bayonet, and wearing a smart kepi, 
would prove to be only a stupid boy. The warrior was exhibiting himself 
But the few words which they inter- as on parade for the benefit of Mrs. 
changed, and the one or two glimpses Cramp, who looked on with delighted 
into his past life which his words gave, eyes. The rustle of Miss Clialloner's^ 
and particularly the manner in which dress disturbed the parade. Mrs. 
he spoke of his father's death, showed Cramp stepped forward, all beaming 
her that he had at least had some of a with pride and welcome, to receive the 
man's troubles, and touched her quick young lady^ and the soldier turned 
sympathies. Even if he was little bet- round, stjirted, blushed, plucked off 
ter than a boy, he had not been his kepi, let it fall, made an effort to 
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piok it up, missed it, and looked re- 
markably confused. 

Mrs. Cramp was only happy and 
proud. 

**This is my son. Miss Challoner; 
my son Nathaniel. You used to know 
him, but he^s outgrown everything 
this year or two." 

Nat, it must be owned, looked rath- 
er abashed for a wilrrior ; and hardly 
raised his eyes to meet the large deep 
friendly eyes that turned so suddenly 
on him. 

** Tliis your son — ^this my old friend 
Natty?" the young lady exclaimed. 
** Why, so it is! Natty himself, turn- 
ed into a tall soldier — a field officer, 
or a general, or something! I should 
never have thought it ! But now that I 
look at him I can discover some like- 
ness of my old friend when he was a 
boy." 

"He has grown. Miss Challoner, 
sure enough," liis mother observed 
with pride, as Marie put her liand 
frankly into that of the awkward and 
palpitating youth. 

** What am I to call you now — not 
Natty any longer, I suppose? Mr. 
Natlianiel? or Captain Nathaniel? 
That is a very becoming uniform — 
wliat is it? " 

•* It's the West Pimlico Volunteers, 
Miss Clialloner," said Natlianiel, ris- 
ing to a certain confidence in the pride 
of being a volunteer, and picking up 
his kepi. 

•* You look quite a soldier. Natty — 
oh, I mean Mr. Nathaniel." 

** Do — do call me Natty," the vol- 
unteer pleaded ; and he took courage 
to look up into her bright, kindly, 
and yet humorous eyes. " It sounds 
so delightful— just like old times." 

"Well then. Natty!" the obliging 
young lady answered. "Natty! Yes, 
it does sound like very pleasant old 
times. Are you fond of reading still. 
Natty? He used to be quite a student, 
Mrs. Cramp — don't you remember? 
I used to lend him books — poetry, I 
tliink, for the most part. Yes, and he 
used to write verses! Do you still 
write verses. Natty? Yes — ^you do; I 



can see it in your look! You musk 
show me something you have written 
— ^you must, indeed." 

"That he ^hall?" his mother de- 
clared. 

" And you most come to see me — 
you must bring him, Mrs. Cramp. 
To-day will you come.^ — anytime be- 
fore three. I have some fine photo* 
graplis — but you see all these things 
in London, I suppose, more than we 
do down here in the counti*y. Mrs. 
Cramp, I want to talk to you a mo- 
ment or two about things. Papa puts 
all sorts of arrangements on me, that 
I don't understand in the least. I 
don't know what I should do. Natty, 
if I didn't have your mother some- 
times at my right hand." 

So with a pleasant smile she dis- 
missed Natty, out of his own doorstep,, 
as it would seem. Natty lounged round 
the house, got in at the back door, 
stole up to his bedroom, and began to 
fcike off his uniform. He was, per- 
haps, rather glad that he had been 
seen for the first time thus arrayed ; 
but he felt that the uniform had not, 
after all, produced much effect upon 
Miss Clialloner. She had evidently 
understood quite well that poor Nat 
was only masquerading — showing off 
his fine things to his deliglited moth- 
er — and she clearly did not regard him 
as a genuine soldier. How kind she 
was — and how beautiful! He should 
never have known her again. And 
what divine eyes! How frankly and 
sweetly she had spoken to him — and 
she had promised to call him Natty ! 
His head was all on fire. Must she 
know that he was a hairdresser? Oh, 
his mother, he knew, would tell her 
everything! Would she countermand 
the permission to visit her when she 
heard of the calling he followed? 
Poor Nat felt as if the story of Aladdin 
were filling his mind, and he blushed 
and trembled to think that at that verv 
moment his mother might be descant- 
ing to Miss Challoner on his good 
prospects as a hairdresser. Aladdin, to 
be sure, was a tailor's son ; but then 
he was not himself a tailor; and he 
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bad snch tremendous advantages in the 
way of supernatural auxiliaries over 
poor Nathaniel Cramp. 

Meanwhile the Princess Bjtdroul- 
bondour (Uiat surely was the name of 
Aladdin^s princess) was not thinking 
&t all about the Aladdin of the West 
Pimlico Volunteers. For the moment 
slie had probably forgotten his very 
existence, for she was busily engaged 
in talking over some household ar- 
rangements to be made in preparation 
for her father's coming with his guests. 
But she was the kindest and most af- 
fectionate of girls, and she was really 
very glad to i^ee Nat, for his mother's 
«ake, and for his own, and she want- 
ed to talk with him, and show him 
some friendliness. She had no more 
idea of being constrained or formal, 
or even patronizing, to young Cramp, 
than to the faithful old servant and 
friend his mother. So when she was 
leaving, she reminded Mrs. Cramp 
again that Natty was to be brought to 
see her; and she looked round for 
him near the door, and if he had been 
tliere she would have allowed him the 
privilege of helping her into her little 
pony-carriage ; but he was not tliere, 
and she got in very well without him. 
Meanwhile Nathaniel, peering very 
cautiously from his bedroom window, 
watched her departure. He was in 
bis shirt-sleeves; and he would not 
have been seen in his shirt-sleeves by 
ber — not for all the world. Kneeling 
on the floor, and peering with utter- 
most caution from beneath a corner 
•of the blind, Nathaniel saw the back 
-of her hat and the flutter of her feath- 
er as she drove away. Then he heard 
his mother calling him, "Natty! Nat- 
ty, dear!" and he turned from the 
window in deep depression; which 
only began to be dispelled when his 
mother told him that Miss Challoner 
on leaving had renewed her invitation, 
and that he was to see her that very 
day. 

That morning, Christmas and his 
hostess were again in the balcony. 
She sat in her accustomed chair, which 
was moved for her according to the 



progress of the sun, so tliat she might 
always have the freest and finest view 
of the scene. Christmas was enjoying 
to the full the air, the trees, the sun, 
the breath of the sea, and the novelty 
of the whole situation. Miss Ly le ap- 
parently had put away the manner of 
almost querulous melancholy which 
had come over her the night before ; 
and she was giving him some de- 
scriptions of the place and the people. 
He then learned for the first time that 
one of their neighbors was Sir John 
Challoner. Whereupon Christihas 
told her how he had had a chance in- 
troduction to Sir John Challoner a 
few days before in London. If he had 
been perfectly candid, he would have 
told her likewise that it had given him 
a certain little thrill of surprise to find 
that he had already made the acquaint- 
ance of **my Lady Disdain;" but 
when is youth candid in such things? 
Christmas said nothing of my Lady 
Disdain, although he could hardly 
have told why he kept secret the small 
fact that he had heard of her by such 
a name. 

** I beg your pardon," Miss Lyle in- 
terposed suddenly ; ** is there not some 
one tapping at the door? " 

Christmas stepped from the balcony 
into the room to see. Just as he did 
so, the door of the room opened, and 
a tall girl entered quickly ; so quickly 
that her eyes met his before he had 
time to think that he had better not 
stare at her. He knew at once that it 
was his kindly guide of the night be- 
fore — the seemingly undisdainful Lady 
Disdain. It was not by her face he 
knew her, for he had scarcely seen her 
fiice then, and he did not look long at 
it now. He was aware of the pres- 
ence of dark eyes — of dark brown 
hair, coming rather low on the fore- 
head, and gathering in thick, short 
curls around the neck; of a bright 
complexion, and lips that had a cer- 
tain humorous expression about them ; 
and, in short, a genei'al influence of 
youth, and health, and high spirits, 
and originality ; and he suddenly felt 
himself very young, aiiid 'v^aa ^wil- 
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Tinoed that he looked awkward. The 
jroung lady had not, for her part, the 
•lightest shade of awkwardness. 

••Pray excuse my coming in. I 
came to see Miss Lyle, and as no one 
answered to my tapping I took it for 
granted that she was in her balcony. 
I see you don^t recognize me. I 
brought you here last night** 

•^ It was dark then, and I hardly 
saw ; but I thought it must be, and I 
hope you will allow me to thank you." 

*• Indeed I will not. I see she is in 
her balcony.*' And then Christmas 
saw tlie young lady embrace the elder, 
and settle around the shoulders of the 
latter her discomposed shawl, and take 
a seat familiarly beside her. Christ- 
mas quietly added himself to the 
group. 

♦♦ I knew you would come this morn- 
ing, Marie, my dear," said Miss Lyle. 

" You always say I may come any 
morning, don't you? " 

'* And you don't always come. But 
this morning I knew." 

•*Did you really? How did you 
know?" 

" Shall I tell you outright? " 

•*0h, yes; don't make any mys- 
tery." 

"Because you were curious about 
my visitor, and you wanted to see 
what he looked like in the day. Come, 
Marie, confess.*' 

•* Indeed, it was. I mean that was 
the reason why I came. * Now I have 
corrected myself in time, have I not? 
• I saw you smile. But your friend can 
hai'dly understand tills. I should tell 
you,'* and now she addressed hefself 
to Cliristmas, "that Miss Lyle is al- 
ways tenibly severe on the way in 
. which women answer questions. She 
says we always answer to something 
in our own minds, and not to the ques- 
tion. So I always try to correct my- 
self in time. Let me see. What was 
it I was answering? Miss Lyle asked 
me to confess that I came here to-day 
out of curiosity, and I said at first, • in- 
deed it was * ; which, I suppose, would 
hardly do as an answer in a printed 
dialogue, and so I corrected myself.*' 



•• We have not much to occupy our- 
selves with here,** said Miss Lyle, 
** and I amuse myself now and then 
witli playing schoolmistress to Miss 
Challoner, and correcting her spoken 
style; as I shall yours, Mr. Christmas. 
But you see what a truthful pupil she 
is, and how readily she confessed that 
it was curiosity and not friendship 
that brought her here so early this 
morning." 

"I don't want to deny it,*' Miss 
Challoner said. "Why should I?" 
She looked to Christmas for reply. 

" I don't know," Christmas answer* 
ed, being thus appealed* to. 

" We so seldom see anybody here — 
any new face— that a stranger of any 
kind is an object of wonder and de- 
light.** 

" So there is no compliment to 
me?" 

" Not the least in the world. But» 
Miss Lyle, I have had a double grati- 
fication for my curiosity already this 
morning. I have been up very early 
and caught two— I don't like to say 
worms, for fear of seeming rude — per- 
haps glowworms, then." 

" Who was the other victim? ** ask- 
ed Miss Lyle. 

"Natty Cramp— dear old Natty 
Cramp turned into a British Volun- 
teer, or grenadier, or whatever it is. 
I had not seen him for years. I was 
always away from Dure woods some- 
where when he came to see his moth* 



er. 
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•• My dear,'* said Miss Lyle gravely, 
"you really must not bewilder poor 
Natty Cramp. Unfortified towns 
ought not to be bombarded, I believe. 
When is your father coming?'* 

" Not for a week now. I am Yerj 
sorry ; I am so lonely at home. And 
when he does come he is bringing 
some people, which will be just as 
bad.'* 

"Not for a week?** Miss Lyle said, 
and she said it in a meditative, half- 
regi-etful sort of tone. "Then you. 
Mistress Marie, I suppose, are to be 
at large here for the next week? *' 

"She speaks of me as if I were a 
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Bort of wild animal — 'at large!' — "Will you not come?" Christmas 

some dangerous creature, like a pan- asked her. 

ther." ** No, thanks. The trouble of get- 

"So you are, my dear," the elder ting in and out of a boat is too much 

lady said, composedly. "I shall be for me, and would be a great deal too 

very glad when you are sent to Lon- much for anybody who had to endure 

don and put through a season or two my company. 1 look out ui)on nature 

there. That will tame you, perhaps, from my balcony — only too happy to 

Meanwhile, we have you here, an4 have one. I once used to look down 

must only make the, best of it." upon a crowded street from a garret 
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Do I seem a veiy disagreeable among the swallows." 

sort of persons* " Miss Challoner ask- " I knew you would not go, of 

ed, turaing her eyes fully on Christ- course," Miss Challoner said ; " and 

mas, and without the least appearance that is why I offered my services, 

of coquetry or affectation. Merlin can't talk to Mr. Pembroke, 

" You seem very kind," the young and I can tell him everything — if he 

man answered; "and you are very would like me to go." 

handsome." "I only wish I knew how to thank 

Miss Lyle looked up amazed. you for being so kind," said Christ- 

" Thank vou," Miss Challoner said, mas. 

with perfect gravity, without lowering " She is a good girl," sai J Miss 

her eyes or showing the faintest light Lyle, " and kind ; but I don't know 

of a blush. " I am very glad you think that it is only kindness in this case, 

so." She has to lead a dull life of it here ; 

Christmas himself was much ntore and since you did happen to come 

confused by his abrupt compliment down at this time, I shall be glad if 

than anybody else. He had not meant you can help to. make a day or two 

to give out his opinion so bluntly, but pleasant to her. My xlear, would you 

it escaped him, and he now felt posi- mind going down and telling Merlin 

tively grateful to her for the easy and about the boat? He understands you; 

kindly way in which she had received and he isn't always pleasant with 

it. Janet."' 

" I am always criticising her," Miss " I know I am sent out of the room, 

Lyle said, hastc^ning perhaps to cover as children are when something is to 

Christmas's confused retreat from the be said about them which they are not 

dialogue, " and finding fault with her to hear," Marie said with a laugh as 

— the way she wears her hair, and all she went upon her errand, 

manner of things. I want her to be " She has some sense," Miss Lyle 

perfection, if she can. So she likes a quietly remarked, when the door 

compliment now and then." closed behind her. "I hope you have 

"Now," said Marie, rising, "I have some sense too, Mr. Christmas. I am 

come to offer my services as a guide, very fond of that girl, but I told you I 

If there is anything I especially de- would rather have had you here when 

'light in, it is in acting as a guide and her time was a little more .occupied, 

showing a stranger all our beautiful You have seen her father? What do 

places. I am a capital guide here- you think of him ? " 

abouts, for I know all about every- " I couldn't well form any opfnion. 

thing." I only spoke to him for a moment. He 

"I intended to send Merlin out in seemed a little pompous, I thought." 

the boat to-day with Mr. Pembroke, "Was there no sort of insight? You 

to show him some of our pretty in- have been about the world a good 

lets," said Miss Lyle. "If you insist deal, and I thought young men knew 

on going, Marie-rwell, I don't know evei7thing now. No matter; I shall 

that I can prevent it.'* leave you to judge of him for yourself 



84 DEAR LADY DISDAIN. 

— only, Mr. Christmas, it was not by ever undertaken a ramble with a 

romance he came to own the Hall, beaiitifiil girl. To Christmas Miss 

Your fatlier and he started in life to- Clialloner was bewilderingly beauti- 

gether, and so did I. We three were ful. There was no friendly critic 

all poor to begin with. Sir John, I near to point out her defects. Any 

suppose, is rich now. You know half-dozon young ladies, or indeed 

whether your father became rich — ^I almost any half-dozen young men, 

don^t; but if he did, the money must for that matter, might doubtless have 

have forced itself on him, or he must shown how in every feature and tint 

have greatly changed." and movement she fell short of per- 

" He never cared for money," fection. Every such critic could per- 

Christmas said proudly. **I am poor: haps have named some other woman 

I am glad of it." who deserved admiration ever so 

** So am I, dear — ^very glad. Well, much more ; and who probably failed 

then, keep to your independence. Be a to get it. But as there was no such 

friend of this romantic girl if you like critic near to guide his taste, Christ- 

— flirt with her if she likes; but don^t m:is was left to the fulness of his owb 

— don^t make a fool of yourself — that^s enthusiasm, 

all. Well, Marie, is Merlin ready?" The way to where the boat was 

Marie stood in the l)alcony again, lying ready for tliem was a steep and 

bright, eager, glowing with youth and ilarrow path tlirough Miss Lyle's little 

frank kindliness and beauty." demesne. It was indeed a veiy little 

** You are gi'owing a handsome demesne for a region where lands and 

girl," said Miss Lyle. tenements were so cheap, but it allow- 

** A compliment from you is some- ed of a few minutes' delightful descent 

thing to trejisure, really," Marie said, before the boatliouse, the boat, and the 

and she kissed Miss Lyle on the fore- water could be reached. Christmas 

head and blushed at the compliment had at first felt some dread that talk- 

this time. ing to a young English lady whom he 

assumed to be of high aristocratic 

rank and ways would be very embar- 

CHAPTER V. rassing and difficult. But Voltaire's 

"JUVENTUSMUNDi." " Ingenu " himself could hardly have 

The sun shone with the tender found much difficulty in talking with 
beauty of an English June, that mild Miss Clialloner. If that young lady 
bright warmth and poetical freshness had needed anything to set her at her 
which is so rare in other climates, and ease, her companion's blunt fresh de- 
which may help to compensate the claration about her being so handsome 
Briton for his want of the Italian sun's would have supplied the want. Here 
golden glory and the melancholy love- was no young London prig drawn by 
liness of the Indian summer — that Leech, no stiff and heavy-headed wall- 
gentle carnival of the season's sweets flower of the London season, 
and tints which in the Atlantic States As they descended. Miss Challoner 
of the New World precedes the lenten stopped and looked back. Miss Lyle 
frosts of winter. A fine June day in was seated in her balcony leaning 
England ought to be consecrated to upon her hand and looking after them, 
the youth of the world. She smiled and nodded to them, and 

Christmas Pembroke felt its influ- then relapsed into her former attitude 

ence, although only in a vague and and into an expression of quiet mel- 

half unconscious way, as he accom- ancholy. 

pauied Miss Challoner to the boat. "She is a picture — always," Miss 

This was his first holiday on an Eng- Challoner said to Christmas. •* Every- 

lish hillside in Ju||)e, and it was the thing she does seems as if it were done 

first — positively the first — time he had in an attitude for a painter, and she 
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never thinks about it. She must have paces of the boat, but Merlin always 
a story in her past life. Do you know invited his passengers by the same 
it? I donH." peculiar cry which years ago had call- 
** I know nothing but that she and ed his fellows about him when the 
my fatlier were old friends. I am fishing-boat was to be launched from 
half bewildered to find myself here, the Breton shingle. As Christmas 
not knowipg why I am here, or why handed Miss Challoner in he looked 
everybody is so friendly to me. - I back and could still see tlie balcony 
wonder sometimes if I am the real and Miss Lyle leaning on its edge, 
person at all — ^the person Miss Lyle That was a happy day for Christ- 
takes me to be — or only an innocent mas — a day that passed like a dream, 
imposter." He had come out to see the water and 
"Then you really know nothing of the sceneiy, with Miss Challoner for 
Miss Lyle.^ ^^ his guide, that he might miss no sight. 
Christmas told her in a few words Old Merlin rowed silently as the mys- 
all that he knew. He might as well terious boatman made of metal in the 
do so at once, for he felt that he Arabian Nights. The sun was bright ; 
could keep nothing from her. Slie the long narrow land-locked strip of 
questioned him with an easy confi- sea was blue and glittering with the 
dence which was a hundred times light of the sky on it ; tlie woods some- 
more fatal to the life of a secret than times crept down to the edge of the 
the most ingenious inquisitiveness water. There were pretty places to 
might have been. She listened with be seen here and there, and there were 
great attention, and remained silent little stories to be told, associations to 
for a wliile. be brought up, local anecdotes to be 
"It is strange," she said, "and it mentioned. But Marie soon fancied 
seems sad. I don't well know why, tliat her comjjanion was a perfect 
but I can understand that she would Gamaliel as regarded these things, 
naturally feel a great interest in you," He hardly looked at the places she 
and she threw a quick, inquiring glance showed him, and he always, when 
at Christmas, wondering whether lie he could, conducted the conversation 
had sprung to the same conclusion as away from the scene actually around 
she had done. " I have heard," she him into some channel along which 
added, after a pause, "that she was flowed naturally the memories and 
once a great artist — a musician or associations of her own life and the 
singer— and that she withdrew from bubbles of her own fancies, 
the world very soon, and came and "You don't care about all my ex- 
settled herself here. In summer she planations and descriptions," slie said 
almost lives in that balcony. Papa at last to tlie happy Christmas, who 
knew her long ago, and he looks after reclined in the stern of the boat, trail- 
her money aftairs for her now, I be- ing one hand through the water, and 
lieve; but I don't think he would like looking at her. "I am a capital 
me to ask any questions. Besides, I guide ; I know all about this place, 
know enough. I know that she is a and you hardly listen." 
living, breathing picture, and that I "I prefer to hear you tiilk about 
am veiy fond of her, as you will be, if yourself." 

you are not already." " But you have eyes for that beau- 
Here the discourse was broken in tiful little inlet there, with the birches 
upon by a peculiar cry like part of the growing just out of the water? You 
refrain of some monotonous, uncouth do see the beauty of things like that? 
piece of ballad music. It only came If you lived here, you would have to 
from Merlin, who waited for them in study tints and leaves and water, for 
his boat, and thus signified his pres- we have nothing else to think of." 
ence. They were now within a few "I see |he beauty of it all; but I 
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care more for beauty " and Christ- 
mas confused himself a little, for he 
was actually going to say that he 
cared more for beauty like hers; but 
he checked himself in time, and said : 
**I delight in it all as a whole, but 
perhaps I am too new to the place to 
appreciate the details/^ 

** You have not cared much for na- 
ture and scenei*y, I am afraid. ^^ 

'* 1 have been too busy with other 
things — helping my father, and being 
taught by him. Everything is new to 
me here ; and all tlie novelties confuse 
me. Being absolutely my own mas- 
ter is even still the most confusing 
thing of any." 

** But you will have some career to 
follow?" 

**I suppose so. I must have when 
I find out what it ought? to be." 

"Have you no particular tastes? 
You ought to have some inclining of 
some kind already. How old ai'e 
you?" 

Miss Challoner always assumed a 
sort of superiority in tone, as if she 
were the elder person. This was 
lucky for Christmas, who was rather 
shy. 

** Nearly twenty-two." 

**So much as that! I should never 
have thought it. Why, you are quite 
a man ! " 

She turned toward him, and fixed 
her eyes upon him with a look of curi- 
ous interest as she said this ; and she 
really felt an additional interest in him 
because of her surprise. But the tame 
companions of Alexander Selkirk^s 
solitude could hardly have shown less 
fear or shyness at the sight of a man 
than did Marie Challoner as she studied 
Pembroke's face. 

"You ought tp have found your 
patli before this," she said gi-avely. 
"Tell me, now — have you no marked 
tastes of anv kind? " 

** Since I came to London I have 
been in love with— London. That is 
the most marked taste I have yet 
found in myself." 

"I don't kndw London well ; I hard- 
ly know it at all. But we are going 



to have a house there in the end of the 
year, or the beginning of next, or some 
time. You must show me London. 
Only I suppose we could hardly go 
about togetiier in this sort of way — 
say, in a iiansom cab." 

"I suppose not," said Christmas, 
witli, for the first time, a sinking 
heart, as he thought of the society in 
which she would be certain to move 
in London, which he assumed must 
be that of the very higliest aristoc- 
racy. 

" Then let us make the best of our 
time now — and we will land just here 
on this bank, and walk a little, and 
Merlin will wait for us. You must 
see some of the paths of these woods, 
for they are such favorite walks of 
mine. Are we not very fortunate in 
having this long narrow stretch of 
bay? You see it l^us all the beauty 
of a river, and yet it is the sea. Now 
I can actually see the horizon — of the 
great sea over which you have sailed 
from tlie East." 

" Not exactly the same sea." 

" Oh, I know all about geogi'aphy, 
and the map, and MagnalPs Ques- 
tions; but the sea is all one — it's just 
the same sea; it is the sea, and thafs 
all about it. Half the pleasure of my 
life is in standing among these woods, 
on what seems to be the bank of a 
narrow green river, and looking out 
there to that horizon, and knowing 
that that is the same sea that wasiies 
the shores of Italy, and Greece, and 
Egypt and Arabia, and " 

" And Japan and California," sug- 
gested CJhristmas, in order to bring 
himself somehow within her horizon. 

"Oh, no; I have never thought of 
these places — tliey have no poetry or 
romance about them. Who cares for 
Japan and California? Yes, I do 
care for them now because you were 
there; one feels an interest, of course, 
in a place when somebody you know 
has been there. But still there is not 
much of the breath of poetiy about 
them. I should never care to go to 
such places, or see them in day-dreams. 
Merlin " (and she spoke now in a pe- 
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ouliarly loud, clear tone, as the boat 
ran in to land), ** have you ever heard 
-of California-^the place called Cali- 
fornia?" 

*'Much tilings — ^yes. Have heard 
of much things — things here — many ! " 
and Merlin tapped his forehead as 
the tresisure-house of knowledge, with 
much complacency. 

"Of California?" 

•*Ah — ^yes, yes, yes, yes! Much 
^old — aha ! m uch gold . Down — ^in the 
floor. 

"In the earth?" 

"Yes, yes, yes — earth — ^floor; the 
same." 

" Would you like to go there? " 

"No, no, no! All black there — 



nigare. / know." 



Christmas was interposing an ex- 
planation as to the complexion of the 
natives of California, but Merlin only 
shook his head and repeated, " Black, 
black, all black — nigare. / know." 

"You will find," said Miss Chal- 
loner, in a loud tone, "that Merlin 
has caught up your words for all that, 
and he will soon get into talk with 
you as if by accident, and find out all 
about California, and astonish our na- 
tives here with it. He never could 
condescend to sit and be corrected in 
knowledge by you in my presence; 
but he will get it all from you after- 
wards; and then woe to the Dure- 
woods ignoramus who shall dare to 
assert in Merliit^s presence that the 
population of California are all ne- 
groes. Now will you give me your 
hand? Thank you. Merlin will wait." 

They stepped ashore, and began to 
ascend a winding path that mount- 
ed upwards through the woods, and 
Christmas entered upon his first walk 
under trees with a young woman. For 
the woods and the path, and the soft 
bright mosses beneath their feet, and 
the little streams that sometimes 
sprang from under green-covered 
stones and ran to meet them ; for the 
sunny openings here and there be- 
tween the trees, and the deep blue 
overhead, Christmas had no eyes. 
The sweet-singing English birds sang 



in vain for him. Yet no — not per- 
haps quite in vain. Perhaps some 
tone of music coming from some outer 
source, from the skies and among the 
trees, did blend itself into his con- 
sciousness Perhaps the voice of a . 
song-bird will always from that hour 
bring back to his mind delicious as- 
sociations of happy, expansive mo- 
ments, when his soul seemed to be 
filled with exquisite emotion. Not 
quite in vain, perhaps, did the startled 
squirrel bound so prettily away, and 
then peer so knowingly from his shel- 
ter in the hi^ branches. Not in vain 
was the sky so blue. All went to 
make up the hour, and the picture, 
and the dream. But Ciu'istmas did 
not then know it. He only knew that 
he was walking by the side of Marie 
Challoner, and that his heart was beat- 
ing, and he could have vaguely said 
with Browning's lover, " Who knows 
but the world may end to-day ? " 

If the talk that hour liad been left 
to Christmas, tliere probably would 
have been but little of it, but his com- 
panion, who was quite at her ease, 
talked of many things, and in particu- 
lar pressed her questions about his 
inclinations and his career with an 
interest which almost finislied by in- 
toxicating the poor youth. 

"You must not stay long here in 
this lotos-eating land," she said, " or 
you would soon become like the rest 
of us. Miss Lyle positively must send 
you away very, very soon." 

Poor Christmas! 

" I only came last night," he said in 
a remonstrating tone. 

" Oh, yes, of course. I don't mean 
that she ought to send you away this 
evening; but soon. You ought not to 
waste too much of your time among 
us. Now let us stand here in this lit- 
tle hollow for just a moment. Do we 
not seem alone in the world here — as 
if there were no people on earth but 
.only you and I?" 

Oqly you and I — alone in all the 
world! She had not the faintest 
thought of coquetry or of suggestive 
love-making when she spoke tboae 
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tempting, thrilling words. She touch- **The Golden Gate! That sounds^ 
ed Christmas on the arm lightly, to like poetry. You must tell me alt 
call his attention, and she looked all about the Golden Gate. But not now; 
around her, and then inquiringly into some other time. I could not hear of 
his face to see if he too appreciated anything which might compare too fa- 
the peculiar and lonely beauty of the vorably with that scene just now." 
scene. It was vevj lonely. There ** There are none of your beautiful 
was a sudden dip or hollow, a little English woods at San Francisco," said 
dry basin, among the woods just there, ChristmrfcS. •* Di'y sandhills are tliere." 
and one could see neither the path that "Then I am glad there is some- 
had been mounted nor any path yet to thing in which our scene surpasses 
climb — only what seemed from that your San Francisco bay you seem so 
point of view illimitable trees around fond of. I don't want you to forget 
and Uie illimitable sky ab;pye. this when you leave us, even for the 

Cluistmas could not venture to look memoi-y of San Francisco." 

into her eyes. ** I shall not forget this," said Christ- 

•* I love this sudden bit of wild lone- mas quietly, " when I leave it." 

liness," she said; **I always bring **Why should not that bay, that 

strangers to see it." lovely bay, have its Golden Gate.^" 

Cliristmas was restored to himself Marie asked. "I feel as if I were 

for the moment by these simple words; looking through a golden gate 

and he praised the spot so warmly now." 

that his companion really thought his "So do I," said Christmas; and he 

interest was in it. meant it. He was indeed having his 

"Now," she said triumphantly, as first glimpse through a golden gate 

one who has extorted praise for some through which youth- is always eager 

favorite object from unwilling lips, to pass. 

*• now for the contrjist. Just a little " I will sit on the grass for a mo- 
higher up — a little more climbing — ment," said Miss Challoner. *♦ I feel 
and you shall see." tired, and it is so delightfully warm." 

They mounted up higher and higher So she sat upon the grass, and 

among the djirkling trees. The path Christmas threw himself beside her 

was a little steep, and Miss Challoner there, and they looked out over the 

did not speak. Suddenly they emerg- sea and talked of anything that came 

ed clear from the wood upon a smooth up. Christmas began to develop to 

grass-gi'own hill. Higher still, up to her a variety of views of life which an 

the top, and then Marie turned round hour before had nef er occurred to 

and showed him the great bay with its him. He told her of his life and of 

islets and its yachts and its vast hori- the places he had seen, and she listen- 

zon, while beneath tliem, on the side ed to him and stimulated him to more 

which they had ascended, were only tjilk, and became greatly interested in 

trees to be seen. The narrow little his boyish simplicity and his mascu- 

inner bay and its village had disap- line combinations of reading and ex- 

peared. It seemed as if they stood on perience. 

a peak in the ocean. "I am so glad you came here," she 

"There," exclaimed Marie, proud- said at last, "and that I knew you. 

ly. "Turn your eyes upon that broad We are dull here now and then, arid 

sea, and think of the little nook of we are glad when an interesting new 

pathless wood we seemed to be in a comer brightens our lives. I hope we 

few minutes ago." shall be friends." 

" It is like San Francisco bay," said "Are you faithful in your friend- 
Christmas. " I almost think I can see ships? " Christmas asked, plucking the 
Saucelito or Alameda, or that I *am gi-ass up and not looking at her. 
looking out to the Golden Gate." "Oh, did any one say I was not? 
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Come now, do tell me. I do believe "None — quick! Slow — all right- 
somebody did." halt!" 

Nobody did. I only asked." The tide had fallen, and tlie boat 

I thought perhaps Miss Lyle had could not get so far up on the shore 

been warning you against me. / but that a yard or two of clayey surf 

think I am very faithful in my friend- several inches deep lay between the 

ships; but tliere are so few people diy part of tlie strand and the little 

whom any rational creature could care craft. Merlin's gesticulations and his 

to have for friends. I am Aer friend, rapid preparations showed theui that 

and that's one reason why I should he was trying to get the boat into 

like to be a friend of yours." some favorable position preliminaiy 

"Should we not wait a little?" to doing something, Christmas did not 

Christmas asked. ** You and she, I know what. 

mean, until you see whether I am "It's nothing," Miss Challoner said 

worth having as a friend." composedly. "Merlin will come out 

" She believes that you must be, be- and carry me in when he has got tlie 

eause of your father. And I " boat all right. It often happens ; but 

"Yes, and you?" I am sori^ for you. Do you mind 

"I take her opinion in everything, having your feet wet?" 

And besides " "Come with me," Christmas sud- 

" Besides; yes?" denly said, the color all rushing iato 

" Yon seem to me a friend whom I his handsome boyish face. He lifted 

oonld like. But perhaps you don't the girl off her feet, and bore her in his 

like me?" arms through the surf, stepped into 

" I like you immensely." the boat, and did not put her down un- 

"Do you? I am very glad. But til he could place her securely in the 

do you know that we ought to have stern. She looked a little surprised 

returned long before this. I see that and amused, but was not at all disconi- 

it is three o'clock, and we have a long, posed. 

long way to get back. And I forgot "Thank you," she said. " I did not 

all about poor Natty Ci'anip. He was mean to have given you the trouble ; 

to have come to see nie, and he is but you are very strong." 

probably there now; and only think Christmas had never felt such a 

of the time he will have to wait!" thrilling little moment before, and he 

Christmas had a vague idea of hav- was thankful for his strength, 
ing heard her and Miss Lyle tliat 

morning talking of Natty Cramp, and 

he felt very angry with Natty, and 

cordially wished that he were in some CHArILK VI. 

other and distant part of the world— ** O^E WRIT with me in sour misfok- 

eay at Saucelito, within sight of the tune's book." 

(xolden Gate. Poor Natly Cramp had, indeed, a 

They were very pleasant, however, good long wait of it. The worst thing 

and full of talk as they came down the about his waiting, or at least one of 

path through the woods, and Miss tlie worst things, was that he did not 

Challoner talked with such openly precisely know in what capacity he 

avowed perplexity about her embar- was waiting. His mother, who ac- 

rassraent on account of Natty Cramp, companied him, was in a manner free 

that Christmas at last grew to have qf the house, and went down among 

only a friendly feeling for poor Natty, the servants at once, and made herself 

When they reached the strand a little quite happy. But Natty was left to 

embarrassment awaited them. They wait in the libraiy, and was shown in 

found Merlin gesticulating and calling there evidently as a matter of favor to 

to them. his mother, instead of beinor a]lo^red 
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to reiiiHin, as lie liad luodesitly propos- His mother had interrupted him, 
ed to do, iu the hall. He found the coming sofUy into the room, 
long delay very ti'ying. ,He might "Were you saying poetry. Natty 
have felt happy enough if he had been dear? Tou must say one of your 
an ordinai'y visitor; but there was his poems to Miss Challoner/^ 
mother going about among the ser- "Perhaps she isn't coming," Natty 
vants, and he had already been pre- faintly said, with sinking heart, and 
sented to the servants as "My son, all the proud resolves gone at the 
Natty— don't you remember Natty?" sound of her name. 
All this was humbling. To be called "Oh, she'll come, dear; for she said 
Natty by Miss Challoner had a certain she would. She's quite too much tlie 
delight about it, even though it re- lady not to come. Something has 
minded him of the social gap between kept her unexpected; but she'll be 
them ; but to be called Natty by the here soon." 

cook had no delight in it at nil. "Mother," Nat exclaimed bitterly, 

So Natty walked up and down the " you don't understand these people ! " 
library, and now and then took up a " What people, Nat? " 
book and tried to read. He could not " People who boast of their rank- 
read. Every sound he heard seemed people like her! What do they care 
to him to announce the coming of for us?" 

Miss Ciialloner, and made him start " My dear boy, why do you talk in 
with fear and hope. There wjvs a that sort of way? Me not know my 
great deal of fear mingled with the Miss Challoner? Why, God bless you, 
hope, for poor Natty trembled at the I know iier since she was a child ! Of 
thought of being alone with her, and course she cares for us — that she does, 
not knowing what to say to her, and believe me. We're not like her in 
stumbling over his words, and seem- ' rank, Nat, but we're content — and she 
ing uncouth and clownisii. There, in don't mind, bless you." 
that library, how many imaginai'y ** Contentment," replied Nat, "is 
conversations did he not go over, in the virtue of a slave." 
each of which he said fine things, bril- "Gracious! " exclaimed his motlier. 
liant things, witty things ; in which he "Of a slave," repeated Nat; "and 

proved that he had a lofty, aspiring the days of slavery are " 

soul, and convinced Miss Challoner He stopped in his eloquence, how- 
that, despite low birth and iron for- ever, for a civil maiden appt^ared at the 
tune, he had in him the material that libraiy door, and said Miss Challoner 
makes gi-eat men. As time wore on, had come in, and please would Mrs. 
however, and ^he did not come, the Cramp and Mr. Natty walk up stairs, 
style of tlie im.iginaiy dialogue began Natty's face grew red, and his hands 
to change, and he found himself grow- became nervous ; and he followed his 
ing rattier sarcastic and proudly scorn- mother up stairs as unheroic a being, 
ful, and saying bitter things, to let the to all appearance, as ever hugged a 
disdainful lady of rank know that Na- chain. 

thaniel Cramp held himself not inferi- Miss Challoner was in ^ little room, 
or to those on whom fortune, and not her own, which looked over the gar- 
their own desert, had conferred the dens and the trees. The hall ended 
accidental boon of social position. off at either side with a rounded pro- 

" This is no country for a man to jection, which might, perhaps, be de- 
live in," Nathaniel at last exclaim0||^ scribed as a tower, and in one of these 
** I'll not be the slave of caste ! The projections Miss ChaHoner had chosen 
old world is used up. For men of her room. It looked, therefore, inside 
spirit and soul, the only home is the like a room in a castle or a turret, 
giant republic of the West. She shall with its rounded form and its windows 
hear tliis Jh, Isay!" opening every way ; and this peculiar- 
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ity enhanced immensely in Nathaniei^s sive reading furnished him with some- 
•eyes the romantic effect of his presen- thing to say about each of them. She 
tation to the young lady in her home, had, also, a book filled with photo- 
The furniture was somewhat massive graphic likenesses of living celebri- 
and heavy, and made for Sir John ties ; and this proved a good thing for 
Ohalloner after the most approved Nat. He had seen nearly all tlie em- 
mediaeval fashion. The fireplace was inent Englishmen, and she had seen 
low, broad, antique ; the curtains were none of them. He had had orders 
dark ; the glass in tlie windows was again and again for the strangers^ gal- 
of lattice panes. It seemed to Nat as leiy of the House of Commons, and he 
if he were introduced into a castle had attended all manner of public 
chamber at the bidding of the ch^te- meetings in St. Jameses Hall and Ex- 
laine. There was the chatelaine her- eter Hall ; and he had heard all the 
self. She had been reclining in a great preachers, and never, when he 
great tall-backed arm-chair, with one could help it, missed a chance of hear- 
of her feet on a footstool, and as she ing Professor Huxley, and he knew 
-entered and rose to receive him, Nat Mr. Carlyle and Mr. Browning by 
-could see the foot itself in a pretty sight. Therefore Natty started off in 
shoe, with a high heel, and a great adescriptionof each one of ttiese great 
buckle and rosette of ribbon across its persons, whom Miss Challoner only 
instep ; and tlien she stood up and knew by reading and by hearsay. He 
rested inadvertently one hand upon an told her whether each photograph was 
ebony table, whereon it looked white a good likeness or not, and if not, 
enough to have belonged to the white- wherein it differed from the original ; 
armed goddess herself of whom Nat and whether or not it accurately con- 
had rfead in Pope's translation. But at veyed the expression of the original, 
that moment Nat was not thinking of and how that expression, varied when 
anything classic. His soul was filled the original was speaking, ahd so forth, 
with the middle ages, and with castles, NathaniePs favorites were the poets, 
and with sweet peerless ladies, who the preachers, and the philosophers, 
smiled even on lowly squires from the But he was especially eloquent and in- ' 
sombre surroundings of feudalism, strnctive about the preachers and thf 
Miss Challoner stood with such uncon- philosophers. ' He had heard then, 
scious ease and digility, and smiled preach and lecture, whereas he hao,^ 
upon Nat with such kindly dark eyes, only seen and read the poets; and^ 
tliat he saw in her a very chatelaine generally contended mentally witV 
■and lady of the land, and a benignant preachei*s, and strove to be the ^ 
patroness; and wiien she held out the ful appreciative disciple of tlie ^■ 
white hand to hini, he felt as if he ophers. He had therefore / 
ought to have droppeil on one knee deal to say of both these el 
and pressed the hand to his lips. public instructors, and he gr* ^ 
Miss Challoner's friendly words, warm and animated in hip> 
however, and much more the voice of tions. .^ 
his mother, in unconstrained though Miss Challoner listened ^ ) 
vei*y respectful fluency of tjilk with a great deal of genuine 
tlie chatelaine, recalled liim to modern envied him his cliances (y 
life, and he was able to take a chair hearing such men in 1/ 
and enter into conversation, and show Cramp afterward dechi/^ 
himself, as his motlier afterward told ]my tiiere listening to 1 
fiim, quite the gentleman. Miss Clial- terested and respectful . 
loner was fond of good photographs was learning from hi t 
of foreign buildings, and from picture thing siie could never • ^ 
galleries, and had many fine speci- It was beyond men y 
mens to show him: nnd Nat's disour- inconceivable to Natlu- 
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the coarse of his descriptions his eyes poor Mrs. Cramp; **and it^s very re- 

suddenly looked into hers, and he saw spectable. And such good prospecto 

in these such kindly, genuine evidences —and a relation of my own too. Nat- 

of interest in what he was saying,.^ ty would be as good as certain of suo- 

new page of life seemed to open for ceeding to the business." 

him. How many times after did he "But, Mrs. Cramp, Natty wouldn't 

recall the memory of ^hat bright day P care for succeeding to such a businesa 

Indeed, it never left him. Surely my as that, or for succeeding in it. Na 

Lady Disdain or the Princess Badroul- man of spirit would— I wouldn't if I 

boutlour had made two youths very, were a man." 

veiy happy that day! If so, she ought ** Oh, but you, miss— of course it's 

to have all the praise, for she meant different 

nothing else. * Still, Mrs. Cramp, your son is 
But Natty's mother gave him hints quite right I like his sense and spir- 
that he must not take up Miss dial- it. Oh, no; he must not be a hair- 
loner's time any more, and Miss Clial- dresser. It would be absurd! A tall, 
loner herself thought perhaps that tlie strong young man like that! Why, he 
visit had lasted long enough. So Nat- might as well be a milliner ! I am so 
ty rose in a sort of alarm and confu- sorry I did not know of this long ago; '* 
sion, thinking he had stiyed ever so and the young lady put on as grave 
much too long, and done something and earnest a face as though she could 
dreadful. And then Miss Challoner have known of anything very long 
felt impelled to say something to reas- ago. 

sure him, and to show that she really Nathaniel hardly knew whether he 

felt an interest in him. So while tliey was any longer treading upon firm 

were standing up, she said : earth, so elated had he become. 

** I don't think I asked your mother ** I don't want to be vain. Miss Chal- 
what you ai*e doing now, Natty?, loner," he proudly said; "but I do 
What is your occupation? I hope it is think I am capable of something bet- 
something that suits you, and not too ter than that." 
Uiuch work." **Oh, yes; I know you are." 

♦* He don't like his occupation^ Miss "And pray. Miss Challoner, don't 

Vloner," Mrs. Cramp hastened to suppose it's any feeling of shame — of 

yin. ** He don't like it at all, and false shame, that is — at my lowly sta- 

\nts to give it up." tion— that impels me. I hold that in 

\iave given it up," Nathaniel whatever station of life a man may be 

a firm and almost stern tone, born, he may act a noble part in it." 

>r suited me. But it was not ** Indeed he may. Natty ; you talk 

t, mother; you meant it for very sensibly. The time has gone by, 

\ I hope, for stuff of that sort — I mean 

\^ it, Mrs. Cramp?" asked for stuff about station, and caste, and 

giner. all that." 

occupation of a hairdress- Natty's eyes lighted, and he stood 

iss." more erect than before. Why, what 

iresser?" said the young was this but an avowal from Miss 

rdresser! Oh, no, Nat- Challoner's own lips that she shared 

'« right. That cert:iin- his theories of man's natural equality? 

md of work nature in- Which, indeed, she did — as theories, 

I am quite sure." ^^ so far as she had thought about them. 

I Miss Challoner," said But now she only meant tliat the time 

land he threw a proud had gone by for stuff ^ibout a man's 

ither— "I thought you being kept down in the world, and 

prevented from seeking his proper 

Jit business," pleaded place by any supposed oppression of 
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caste, |Dd class, and bloated aristo- rizon suddenly g^ew ! In the woods 

orats. For the moment, however, all day with a young man — a stran- 

more than all tliis she was thinking of ger; a gentleman, no doubt, who 

what she could do for Natty. would dare to despise any fellow man 

** 1 don^t know much about business, who could not boast of rank, and a 

/and occupations, and careers," she stranger who had travelled all over 

«aid. ** I wish I did. But I do know the far lands which he, Nathaniel 

that the dressing of hair cannot be the Cramp, so yearned to see! For him 

natural and proper calling of a tall poor Nat had been kept waiting all 

strong young man, who has intelli- that time. Alas, what wonder! He 

^gence, and cleverness, and ambition w:is not a gentleman; he had not 

— I do know that much. I will talk travelled. 

to papa the moment he comes; he "I — I beg pardon, Miss Challoner,'* 

knows all about such things ; and he he said ; ** I haven^t tiie pleasure of 

shall find something more fitting for Uie gentleman^s acquaintance.^' 

you. Natty. He will do it, I am sure, ** No, Natty, I know that; but I am 

for me." sure lie would be glad to make your 

Mrs. Cramp was burning to explain acquaintance, and to tell you any- 

that Nathaniel, having served tlirough tiling. But perhaps you would rather 

all his long apprenticeship, had only not? " 

now his career and its profits fairly ** I think. Miss Challoner, I would 

opening upon him, and that he could rather not." 

hardly afford to begin all over again. ** You are vei-y independent. Natty, 

But she was borne down by the re- I see. Well, I like you all the better 

solve of Nathaniel, and the warm en- for it; only I thought that perhaps a 

couragement it met with from Miss young man about your own age, who 

Challoner. had seen tlie world — and he is not a 

'* Meantime, I'll speak to Miss Lyle tremendous person, a bloated aristo- 

too, I think, about this," said Marie, crat, and tliat sort of tiling, as people 

"She knows a great deal about life, call it, don't they? StItI, you don't 

and she would sympathize, I am sure, like it. Veiy well, but you don't 

j^ith your son's desire to find some mind my speaking to papa? " 

better occupation. Mr. Pembroke, • ** You are vei*y kind, I'm sure," Na- 

perhaps, too, ought to know some- thaniel began, "and I can't express 

thing of the world ; he has been a my thanks, but then " 

great ti'aveller for so young a man. " Natty 's very much obliged, Miss 

Have you heard of him, Mrs. Cramp? " Challoner," the prudent and propitia- 

" No, miss." ting mother hastened to interpose ; 

"He is in Durewoods, on a visit to " and I know he'll be only too proud 

Miss Lyle now. He is the son of a of anytliing you can say of him to 

very old friend of hers, who is dead, yonr papa. You may sa}^he's a good 

He must be about Natty'sage— a little young man, Miss Challoner, and lias 

older, perhaps — and he is about Nat- been a good son and a comfort to his 

ty's height. I like him vei-y much. I mother. Your papa will be glad to 

have been with him in the woods to- hear that of him, I know." 

day, showing him all our beautiful "Indeed he will, Mrs. Cramp, and 

spots, Mrs Cramp, and that is the rea- I could have believed it even if you 

son I was so late, and kept you wait- had not told me. Well, Natty, per- 

iagsolong." haps you will leave it in my hands? 

" Oh, please. Miss Challoner, don't I'll take good care of your spirit of in- 

name it," the polite Mrs. Cramp inter- dependence, for I like it; but you 

posed. must let me speak to papa about you. 

How Nathaniel Cramp wished she I am quite determined you must not 

had not naniod it! H^w flnrk )r« ho- ho. a hnirdresser. Please lot Uxe. l\«.v%i 
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some share in helping you to find work kindly purpose. She could not offer 

more fit for you." to speak of him to Sir John Clialloner> 

**Oh, Miss Challoner, Natty can^t and find some occupation for him. 

be too thankful ; he can^t say what he Yet, some words which she had heard 

feels." from him made it clear that he was 

"Who can, Mrs. Cramp? One not rich ; that he had his way to make ; 

should be a great poet, I suppose, and although his way would, of course. 

Natty, to say all that he felt ; perhaps be something much more lofty and 

even gi'eat poets can't always do it. brilliant than poor Natty Cramp's, she 

But you must both come and see me was not quite without a hope that she 

again before Natty returns to Lon- too might be able to influence it. 

don." That, however, must be thought of 

So Miss Challoner talked on to stop carefully, and Miss Lyle must be con- 
all expressions of gratitude, and so suited. But to Natty Cramp she 
she pleasantly bowed her visitors out, could talk out, with no concealment, 
if bowing them out be not indeed an about his prospects and what she 
unreasonably formal way of describ- hoped and resolved to do for him. 
ing her frank and friendly manner Meanwliile, the object of all this 
with Nathaniel and his mother. She kind purpose accompanied 'his moth- 
was perfectly sincere and good-na- er silently as she left the Hall. Natty 
tnred in every word she said to them, was not happy. Even if he iiad not 
and was filled with a determination to heard of the stranger with whom she 
do something which should put Natty spent the earlier part of the day, and 
in the way of making his fortune. She of his travels, he still would have felt 
was in great spirits, an4 was longing dispirited and broken down^ The vei-y 
to do good to somebody ; to help in kindness of Miss Challoner's manner, 
making soniebody happy, because she the warm frankness with which slie 
herself had been so happy that day. talked of speaking to her father on his 
There was much in Christmas Pem- belialf oppressed him. His position 
broke whicli impressed her sympa- was made so clear! How different 
tlietically, and her whole sensitive na- things seemed when they were look- 
ture vibrated to sympathies. She had ing over the photographs, and he told 
always yearned for some friend about her of this or that great pereonage 
her own age, and she had now a whom he had seen, and she listened ; 
vague, sweet hope that Christmas she really did listen. Since then the 
Pembroke might prove the long-look- disillusions had been terrible. That 
ed-for friend and brother of her re- was delicious poetry; this was dry, 
gard. For she led usually a lonely grim prose. 

life enough, this poor Lady Disdain, •* You ought to ]}e vei-y much obliged 

as some of her acquaintances called to her, Natty," his mother said, as 

her; and she wanted some one to they came out on the road ; and there 

think about, and now and then ex- was a sort of remonstrance in her 

change ideas with. Therefore she tone, as if she would imply that he 

was for the time very happy in think- had not shown himself sufficiently 

ing that she could serve Natty Cramp, obliged. 

and that she would probably like "Mother, I am obliged to her." 

Christmas Pembroke much, and could " Don't you think siie is a dear, dar- 

• concert with Miss Lyle someway of ling girl?" 

serving him too. ** We do not know her," Nathaniel 

These two young men ought to have answered coldly. "^People of our 

been very happy when so handsome station cannot know her." 

and so clever a girl had set her heart "Why, Natty, how you talk! No^ 

•on serving them. Christmas Pem- body could know her better than I 

broke, of course, did not know, of her know her — bless her! " 
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But Natty remained silent, and his would come to him, and by his pres- 
mother, wondering at his manner, ence make Nathaniel Cramp a differ- 
could only sadly conjecture that his ent being from ordinai*y men. If any- 
holiday was dull now down there, and thing out of the common would only 
that he was already longing to be back happen — anything, anytliing, so that 
in London. life should not go on as it had done 

That night Nathaniel Cramp again before the eyes of the chatelaine had 
wandered from his mother's cottage, rested kindly on him. 
and tried to divert his thoughts by He was now at the seaward end of 
smoking a cigar on the pier. The the pier, communing, poor fellow, 
night was soft and warm, with faint with his own absurd, fantastic thoughts, 
promise of a later moon, and even and becoming, in his egotistic exti*a- 
still some tinge of light low down by vagances, akin with all the heroes and 
the horizon where the sun had sunk, all the fools. He turned round, and 
Natty lounged along the pier, and lis- was walking slowly inward, when he 
tened to the wavei^, and looked up at saw a spark of light in mid-air, just 
the sky, where a star here and there before him. It was nothing super- 
was shining, and he chafed inwardly natural, however, only the light of a 
that there was not a storm — ^a wild, cigar. Presently a man came along, 
driving mass of clouds scuri'ying smoking. Natty would have avoided 
across the sky before the wind, a his fellow bei^g just then, but on a 
scared and ghost-like moon, and a long and very narrow pier, when one 
wreck. Something Ossianic would stands at the seaward extremity, it is 
have been in keeping with the temper not easy to avoid a new-comer. Nat- 
of his soul, and with what seemed to ty stood still and looked at the sea, in 
be his fate. He would have liked a the hope that the promenader would 
wi'eck, and to stand there and see a simply walk to the end, turn back, 
spar drifting on the water, with a and go away. But the promenader 
white arm clasping it, and a pale face with the cigar stopped too and looked 
pressed to its tossing side ; and then over the sea. There was a moment 
to have plunged into the waves and of silence. 

breasted and battled his way to the •* Will the fine weather hold? " the 

aid of the victim, just as her relaxed new-comer asked, speaking right out, 

hands were loosing their hold ; and to in a frank and social sort of way. 

have saved her or died with her — for, •* I should think not," Nat answer- 

of course, it would and must be she! ed, slowly and gloomily; "I should 

Or he would have liked to die anyhow, say, certainly not! A storm is com- 

Death comes in with delightful ease ing. There will be wrecks ! " 

and welcome in the dissatisfied dreams "Do you think so? I shouldn't 

of robust youth. Nat would have have thought that. Do you learn that 

liked that he had perished in some he- from the red light in the horizon ? " 

roic effort to do something in the sea, " There is," Nat solemnly said, **a 

and that his body had been wasiied lurid liffht on the horizon." 

ashore — and that she might hear of He was thinking of his horizon, 

his fate. Suddenly, however, he re- "And you think that threatens a 

membered his mother, and thought storm ? In this latitude and in such 

how sorry she would be and lonely, weather I should never have supposed 

and he made up his mind rather sadly that. But I dare say you know this 

that he must scheme out his dream- place?" 

ings so as to absent him from felicity " I know it," said Natty, " too 

awhile, and in this harsh world draw well." 

his breath in pain. Then he wished The new-comer — it was only Christ- 

that he could see a ghost; that some mas Pembroke — ^looked at him with 

dread messenger from another sphere a little surprise. 
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** It^s a beautiful place,^* Christmas 
«aid. **I don^t think X ever saw a 
more charming place. I think a man 
dlight be very happy here.** 

•* Happy? Here? Is any one happy 
anywhere? Wliat is it to be hap- 

pyP" 

•*I liave been vei-y happy here," 
Christmas said, with a pang going 
through iiim as he thought how soon 
he should have to leave tlie place; 
*' but I don*t live here. You do, I 
suppose?" 

**No; I don't live here. I don't 

live " anywhere, Nathaniel was 

going to add, but he checked himself, 
and merely added, ** I don't live here 
now." 

"Will you have a cigar?" Christ- 
mas asked, presenting his case. 

** Thanks. Much obliged. You're 
very kind, I'm sure. I've smeked my 
last," and he laid a melancholy em- 
phasis on the word last. 

"You can light it by mine. I 
haven't any matches left." 

Their heads approached each other, 
and their faces were for the moment 
illumined by a little throbbing circle 
of fire. Natty saw a young and hand- 
some face with a moustache, which 
moustaclie, he owned, with a tlu*ill of 
pain, was much better than his own. 
Tiie little aureole of fire in which both 
their faces were circled for a moment, 
like the faces of the wan pair in Love's 
aureole, whom Mr. Dante Rossetti 
tells of, fi:ished now a sort of revela- 
tion on N.'itty's soul. 

** I — I beg your pardon," he sudden- 
ly said, drawing back, and stammer- 
ing with excitement; "but did you 
say that you were a stranger here? " 

"Certainly — ^yes. So I am." 

" You came down, perhaps, yester- 
day from Ijondon? " 

"I did. To be sure, I remember 
now. Didn't I see you in the train? " 

"It doesn't matter," Nat exclaimed. 
"Enough that I saw you! Perhaps 
you are staying at Miss Lyle's? " 

"I am staying there," said the 
amazed Christmas. " Why do you 
ask? Have yoa any objection? " 



"Take back your cigar — ^I want 
none of it! Take back your cigar! " 

"My good fellow," said Christmas 
coolly, "people don't usually take 
back lighted cigars which other peo- 
ple have begun to smoke." 

"Then let it perish!" Nathaniel 
exclaimed, and he flung tlie cigar 
wildly out to sea, and stared with ex- 
cited eyes. 

"Let it perish by all means; but 
the next time anybody offers you a 
good cigar let me advise you to make 
up your mind first whether you mean 
to smoke it and be civil before yon 
take it in your hand. Now may I ask 
who you are? No, though — ^I don't 
want to know. You are the rudest 
and most uncivil person I have ever 
met. But I suppose you have been 
drinking." 

"Drinking!"" Nathaniel cried. 
"Drinking! It's false! You insult 
me! It's a lie!" 

Christmas made an angry move- 
ment, but he checked himself in a mo- 
ment, reflecting that he had to do with 
some absurd country bumpkin who 
was probably half tipsy. 

"You are a remarkably odd and 
eccentric sort of young man," Christ- 
mas said quietly; "and I should 
strongly recommend you to go home 
at once. There are no police here, I 
suppose, or you would run some risk 
of being locked up." 

Christmas turned, and was about to 
walk away, when the excited Natty 
interposed : 

" No, you don't! You don't get off 
in that sort of way, without apologiz- 
ing to me for the words you have 
used. Apologize! apologize! or you 
don't leave this spot! " 

He seized Christmas by the breast 
of the coat. The young man, not 
knowing now whether he had to do 
with a genuine maniac, flung him 
roughly off with a push — a very strong 
and sudden push, though certiiinly 
not a blow. Christmas was far strong- 
er than Natty, and Natty staggered 
back, slipped, recovered his footing, 
plunged again awkwardly, and at last, 
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lo Cliristmas^s utter consternation, 
tumbled backward off the , pier into 
the water. A wild cry came from 
Natty as ho disappeared into the dark 
and heaving sea. Christmas sprang 
to the edge. Happily the tide was 
full, and tlie fall was not much. In a 
moment Christmas saw a wild, pale, 
affrighted face, with its eyes starting, 
appear above the water some yards 
away ; and that moment he dung him- 
self into the sea. 

Christmas had learned swimming 
in seas where people grow as familiar 
with the water as with the land, and 
he saw at a glance that the owner of 
the affrighted fiice could not swim a 
stroke. He had taken in, too, at a 
glance, the whole situation. There 
must be a very strong current sea- 
ward to have carried Natty so far 
from the pier in an instant, but, on the 
other hand, there was a great iron 
ring attached to the pier, and once get 
to that all difficulty would be over. 
Let the sinking man blunder his worst, 
and clutch and cling his awkwardest, 
Christmas thought, he could manage 
that, as he dashed into the water. 

It seemed remarkably cold, for even 
night, in summer, and Christmas for a 
moment felt himself borne vehement- 
\^ outward, and could see nothing. 
One confused second, and he found 
himself entangled in Nathaniel 
Cramp's bewildering legs and arms. 

•' Don't cling about me too much," 
Christmas roared, **and I'll get you 
in! Don't drown us both! '^ 

Nathaniel had full consciousness, 
and tried hard to be heroic. Tliere 
was not indeed one atom of the cow- 
ard about him, but Alexander the 
Great, if he were in the sea and could 
not swim, would have found it hard to 
keep from clutching anybody who 
came to save him. Natty positively 
did try. He made almost superhu- 
man efforts of will that he might not 
grapple round his rescuer. That was a 
moment never to be forgotten — the 
darkness, the noise of the waves, the 
water dashing over his head, the help- 
less feet plunging wildly for a foot- 



hold, the agonizing effort not to clutch 
at the rescuer, and the seemingly end- 
less endurance of the trial. Christ- 
mas seized Natty by the neck with one 
hand, and then, with one or two des- 
perate, exhansting efforts, dashed at 
the ring, missed it, and both went 
down; came up again, still holding 
his prey, saw the ring once more ap- 
parently dancing up and down before 
him, and clutched it firmly this time. 

** All right now," he said cheerily ; 
** we're safe enough. See if vou can't 
scramble up my shoulder and get on 
the pier." He was beginning to form 
a better opinion of his companion's 
sanity from the manner in which the lat- 
ter had behaved himself in the water. 

Natty scrambled up pluckily and 
easily enough, and then, kneeling on 
the pier, held down a hand for Christ- 
mas. 

"Take my hand! do take my 
hand ! " he exclaimed. 

** If I pull you over? " 

•* Give me your hand," Nat exclaim- 
ed. 

Christmas caught his hand, and for 
a moment they very nearly did go 
over. But Nat stuck fast, and in an- 
other second thev were both on the 
pier dripping and puffing side by 
side. 

** Will you ever forgive me? " Nat 
pleaded, heedless of his river-god con- 
dition. "Can you ever forgive me? 
I beg your pardon again and again. ' 
I was a savage and a beast. I don't 
know what took hold of me." 

** I'm glad I was able to take hold 
of you," said Christmas. "Never 
mind about the rest," and he began to 
laugh. 

' " But I didn't mean what I said. I 
didn't indeed. Something put me 

out, and I thought I don't know 

what I thought. Do forgive me." 

" No matter now," said Christmas. 
" We must get away from this ; then 
we can talk." 

"But you do accept my apology? 

I am not like that I want to be 

like— like a gentleman. Will you 
shake hands? Do!" 
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"To be sare I will,^* said Christ- the place all to onrselves. SheUl be 

msBf holding oat his dripping hand, in bed, and there^s a fire." 

** Fellows who have clasped hands as ** Come along," Christmas said, 

we did jast now ought to be good right joyously ; and they ran along at 

friends. But, I say, yon know this full speed. 

place : can^t we go somewhere and The high powers had heard Natty^s 
get ourselves dried? Is there no sort prayer in part. He had been in the 
of inn or pnblic-houseP I can^t walk waves, but ke had not rescued any- 
home to Miss Lyle's in this state." body. His body had been brought 

'* Come to my mother's," said Nat ashore, but not dead ; only wet. He 

eagerly, delighted to be of any ser- had had an adventure, but it was not 

Vice. ** It's quite near, and we'll have romantic or heroic. 
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CHAPTER VII. of the fire and smoked, and were very 

THE SPARTAN BOY. cheery. 

CHRISTMAS and Nat had a brisk ** Better not talk about this thing,'" 
run to the widow Grampus* said Pembroke, ** people would only 

stamping the water out of their clotljes laugh at us." 

as they ran, and laughing a good deal. '*It ought to be told," Nat answer- 
The whole adventure gave Christmas ed conscientiously, ** how you showed 
downright pleasure, for his mind was such courage, and saved my life — ^and 

beginning to be perplexed and dis- I didn^t deserve it of you." 
turbed by doubts and pains hitherto **Of course any fellow who could 

•unknown to him, and he found it a re- swim was bound to do that; I don^t 

lieT to be torn for the moment away care to have that told; we shall only 

from himself— from brooding, into any look foolish." 

kind of action. The accident had done *' But I behaved so badly," Nat rue- 
Nat a world of good ; it had brought fully went on ; "I was so rude, all 
him to his senses — at least for the about nothing. The truth is this — and 
hour. you may laugh at me if you like — I 
A fire was still burning in Mrs. hate my occupation, and my mother 
Cramp's house. The nights usually was a servant once, and I keep think- 
turned ratlier cold in Durewoods un- ing everybody is looking down on me, 
til the summer had advanced further and I heard of you, knowing Miss 
on its way. The glow was very wel- Lyle, and— and— Miss Challoner and 
come now to our dripping youths, that— and I took it into my stupid head 
Nat brought down all the clothes he that you must look down on me too; 
had and all the towels, and the pair and so I made a fool of myself." 
scrubbed themselves dry, and then "My good friend," Christmas said 
Christmas put on some of Nat's ordi- coolly, ** I have only just come to Eng- 
nai-y clothes, while Nathaniel himself land after living nearly all my life in 
mounted, for lack of any other, the places where people know as much 
proud volunteer uniform. Then Nat about the distinctions of English soci- 
discovered a bottle of brandy, and ety as tliey do of what is going on in 
they had each a glass to keep off cold, the moon. Let me tell you that the 
and they found that Christraas's cigar- world doesn't concern itself half as 
case h^j^ kept its contents dry through much as you think about what people 
all the fight with the waves and tlie say and do in London." 
current,* and they sat one at each side •* But we are in London now — I 
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mean we are in England — ^and that 
makes all the difference, you know,^* 
Nat said with sad conriction. 

** It does make a difference,^^ Christ- 
mas owned, with a consciousness tiiat 
only that very day he had been think- 
ing of the possible barricade that 
might arise between Sir John Challo- 
ner^s daughter and himself when they 
were all in London. '*It makes a 
confounded difference, and I sometimes 
wish I were back in San Francisco or 
in Japan. ^' 

"Then you won't blame a fellow 
too much if he sometimes loses his 
temper thinking of these things,'' Nat 
said. ** Remember that I'm ever so 
much worse off than you. You are a 
gentleman, anyhow — I am not." 

"Then why don't you go where 
people tiiink less of these ridiculous 
distinctions? Why do you stay in a 
place like tiiis?" 

** Where can one go? " 

**GoP Anywhere. Go to Japan — 
go to America and get out West. 
What do they care for gentlemen out 
there?" 

•'I have thought of it," Nat said, 
rubbing up his hair with his hands. 
" I have dreamed of it many a night. 
But I have hoped for a time here when 
manhood would assert its proper 
place — I have eveii dreamed of help- 
ing in the coming of such a time ; I do 
try to help it all I can." 

** A man must have^- some fair 
amount of self-conceit, mustn't he, to 
believe that he can do much toward 
the bringing on of the good time com- 
ing? Take my advice, and don't wait 
for that; it will come without your 
help or mine if it is to come," Christ- 
mas said rather sententiously, for he 
began to think his companion's ideas 
of himself a little absurd. 

"I have great faith in the future," 
Nat declared, with a vehement effort to 
pump up again his old enthusiasm. 

**So have I — so much faith that I 
don't think it needs any guidance from 
me. Anyhow I must go now — I only 
hope I shan't find bhe house locked 
up." 



"Shall I walk with you and show 
you the way? Then if the house is 
locked up, you can come back here, 
you know." 

"Oh, no, thank you, I mustn't bring 
you out of your home so late. I know 
the way quite well." 

Nat came out with him to the door, 
and they crossed tlie threshold togeth- 
er. The moon had just begun to show 
itself above the trees amid which the 
Hall was standing. Both the young 
men looked in the same direction — 
perhaps at the moon, perhaps at the 
trees that were now so dark in their 
outlines beneath it on the hill. 

" You don't feel that sort of thing? " 
Nathaniel said suddenly. 

"What sort of thing?" 

"That discontent with life, and 
classes, and wealth, and all that? You 
don't ever sit and think of a better 
time when equality and humanity shall 
prevail?" 

" I have been too busy," Christmas 
said, " and too nmch out of the world 
— I mean out of your world here — and 
I haven't had time." . 

"How happy you must have been 
out there! You have come back to a 
country where everything is sacrificed 
to caste and the ascendancy of rank; 
where the aristocrat is everything and 
the man is nothing." 

This was a rather favorite period of 
Nat's, and he waxed sonorous in the 
delight of rolling it out to new ears. 

"Rather odd," Christmas said; 
" you are the second person with whom 
I have exchanged a word on the con- 
dition of England since I came to this 
country ; and the first man said exact- 
ly the opposite of all you are saying 
now. He insisted that England was 
given over to Radicalism and Red Re- 
publicanism, equality, socialism, the 
rights of man, and I don't well know 
what else, and that there were no such 
things as gentlemen in the country 
now." 

" But I suppose he was an aristocrat 
himself? '^ 

"He seemed to think he was or 
ought to be; I don't know." 
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"There it is, you see; he growls 
"because humanity dares to approach 
too near to the bars of his privilege ! 
If he felt the realities as we do ! If he 
knew what caste still is here!" and 
Nat gazed wildly in the direction of 
<the moon or the Hall— it might have 
been either. "But it's no matter. 
The thing must end some time. There 
is a world elsewhere." 

" You seem to me to bo cut out for 
^n orator," said Christmas smiling. 

•* I have sometimes tried to speak — 
l)ut it's no matter. No more of that. 
I detain you. Grood night." 

Christmas bade his new friend a 
liasty good night, and hurried away. 
He did not want Nat Cramp to accom- 
pany him. He wanted to walk alone 
ill the moonlight up that road under 
tlie trees, and he meant to pass Miss 
Lyle's gate, late thougli it was, and go 
on until he should reach the gate of 
the grounds amid which tlie Hall 
stood. What to do there? Nothing, 
-except to pace up and down slowly 
before the gate a few times, and look 
in and see some trees and shrubs. 
In one sense he was further from the 
Hall tliere than if he had been at Nat 
Oramp's door, for now he could not 
^ven see the roof or any part of the 
Hall. But he could see the trees 
which perhaps now she saw, and he 
was nearer to her by a few hundred 
yards than before — and what need to 
explain more fully how Christmas de- 
lighted and tease(f himself witli tlie 
absurdities which have teased and de- 
lighted all generations of men ? One 
sensation had lingered with him all 
the day, pervading and suffusing all 
his other emotions like a perfume ; the 
thought that he had carried her for a 
moment in his arms. 

He wanted to be alone, too, that he 
might think over something Nat 
Cramp had said: "You" — that is, 
Christmas — "are a gentleman, any- 
how." This was exactly what now 
tormented the mind of our ingenu. 
Am I, he asked himself, what people 
here would call a gentleman? He 
was not without a full conviction that 



in the better sense of the word nis fa- 
ther's son was a true gentleman, or 
ought to be. His father had always 
seemed to him the very type and pic- 
ture of a dignified, self-reliant gentle- 
man, with high culture and refined 
tastes ; and Miss Lyle had called him 
tlie finest gentleman she ever saw. 
Christmas knew well enough from his 
reading of English journals and books 
tliat the education his father had given 
him was much broader and better 
than that which young English gentle- 
men usually receive. Christmas knew 
several languages and their best liter- 
ature, and he had had a good scientific 
education too. He knew something 
of music; he knew a good deal about < 
trade and commerce, and had ideas on 
steam, and machinery, and naviga- 
tion. He was perhaps a little vain of 
having seen so much more of the 
round world than most young men of 
liis age. Therefore he was by no 
means wanting in modest good opin- 
ion of himself. But would all this do 
much for him in English society, if he 
had not birth and position? Would he, 
in short, be received on equal terms 
among the London people whom Sir 
John Challoner knew? He had been 
very philosophical about distinctions 
of class where Nat Cramp was con- 
cerned; but his philosophy could do 
little to fence his own breast against 
doubt and vexation. 

Of all this he had never thought in 
Japan, or even in London when he 
first came there. He had looked upoK* 
London as the playground of his firs ; 
great holiday ; and he had loved it an* i 
his free life and his ciiambers, and tbe 
goddess on his painted ceiling, ^e 
envied not a king; he was the eq»tal 
of any man. Only a few hours hiive 
passed away, and a girl has smiled a 
kindly smile upon him, and alr»Hftly 
what a craven he is becoming, AVind 
how he vexes himself about his •K>si- 
tion, and his lack of position, and ^ ii^it 
people will think of him, and at! the 
rest of it! Is this the first flo'W'U- of 
that passion of love which is, jr is 
supposed to be all-ennoblingl^ and 
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does love, in this case, begiu by threat- hiid any sort of inflammable matter in 

ening to turn a brave young man into her heart. Marie had a free, friend- 

a snob? Alas! it is to be owned that I3*, half- boyish sort of nature, which at 

the birth even of love takes place amid least for tlie present seemed to turn 

some ignoble associations, and is not witii impatience and even contempt 

an event all poetic and sublime. from sentimentalisms and love-mak- 

This sort of feeling, however, was ing. It was Miss Lyle who, observing 
only Christmiis^s nightly tormentor as tlie scornful way in which the girl 
yet. Every night it came out of its was accustomed from her very child- 
cave within his breast, like the hag liood to drop the acquaintances she 
out of the chest in the room of the had suddenly taken up if they proved 
merchant Abudah, in the ** Tales of uninteresting, and her indifference to 
the 6enii,'Mvhich' people once used to flirtations and sentiment, had called 
read, and vexed and tormented him. her Dear I^dy Disdain after Sliake- 
As yet it scarcely ventured to brave speare's Beatrice. Some time. Miss 
the light of day and the voices of Lyle thought, she will really be touch- 
bright compsmionship. For if earth ed to the heart, and then her love will 
ever held a happy youth, that foriu- perhaps be profound and passionate, 
Bate boy W!is Christmas Pembroke but the time is not yet. It was clear 
during the few enchanted days that that Cliristmas Pembroke had not 
followed his arrival in Durewoods. touched her, and Miss Lyle thought 

This was the programme of his oc- that since they had come together 

cnpations. After breakfast he walked somewhat against her inclination, the 

or drove, or went in the boat with safest course she could take was to let 

Miss Challoner. After luncheon he them meet freely as friends without 

walked or drove, or went in the boat even a hint of danger. In any case 

with Miss Challoner. Late in the the ganger would only be to poor 

evening Miss Challoner sat in the bal- Christmas's heart; and he — well, he 

cony with Miss Lyle, and he stood be- must only get over it. He is very 

hind tliem. He then accompanied young, she thought, and he will have 

Miss Challoner to her gate, and per- time and chance enough to recover 

haps even to the door of her iiouse; and to form new impressions; and 

for although sometimes her man ser- men survive deeper wounds — and wo- 

vant and maid servant together came men, too, she thought, 

to escort her, and the latter was never Meanwhile, Sir eJohn Challoner, who 

al>sent, and the roads about Dure- had always kept his daughter secluded 

woods on a summer's night were as away at Durewoods in order that she 

. safe as the corridors in Miss Challon- miglit not come upon London until he 

^er's own house, yet Christmas could had settled all tlie conditions under 

jnot think of allowing the young lady which she could best make an impres- 

to brave the dangers of the outer sion, and had the peoi>le in his mind 

^vovld without his protecting arm to whom she was to impress, heard with- 

evisure her safety. Added to all these out any alarm of her acquaintance 

Of .asions of happy meeting. Miss with young Pembroke. Marie wrote 

Ciialloner more than once came and to him a long letter every morning, 

diftod with Miss Lyle. and as every letter contjuned a great 

^liss Lyle looked on at all this with deal about Mr. Pembroke and his 

cyBt, of half-melancholy amusement, goodness, and his cleverness, and so 

blenilud with a certain distrust. But fortfi, Sir John was easy in his mind. 

she saw nothing better for her to do Had she mentioned him once and then 

than to let things take their course, not again, perhaps her father might 

Sho^ kn(»w that Marie Challoner was have been a little uneasy, but the free 

not a coquette in any sense of the and frequent descriptions of the new 

woni, and she did not believe the girl acquaintance set his mind at rest. 
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Perhaps if he could have seen his Miss Lyle was wholly mistaken 
daughter seated on the grass while when she rested lier liopes for his 
this handsome young man reclined safety upon Marie Challoner^s un- 
iiear her and looked into her eyes touched heait. He would have had a 
when they were not turned on his, hundred times more cliance of escape 
4iiid looked away when they were, lie in the beginning if the girl had been a 
might not liave been quite so tranquil, little in love with him or had been 
Perhaps if he had seen the expression flirting with him. She would have 
of deep interest with which she listen- been timid, embarrassed, reticent in 
ed while Christmas warmed into elo- the first instance, unreal in the second, 
quence about his future career and the But now she gave to him in their con- 
great things he hoped to do under the versation with entire unrestraint all 
impulse of an inspiration which he did the full ft'eshness of her intelligence, 
not venture to define — perhaps Sir her broad liberal nature, her emotion- 
John might have seen good cause to al sincerity. A girl in love cannot 
li2isten his coming to Durewoods. Yet help, consciously or otherwise, de- 
there would have been no need so far ceiving her lover. Her timidity com- 
ets any interests of his were concerned, pels her to half-concealment, or her 
Marie Challoner^s bosom rose and fell longing to please him leads her to as- 
with regular and tranquil respiration, sume what she has not. Marie Chal- 
her pulse temperately beat time and loner had no such need or w^y. 
uiade healthful music. Christmas saw her intellect and her 
But poor Christmas! Never in life nature exactly as they were. And 
was youth more profoundly and pas- even had he not loved her, he must 
sionately in love. He was so happy have admired her, and must have felt 
now and had such free access to her sure that such a woman could give him 
society that he did not yet know all the the life-companionship whicli his na- 
4lepth of his wound. He will feel it ture would have souglit. There are 
soon ; he will know that he has it in first-love natures, if one may use such 
his heart. Now his new happiness a phrase — natures that never take fire 
keeps his pulses stirring and life is all untTl the one, die Einey comes with the 
ecstasy — in the day. When he walks torch. These are rare natures any- 
out late of nights to smoke a cigar as how — and when they are found, are 
he did on the night when he literally found more often perhai)s in men than 
fell in with Nat Cramp — for Miss Lyle in women; but they do exist, and are 
allows of no cigars in her little cottage vei*y practical realities. Such a na- 
— he is stricken by a terrible forebod- ture will move on for twenty years 
ing of the blank sort of life he is to from the supposed first-love sesison, 
lead when he goes back to London, and never glow under any influence 
and has the painted goddess on the until the right one, die Eine, comes, 
ceiling — ^the ceiling he was so proud and never glow at all if she does not 
of the other day — for his only present come. But let her show herself when 
divinity! A sickening sensation passes he is at the fii*st threshold of youth, 
through him Hs he asks himself what and the inextinguishable fire lights up 
possibility is there for him but disap- that moment. There is a story of a 
poiutment. Our young hero is not beautiful alabaster lamp which would 
merely a young fool. He knew tlie allow no candle to burn within it, and 
strength of his own feelings just as he the king and the queen, and all the 
knew what weight he could lift or princesses, sages, courtiers, magi- 
what distance he could walk. He cians, priests, and what not, came to 
knew that his present emotion had ti-y what could be done, and they 
nothing to do with the light and pjiss- could do nothing; and so the beautiful 
ing sentiment which a raw young man lamp was given up as a bad job in 
mistakes for first love. lampmaking and lay neglected on the 
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table, until one day a stmnger girl, •• You will have to think in groovesr 

there for the first time, took it up and when you go to London, Marie." 

breathed lightly by chance on it; and "Then I shall exhibit my ideas per- 

suddenly its taper burned, and could forming in giooves for the outer 

never after be put out. Doubtless had world, and relieve my mind when I 

she come that way the very first day am alone with papa. I don't know 

it would have answered to her inspira- that I am delighted at the prospect of 

tion just as well. a London season, but I suppose I shall 

For the present, however, Christ- get used to it. I do know that I shall 

mas Pembroke is happy— in the day. always be glad when the time cornea 

Sometimes in their walks they— he round for returning to Durewoods — 

and she— come upon Nathaniel Cramp, and to you, Miss Lyle." 

glooming about in lonely places; and "People always say that sort of 

Marie is always friendly and sweet to thing— girls, I mean," said Miss Lyle. 

him, and Nat's fiice brightens. Nat " The day you are leaving for London,, 

and his mother have been up to the Marie, find your favorite spot in Dure- 

Hall once again to see Marie, and Ma- woods, and look long at it, and take a 

lie has taken good care to be punctual tender farewell of it. You will never 

this time, and not to keep them wait- see it again ! " 

ing for her. Also Nat has been in- "Never see it again — my Dure- 

vited by Miss Lyle to tea, and Marie is woods? Miss Lyle, do you sit there so- 

there— and Christmas, of course — and calmly and smile so blandly at me and 

Nathaniel has at first comported him- prophecy my death before I even come 

self with a proud humility rather odd of age?" 

and absurd to see, but he has thawed "No, dear; not so. What I meaa 

under friendly influences, and been is that the same girl who now looks at 

happy ; and Christmas and he went Durewoods will never look at it again, 

that night in companionship to smoke That's all. But you have to dree your 

their cigars, and Nat cannot help lik- weird, you know, like all the other 

ing Christmas and thinking him a nice, young women." 

unaffiicted fellow — and Nat is very Marie made no answer, and there- 
miserable, was silence for a moment. Then Miss^ 

One memorable morning — memora- Lyle, looking up, saw to her surprise- 

ble at least to Christmas — Miss Glial- that there were tears in Marie's dark 

loner brought a piece of news which eyes, and that she was trying to con- 

everybody ought to have expected. ceal them. This was a sensitiveness- 

" Papa is coming to-night, at last, for which Miss Lyle had not given her 

Miss Lyle, and bringing all manner credit. 

of people with him. I am so delight- "My Durewoods! " Marie murmur-^ 

ed, and disappointed. I wish he had ed in a low tone as if to herself. They 

come alone." were now in the balcony, and her eyes 

" Do you expect him to settle down seemed to absorb the scene with the 

quietly in the country with no com- eager, craving gaze of an affection 

panionship but yours, my dear?" Miss which is about to lose the loved ob* 

Lyle asked. ject. 

"I do expect it sometimes; but I At that moment Christmas Pern- 
suppose it is an idle thought. I could broke entered, and interrupted the 
always be so happy with him. We conversation. Miss Challoner and he 
have always been such friends, Miss were going out together. In that ir- 
Lyle, he and I. We can talk of eveiy- regular little colony Miss Challoner' 
thing; and he suits me so well because might be said to call for her cavalier 
he allows such splendid liberty of of mornings instead of being waited on 
opinion, and never wants people to by him ; the reason was that as Miss^ 
think in grooves." Lyle hardly ever went out it had long: 
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been Marie^s habit to call iu upon her 
any morning at any hour — and the 
Tisit of Christoias Pembroke made no 
change in their ways. 

Christmas heard the news of Sir 
John Challoner's coming, and he felt 
that his time of abiding in a terrestrial 
paradise was gone. He looked from 
the balcony over the scene, and the 
sky seemed somehow to grow dark. 

" I think we are going to have rain," 
lie said. 

** Oh, no ; the sky looks bright and 
beautiful," Marie remonstrated, still 
mentally hugging her Durewoods. 

"Does it?" He looked moodily 
down. Miss Lyle looked keenly at 
him, and believed she read him like a 
book. 

•* Who are qoming with your papa, 
Marie?" 

** Captain Cameron — you remember 
him. Miss Lyle — and Mrs. Seagraves, 
his sister, and' one or two other per- 
sons too tedious to mention." 
"Anybody in particular?" 
•* No ; I think ^lot. Some people 
whose names I don't know." 

" Names of men, dear, or names of 
women?" 

**Of both. Miss Lyle. I hardly no- 
ticed who they were. I shall have 
enough of them soon." 

" Very likely. Now don't lose this 
bright morning. I don't want Mr. 
Christmas here to miss any chance of 
stamping Durewoods on his memory." 
Thus admonished tliey went forth, 
and found the faithful Merlin waitino: 
in his boat for them. Christmas was 
moody and sententious for some time. 
•♦ Will you come to the hollow in the 
wood, where we went that first day?" 
he said abruptly. 

*• If you wish. I am always glad to 
go there." 

Merlin made for the shore, and ad- 
monished them as they were getting 
out with his favorite caution, "None 
quick," which was his way of advising 
people to go not quickly but slowly. 

"Short — none long!" he added. 
" High tide, la Umonade! " and lie ges- 
ticulated drnmaticMllv, to siirnifv that 



the water would soon be high and bil- 
lowy. 

Christmas thought of the happy 
chance which on that first day enabled 
and emboldened him to bear Miss 
Chal loner in his arms through the 
surf. This day he did not believe he 
should have the courage even if need 
were. 

They entered the wood and began 
the ascent, he rather silent, she doing 
her l)est to keep up a conversation, but 
now and then glancing in wonder at 
him. They reached the little hollow. 

" I am tired," said slie, and sat on a 
great moss-covered stone. 

" Of the walk? "he asked gloomily. 

" Of the walk up hill. Anil perhaps 
of the day altogether. You are not a 
good companion to-day, Mr. Pem- 
broke. Why is that?" 

"I am soiTy I cannot amuse you 
better," he began. 

"So am I. Why are you so 
strange?" • 

"I ought to leave this place," he 
said, not looking at her. " I am pass- 
ing my days here iu idleness. I ought 
to iiave been in London long before 
this doing sometlnng." 

"You ought not to stay too long 
here," she said ; " that is ceitain. This 
place is not for you — I mean for any 
young man of spirit and energy. But 
I suppose Miss Lyle would have been 
disappointed if you had gone any soon- 
er. And you have not been here 
much more than a week after all." 

" I shall go to-morrow — early in tlie 
morning." 

"Oh! please don't do that, or I 
shall be so disapiK)inted. You will • 
not? Miss Lyle won't let you if I ask 
her." 

" Why should you ask her? " 

" Because I want you to know papa, 
and him to know you, and you both to 
like each other. I have set my heart 
on thy-t." 

"You are very kind,'' murmured poor 
Christmas sullenly, and wondering 
how he could be sullen with such 
friendly dark eyes looking earnestly at 
him. 
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** You don^t seem glad that papa is 
coming. Wliy is tiiat? I thougbt yoa 
would have beeu glad.^^ 

'* It is because I am selfish,^^ Christ- 
mas said, witli gallant self-conquest; 
•♦because when Sir John Chal loner 
comes, and his friends, I shall not see 
so much of yoii." 

** Why not, if you wish? Papa will 
be glad to see you eyery hour of the 
day if you like. He likes evei7body 
whom I like — not a gi-eat demand up- 
on his good nature, for I donH like 
many people." 

Christmas was softening. 

««But we can^t walk together, and 
come to this place this way," he said. 
•* There will be always people. Your 
time will be always taken up. And 
then I must go to T^ondon. And then 
this is the first holiday I have ever 
bad. Miss Challoner, and it is nearly 
over." 

** Yes," she «aid gravely, " it is 
nearly over for both of us; but we 
could not be always making holiday. 
I envy you, who are going to London 
to do something. I am going to Lon- 
don soon, and Miss Lyle has lieen fill- 
ing uie this morning with the saddest 
forebodings. She speaks as if I were 
to be transformed into a different crea- 
ture tlie moment I go to London, and 
were never to care for this place any 
more." 

"I suppose it must be so," Christ- 
mas said gloomily, and in the tone of 
one on whom a long experience of 
London life had wrought a stern con- 
viction. 

** You are as melancholy a prophet 
as she ! I defy augury. No power on 
eavtii can change me to this dear 
pHce." 

** I am afraid I was not thinking of 
Durewoods." 3e spoke with his eyes 
turned away, and he kept harpooning 
at tlve mosses of the rock with Marie's 
parasol, which lie was carrying for 
her. 

"Of what, then, were you thinking? 
and what is it that mus't be? " 

**I was thinking that when you go 
to Tx)ndon your time will all be occu- 



pied; and you will have so many 
friends ; and you will foi*get me." 

•* Why should I forget you? I have 
often told you that I don't care about 
people in general ; autl 1 thought we 
had sworn an eternal friend.ship." 

** Do such friendships List? " 

**With me, I think so. I haven't 
had much experience, but I think so; 
if people trust me, and believe in me. 
Why should 1 forget you, and these 
days? I propose to myself to follow 
your career always, and to be glad 
when you do great things. We shall 
see you in London often, of course." 

Christmas looked imploringly into 
her eyes. He could not, boy that he 
was, mistake the earnest and friendly 
expression that he saw there. She 
was very kind to him. She wished 
indeed to be his friend — and he was in 
love with her ! If there luj^d been one 
gleam of alarmed emotion in her eyes, 
if one tinge of color had risen too 
quickly on her cheeks, If her eyelids 
had drooped even an insUmt as he 
looked at her, the }K)(U\lad must have 
lost himself, and must have broken 
out into a rhapsodical declaration of 
his love for her. How near she was 
to hearing the first avowal of a man's 
passionate love for her, and as wild 
a torrent of love delirium as ever in- 
sane mortal poured forth! One in- 
stant of struggle went on in the young 
man's heart, and then his chief desire 
came to be that she should not know 
it. 'Tliere, if she could only have un- 
derstood, was tlie first step in his man- 
hood's careen* — earnest, truly, of hon- 
est tilings to come. He had conquer- 
ed his emotions — at least he had stifled 
them. He crushed them down in his 
heart, trampled on them, stamped 
them into silence, and she knew noth- 
ing then. 

"I'll love her all the same," he 
seemed to protest to his own heart. 
** I'll love her as much as I like. She 
can't hinder that; and she shall never 
know.'^ 

So i\e talked of their meeting in 
London, and of things in general, and 
the place and the scenery, and what 
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not; and they turned to leave the hoi- her," Miss Lyle said. ''I want you to 

low. A little sweetbriar branch had know Sir John Challoner; he could be 

'On tangled itself in the sleeve of her veiy useful to you in I^ndon." 

dress; he removed it f6r her, and ** I don't think I cjire to know peo- 

when she was not looking lie hid it in pie who are very rich," said Christ- 

liis breast. They went down the hill mas, **and proud, and all that. I 

together, and found ^.he boat w^aiting suppose he is a proud sprt of man, and 

for them, and there was no need to lift I don^t want to be patronized. Miss 

Marie into it this time. Lyle." 

Nat Cramp was wandering moodily "Still, I should like you to kndw 

among the trees. He saw the youth Sir John Challoner. You will find 

and maiden coming down, and he fled him interesting; he is a remarkable 

from the sight into the woods. De- man. I don't say that you will like 

spite the honesty of his better nature, him In everything." 

he was inclined to gird and swear "Do you like him?" Christmas ask- 

against the haughty and happy young ed bluntly. 

5 well who might walk with Miss Chal- **My dear Mr. Christmas! an ac- 

loner. "He is a handsome fellow," qnaintanceship like that of Sir John 

Nat owned with bitterness of heart; Challoner and myself is not to be 

^nd he fiercely envied Christmas Pem- wrapped up in the word like or dis- 

broke, who began to feel as if it would like. I couldn't finish him ofi' in that 

be a relief to him to be ordered for ex- easy sort of way. You might as well 

«cutioQ. ask me if I like or dislike the ground, 

or the trees, or the lapse of years, or 

"■— "-^ the law of gravitation, or something 

of the kind. You are free to form any 

CHAPTER VIII. opinion, and to like or dislike him as 

A praESTESS OP THE FUTUKE. the impressiou comes. I have heard 

That evening Christmas, sitting of his doing many good things; I never 

with Miss Lyle in the balcony, talked heard of his doing anything bad. He 

to her of his speedy return to London, is a successful man, Chris — very suc- 

" You are right to go, my dear," cessful — they say." 

she said, " and it would be only self- " I suppose so. My father knew 

ish of me to wish you to remain here him, I think you said. Miss Lyle? " 

any longer. But we have established ** Your father, and Challoner, and I 

a friendship, Chris, and every now and started in life together; we were all 

then you will come down here and friends, and we were all poor. We 

spend a day with me. You will not separated, and went on our fooPs-er- 

feel that you are alone in the world, rands — some of us. Two of us sought 

at all events ; nor shall I. It makes success after our own heart and found 

me happy to have found the son of my it, and I hope it has done us good. It 

old friend. I owe him so much, and was a fine thing when it came, and 

I can only try to work the debt out by worth the sacrifice truly! One of us 

^oing my best to help liis son. That declined to push for any success; and 

is the steamer coming in, is it not?" if life were a faiiy story, Chris, he 

Christmas had. despite of himself, would have been sure to find it first 

been closely watching the approach and best of all; but then he didn't, 

of the steamer. But when she got to You will know all about it some time, 

the landing place on the pier she could but for the present I want you to judge 

not be seen from the balcony, and Sir John Challoner for yourself. How 

therefore Christmas could neither do you like his daughter?" 

know whom she brought nor who Truth to say, Christmas had been 

went to meet her. expecting son^e question about Miss 

" I suppose Sir John Challoner is in Challoner all the time, and had been 
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schooling himself to bear it. He look- would have given way, and he would 

ed boldly up into Miss Lyle^s fkce and have been a liui}) and nerveless crea- 

said : ture all his life tlirough. There may 

*♦ I like her very much. She is a very have been within him some instinc- 

clever girl, I think, and quite uua£fect- tive knowledge of this inspiring him. 

ed. I have known so few girls, Miss He may have tliought, " It is now or 

Lyle, that it isn^t much of a compli- never with me; yield now and yield 

ment to say I like her the best of any ever.^^ It may have been wounded 

I ever met ; but I do all the same." youthful pride, so infinitely more sen- 

•*I am glad to hear it." Miss Lyle sitive and exacting than the tempered 
had looked somewhat anxiously into pride of later years, toned down by 
his face ; ** nothing could have pleased many shocks. It may have been some 
me more. I hope you will always be melancholy conviction that his father 
friends. I believe, for all people say, had, for whatever cause, dispensed 
that there can be friendship between with the reward of love, and borne- 
man and woman; and you and she his modest life with patience and with- 
ought to be good friends." out complaint. Be the cause or 

So the subject passed away, and . causes whatsoever might be, the Her- 

Miss Lyle was evidently relieved, cules choice of Pembroke's life was 

Christmas felt, with a certain draw- made. 

back of shame and with much pain. Nothing said by anybody, even by 
that his pious fraud had succeeded. Miss Challoner herself, could alter the 
and that he had played with success reality. If she loved him, their future 
thus far the part of Spartan boy which might look difficult and cloudy enough^ 
he had imposed upon himself. When for she was rich, no doubt, and her fa- 
he left Marie Challoner that day he ther was said to be ambitious, and he, 
had rigorously made up his mind that Christmas, was comparatively poor 
come what would, he would not move and had all his way to make; hut the 
through life a disappointed lover crav- future would at least be their future, 
ing for compassion. But now he had simply to walk his 

Perhaps there are occasions when own way alone. No power on eartl) 

the Hercules choice of a man's whole could alter the plain fact that she did 

career depends not so much on what not love him. The one only thing 

he really is as on what he gives him- left for him to do was to conceal his 

self out to be, even to himself. A wound, and let none be distressed by 

modern soldier, whose name has be- it but himself. 

come almost proverbial for reckless To himself, however, Christmas 
dash in battle, has lefl it on record made full confession. He reconi- 
that he was terribly afraid in his first pensed himself for his Spartan boy en- 
ibattle, but that he pretended to be durance when other eyes were on him 
fearless, forced himself to believe ac- by ciying out, metaphorically at least, 
cordingly, and so learned to get rid to himself. Next day he weiat out 
of fear in the end. Suppose he had and mooned about the woods. He 
been perfectly sincere from the first: did the shabbiest things, we are 
might he not have remained a coward ashamed to say, and we only tell of 
to the last? The necessity of keeping them because he too had the grace to 
up the reputation which he had vol- be sometimes ashamed of them, and 
untarily assumed rescued and in time to try not to do them again. For ex- 
regenerated him. Something like a ample, he ought to have resolutely 
similar crisis had now presented itself avoided coming in the way of Marie, 
for the choice of Christmas Pembroke, and yet he hung that day about 
If he had given way, and confessed the places where he might perhaps 
himself, it is onlv too likelv that the meet her, even though he knew that 
sti-enffth and backbone of his character if he were to see her then she must 
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havesomecompanions whom he would strangers were, when one of them, a 

have hated to meet. He started when man, turned round, and there was a 

he heard a sound of footsteps, and mutual recognition, 

felt as if the most painful and humil- "Hullo!" exclaimed Captain Cam- 

iating thing that could occur to him eron, " this is a surprise ! My friend 

would be to be found by her and her Pembroke here? My gallant young 

friends lurking about her father's gate, friend and auxiliary! Why, Miss 

Then he grew angry with himself, Lyle, there is a magic about you which 

and went away; and again he told produces these things. Now this^ 

himself that he didn't want to meet gives me an opportunity I had long 

her, didn't wish to meet her just then, been looking for. Pembroke, oblige* 

and that there was not the least chance me — this way. I want to present you. 

ef his meeting her; and so he passed to my sister, Mrs. Seagraves. I say, 

by the gate again defiantly. Such Isabel!" 

odd blendings of strength and weak- Isabel turned round and showed ta 
ness had this poor young lover, such Christmas a somewhat faded and thin 
brave and resolute self-repression, but rather pretty face, with cheek- 
such sudden fits of incapacity to strug- bones a little high, probably in evi- 
gle against himself. Many of us were dence of her Scottish origin, and large 
young once, and may remember some hollow eyes. She wore her reddislL 
such unheroic moments. yellow hair in a kind of elaborate uii- 
Mean while, during his fluctuations keniptness over her forehead like a 
and wanderings, Marie Challoner did thatch. Her waist was so arranged 
pass out of her father's gate, bright, by nature or art as to seem to begin 
happy, and full of pleasant talk; and immediately beneath her arms, antl 
Christmas missed seeing her. She her dress descended long and lank 
was going with her father and two of from girdle to heel. As far as one 
his friends to pay Miss Lyle a visit, might judge, she seemed to have re- 
They stayed a long time ; so long, diiced her attire to the minimum of 
that when Christmas returned to Miss possibility in the matter of petticoats, 
Lyle's he found them there still. For- and jnight be described as sheathed 
tunately, he was told by Janet when rather than draped in the tawny-green 
he entered that such visitors were garment which covered the uninter- 
withMiss Lyle, and that she wished rupted slenderness of her long form. 
to see him, and so he was prepared Mrs. Seagi*aves usually held her head 
for the little ordeal. The room seem- on one side and spoke from under 
ed full of flickering faces as he enter- eyes half covered by their languid lids. 
ed, among which he only saw distinct- ** Isabel," said Captain Cameron, 
ly that of Marie Challoner, with her ** allow me to present to you my very 
beaming eyes of friendly welcome, dear young friend Mr. Pembroke,*of 
He had a vague consciousness of being whom I have often told you. Pem- 
called up to Miss Lyle by Miss Lyle broke, my sister is an advanced wo- 
herself, and being presented to Sir man, as she calls it, and I dare say 
John Challoner, and hearing Sir John you agree in all her views : all you 
say that they had met by chance be- young people do now, I believe." 
fore, and that he knew Christmas's fa- " I hope Mr. Pembroke is of ad- 
ther long ago. Then CIn-istmas drop- vanced views," said Mrs. Seagraves, 
ped out of that group somehow, and extending her hand with especial gi-a- 
Miss Challoner gave him her hand, ciousness. "Indeed, I know he is; I 
and said something friendly; and he can read it in his eyes. Miss Chal- 
saw that Sir John, bending over Miss loner — but please mayn't I call you 
Lyle's chair, was engaging himself Marie? Oh, do let me call you Ma- 
wholly in conversation with her, and rie; it is so sweet. I may call yoa 
he was wondering vaffuely who the Marie — may I not?" 
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While appealiug to Marie for her quite agree with it; but of course we 

consent, which had beeu asked and uiu^it have law. Not narrow law— 

readily accorded two or three times that we protest against — but free law 

already that morning, Mi*s. Seagraves — ^tlie law of freedom ! Yes, that is it, 

held Pembroke's hand in hers and the law^ of freedom. That is what we 

would not release it, and Christmas want.^' Mrs. Seagraves was quite 

began to feel awkward and to fancy happy at having found a phrase, 

tliat he must look ridiculous. Marie, ** That was what your great man 

being thus appealed to, looked round, meant, Marie — the law of freedom, 

and Christniiis could see a gleam of Don't you think so, Mr. Pembroke? ^^ 

humor in her expression. She almost ** I should say that was exactly what 

smiled at him, and he could not help he meant," said Pembroke, 

smiling in answer. Mrs. Seagraves ** Marie, you hear? Mr. Pembroke 

was too mucli occupied in her own agrees with me that that was what he 

conceits even to suspect that anybody meant — your gi'eat man.*' 

could see anything to smile at in her. ** I am sure Mr. Pembroke is an au- 

" Marie, tlien — oh, yes, Marie! You thority," Miss Clialloner said gravely, 

can see by his eyes — Mr. Pembroke's "Of course he is, dear. Anybody 

eyes — that he ii:is eiiliglitened views with sucli an expres^imi, and such 

of things. Don't you like his eyes? " clear, enlightened views, would be an 

*' Mr. Pembroke seems to have good auUiority . You see our great diffi- 

sight," said Marie. culty of the future is to reconcile free- 

" Yes, tliank you, I have pretty dom and law. But if you have the 

good sight," the inspected young man law of freedom, the problem is solved, 

acknowledged. Freedom and law — law in freedom — 

'*But your views, Mr. Pembroke? don't you see? That was what your 

You are advanced, I know. You have great man meant. You must find me 

thought of things — ^you are not like out his name." 

other young men. I do so like young *♦ I think it was Goethe," said 

men who have thought of things." Christmas, whose iiitlier had well 

"I don't know that I have thought grounded him in gi*eat authors and 

very much of anything," said Christ- sayings. 

mas ; " and what are advanced views, ** Goethe ! Of course, how very like 

Mrs. Seagraves?'* Goethe! I do so love Goethe! — at 

** Oh, you know. Not limited views; least I used to love him long ago; but 

not narrow. Bouiidless, you know — now I don't love him; oh, no! 1 don't 

free. No cramping conventionalities, like him at all! That is, I like him. 

Freedom from the world's restraints you know, of course — we all do; but 

and trammels! Of course I don't I don't believe in him quite so much, 

m^n freedom from all restraints— oh, A conservative intellect, a little nar- 

no, that would never do, and I am the row — no, not narrow— perhaps I 

last person to approve of that. But shouldn't say that; but narrow for him 

from some restraints— some restraints — narrow for what he ought to have 

— those that cramp; those that re- been. We are so very advanced now, 

press — — " 1 have quite given up German phil- 

** Didn't some gi-eat man say that osophy of that time— not given it up, 

only in law can the spirit find free- you know; I don't mean that — but I 

dom?" Marie asked She knew it don't read it quite so much. You 

was Goethe, but did not care to seem have read a great deal, Mr. Pembroke, 

too learned. I am sure." 

"Did he? Only in law — is it? — can "We had nothing to do in Japan 

the spirit find freedom? How very but to read. We had hardly any so- 

^elightful ! — I do like that. No, I ciety. But I ought to have read more 

^on't exactly like it, because I don't than I did." 
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•• Japan ! You have lived in Japan ! Let a wisp of straw be worn by the ad- 
How very deligWul! Howl should vanoed people." 
like to live in Japan. No, not to live "My brother is such a reactionary,'* 
there, of course ; but to see it, to travel Mrs. Seagraves said, smiling sweetly 
there. I don't think I should though, on Pembroke. "I despair of him. At 
they have strange ways there. Don't least I don't despair of him. Oh, no! 
the ladies thero^ haven't I read some- not quite so bad as that. I have good 
thing very strange, and some people hope sometimes for him, if he would 
would call it shocking, perhaps? How amend." 

very strange ! Perhaps you have seen ** Like auld Nickie-ben," said Came- 

them yourself? But I am sure you ron. ** I aiblins might, we dinna ken, 

have not, and then, perhaps, it's not still hae a stake." 

true?" "Oh, for shame, Robert! How can 

Christmas could not well say wheth- you speak in such a way ? Not that 

er it was true or not, as he had not the I mind, of course ; but still the allu- 

least idea what Mrs. Seagraves meant, sion to auld Nickie-ben— Miss Chal- 

•' But things are very much ad- loner might not like." 

vanced in Japan, are they not?'* she "Pooh! My Lady Disdain doesn't 

went on. "I am told that the advance- understand a word of it. What do 

ment in Japan is something marvel- people of this genemtion in England 

lous. Not what we call advancement, know about Burns? You may bet 

of course. Oh dear no! Of course your fill, as the Californians say, that 

not. But still advancement, you Miss Marie hasn't a notion of who 

know. We have been advancing Nickie-ben is." 

here, Mr. Pembroke, during your ab- "lam very fond of Burns, and I 
sence, with giant strides. Well, not know that Nickie-ben is — Pluto shall 
perhaps exactly with giant strides, we say?" Marie prom ptl}^ replied, 
because when one comes to think of "Oh, I do love Burns! and I love 
it, we really ought to have done a auld Nickie-ben," Mrs. Seagraves said, 
great deal more than we have done, " Not love auld Nickie-ben himself, 
and it makes one despondent some- you know. Of course not — what an 
times. I often think we are not ad- idea! But the thought, I mean. So 
vancing at .ill^ndeed I do. But we generous, so enlightened! Not ad- 
are, you know. Oh, yes, we are !. It vanced, of course — oh dear no! Veiy 
would be very sad if we were not much the reverse, in fact. There is 
making progress." no Nickie-ben for us, Mr. Pembroke!" 

" I am afraid Mr. Pembroke has not " I am delighted," Christmas an- 

quite formed his opinions yet," Marie swered. 

said. " Perhaps he doesn't even know "Oh, yes! I foresee tliat you and 

which is advancement and which I shall agi*ee in most of our opinions, 

isn't." She was maliciously amused. You will come and see me in London? 

"I don't believe anybody does," Robert has pledged himself for you. 
Captain Cameron interrupted. " Tell I mean to take you with me to the 
you what, Isabel, you ought to adopt church of the future." 
some plan like that they have, or " Wliy don't you call it the Paulo- 
used to have, in tlie French army with post future? " asked Captain Came- 
the raw recruits to teach them to ron. 

know right from left — twist a wisp of "Robert, how can you? Mr. Pem- 
hay round one leg and something else broke, I know, will be greatly inter- 
round the other, and call out* hay!' ested. We hope to do gi-eat things 
when they wanted the fellow to move with the church of the future; and I 
the right leg, and the name of the shall enlist Mr. Pembroke. Miss Lyle, 
other thing, whatever it was, when do you know I have already enlisted 
they wanted him to move the left, your young friend Mr. Pembroke for 

f . 
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my church of the future? Wliat a 
very delightful young luan he is, and 
such a charming talker! But one 
mustn^t say so— one niustn^t let him 
hear one say so; he might be spoilt: 
young men are so easily spoilt. No, not 
spoilt, you know. I would not say 
that: but vain, perhaps, yain you would 
say." 

** He shan^t become vain here," Miss 
Lyle said, " for I shall devote myself 
to undermining any good opinion of 
himself that you may have helped him 
to form, Mrs. Seagraves." 

" You can't say that he isn't a 
charming talker," Mrs. Seagi'aves 
said, smiling benignly, and with full 
sincerity, for she really believed that 
she had had quite a delightful conver- 
sation with Christmas, whom she had 
scarcely once allowed to open his 
lips. 

*♦ Christmas," said Miss Lyle, '* Sir 
John Challoner wishes very kindly 
that you would dine with him to-day. 
I have told him that as this is your 
very last day here I could hardly spare 
you all the evening, but I have prom- 
ised for you that you will accompany 
him and our friends, and take luncheon 
at the Hall." 

** Then this is your last day — your 
vei*y last? " Miss Challoner said. 

"My very last." 

"Just now," Sir John said, with 
gentle correction. "You will come, 
Mr. Pembroke?" 

" Oh, yes, he must come," Marie or- 
* dered. 

"I must come, indeed: I am de- 
lighted," said our young lover, really 
filled with delight, and saying to him- 
self that as he had made up his mind 
to bury his love in the most secret and 
profound depths of his heart, the more 
friendly he appeared the better. Per- 
haps in those depths of his heart there 
was a feeling of unspeakable relief 
that Captain Cameron was the only 
man present besides Sir John Chal- 
loner and himself. There would be 
no pang in seeing Captain Cameron 
paying friendly attention to Lady Dis- 
dain. 



As they were gc .-^.otmM 

was about to take hS^ place straight- 
way by Marie's side, and indeed she 
invited him with a look of friendly 
peremptoriness. But Mrs Seagraves 
said : 

"Such steep steps! Mr. Pembroke, 
do please give me your arm. I want 
to talk with you. Robert dear, do 
give Miss Challoner your arm." 

" Thank you. Captain Cameron, but 
I don't need any support," said Marie. 
" I am accustomed to these steps." 

"Of course she disdains my sup- 
port," said the brave Legitimist 
"The old stoi*y! I never could win 
the favor of my Lady Disdain ! Chal- 
loner, why don't you have this girl 
tamed?" 

" I suppose we have nil helped to 
spoil her," Sir John said sweetly. 
" With me she does as she pleases. It 
is the old stoiy with me, Cameron; 
this is the second generation of it with 
me, Mrs. Seagraves." 

" Give me your arm. Captain Cam- 
eron. I ask it now that I may show 
how good I am." Marie said, and they 
came out on the road : Mrs. Seagraves, 
Pembroke, and Sir John Challoner to- 
gether, Marie and Captain Canieron 
behind. As they sauntered along, 
Mrs. Seagraves pouring forth her 
double stream of talk, which now 
laved this side of a question, and now 
that, they came upon Nathaniel Cramp 
lounging drearily along the road. 
Christmas nodded a friendly salute. 

"Surely," Mrs. Seagi-aves said — 
"oh, surely yes! I do know this gen- 
tleman ? " 

Nat bowed with semi-martial grace, 
and raised his hat, and murmured that 
he had had the honor of being pre- 
sented to Mre. Seagraves in Avenir 
Hall, London. 

** Why, of course — how could I have 
forgotten ? — so eloquent a speaker, so 
profound a thinker! This gentleman 
—Mr- 
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" Cramp, madam," Nathaniel said, 
driven to bay, and full of deep regret 
that he could not give any name which 
had at least two syllables in it. 
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"Cramp, of course — ^Mr. Cramp. 
How could I have. forgotten? Such a 
-very remarkable name ! No, not re- 
markable though, oh no — not remark- 
able in any disagreeable sense, you 
know — quite the contraiy; but still a 
name that one ought not to forget; 
<ion't you tliink so? Mr. Pembroke, 
this gentleman is one of the most 
earnest supporters of the chm'ch of 
the future." 

"Good morning. Natty," said Ma- 
rie, now coming up, and giving her 
liand to the blushing lad. ** You nev- 
er told me anything about your clmrch 
of the future." 

•• Why — ^hullo! " exclaimed Captain 
-Cameron ; ** if this isn't my freetliink- 

ing " he was just on the verge of 

paying ** barber," when he cliecked 
himself; "friend of Wigmore street! 
I say, yonng man, haven't we met in 
Wigmore street? " 

" I have seen you there," said Nat, 
with lips compressed, and defiant: 
*• I'm not ashamed of it." 

There was an involuntary smile all 
round. Nat only meant to convey 
that much as he disliked his abandon- 
ed profession, he did not blush for it ; 
but his words sounded as though he 
meant to disclaim any inclination to 
blush for having met Captain Came- 
ron. 

"Much obliged, Tm sure," said 
Cameron, with a jolly laugh. 

"I beg your pardon," Nat said, 
eonquered by the good humor; "I 
didn't mean thaV (A slight inclin- 
ation to renewed mirth was visible. 
Marie remained now, however, per- 
fectly gi'ave). "I only meant that 
I'm not ashamed of having been there 
— but I've left it now. I don't care 
for an occupation like that." 

"You are quite right, Natty," spoke 
up Marie from the gallant Cameron's 
arm . " Papa, you kno w Natty Cram p 
— Mrs. Cramp's son. I want you so 
much to know him." 

" Hullo, my Lady Disdain ! " Cam- 
eron interjected. "I say, young fel- 
low, you look a good deal more like a 
soldier tlian like a^ like a civilian. 



I mean. You ought to come with me 
and serve the King." 

" I ■ am a republican," said Natty ; 
♦* I don't believe in kinoes." 

" How delightful ! " Mrs. Seagraves 
said ; " how very nice, not to believe 
in kings.'' 

" Pish ! " Captain Cameron object- 
ed. " What does it matter whether 
you believe in them or not, as long as 
they are there? My good fellow, 
what's the use of being a republican 
where there isn't a republic? " 

" True," said Nat. " I admit that." 
He spoke with a personal and grim 
significance. 

"Right!" exclaimed Cameron, in 
mistaken triumph over a supposed 
concession. " I thought I could bring 
you to something. I could make a 
man of you ; I know I could ! Never 
mind your father, my Lady Disdain. 
This young fellow is made for war, 
not finance, I know. He^s in my line, 
not Sir John's. Come and fiorht for a 
real king and a good cause, Claude 
Melnotte." 

This was an unconscious home- 
thriist, for poor Nat had lately been 
yearning in his secret heart for some 
such possibilities as those that dawned 
upon tlie darkness of Claude Melnotte. 
But he thought of the republic and tlie 
church of the future, and he resolved. 

" You're very kind," he stammered 
out, " and I am very much obliged ; 
but I'm a republican on principle." 

"Good morning. Natty," Marie 
said, coming to the rescue, as the pa- 
tronizing Legitimist now turned scorn- 
fully away. " We shall see you again 
— you must come up very soon." 

" That's my Radical barber, Isabel," 
Captain Cameron said, recovering his 
good humor as they moved away. 
" That's the fellow I told you of He 
seems an honest fellow, though a 
fool." 

"A barber!" said Mrs. Seagi'aves. 
" How charming — what a very de- 
lightful idea! I do so love to know a 
barber — wlien he has intellect and 
high thoughts — not a common barber, 
of course. I never knew that barbers 
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hail such advanced views. I shall al- 
ways love barbers for tlie future — not 
love them really, you know ; but feel 
tliat they are men and brothers. So 
very, very refreshing! ^^ 



CHAPTER IX. 

"HER FATHER LOVED MB— OFT IN- 
VITED 3fE." 

*• I KNEW your father so well,'' Sir 
John Challoner said, ** that I feel as 
if yon and I were old acquaintances, 
Mr. Pembroke. Miss Lyle has told 
you, of courae?" 

** She told me tliat you and my fa- 
ther began life togetiier,'' said Pem- 
broke. 

This conversation took place in the 
library of tlie Hall, to which Sir John 
at once led Pembroke, leaving Came- 
ron and somebody else, whose nanie 
Christmas did not quite catch, ** to 
amuse the ladies while we begin — or 
might we not almost say revive? — an 
acquaintance. 

•* She didn't tell you that we were 
rivals at one time, did she? No? 
Well, I think we were; and I was 
not the favorite one, Mr. Pembroke, 
as you may suppose! ..We were per- 
haps a little estranged at one time, but 
I think we remained friends always. 
I certainly never changed my opinion 
of your father. He had great talents, 
but no ambition. I had — well, not 
much talent, and great ambition. It 
was perhaps the old story — tlie old fa- 
ble ; the hare and the tortoise. Your 
father ought to have made some way 
in life. He could have if he cared 
about such things.'^ 

" He was thought very highly of in 
his own profession," said Christmas. 
** I have seen his name mentioned in 
newspapers since I came here." 

** No doubt, no doubt. I heard his 
name mentioned every now and then. 
But what I mean is that he mit^ht have 
got on here in England if he had tried." 

"But why sliould a man trouble 
himself to try for what he does not 
value? " asked Christmas. 



" A very sensible question. I have 
put it often to myself. I suppose peo- 
ple say I have succeeded in life, Mr. 
Pembroke — don't they ? " 

** Miss Lyle has told me so. I hard- 
ly know anybody else in England." 

*• Well, I have succeeded in a cer- 
tain sense. I never dreamed, when 
I was a boy, of anything like tliis," 
and Sir John threw a comprehensive 
glance around him, taking in, appar- 
ently, not merely the library and the 
Hall, but his whole worldly position 
and possessions. **I was a little dis- 
appointed in early life ; and I turned 
my attention then to making a way in 
the world. Will you be shocked if I 
say that I was mainly impelled by a 
spirit of disappointed rivali-y with 
your father? I will show him, I said, 
that I can succeed in something. 
Strange, is it not? Well, I got on. I 
went into the great field of modern 
adventure — railways and finance. I 
married, Mr. Pembroke, for money — 
strictly for money ; and I dare say I 
was happier on the whole than if I 
had married for love. My wife has 
long been dead, but her daughter has 
taken her place. I hope you like my 
daughter?" 

"Evei'ybody must," Christmas re- 
plied. 

** Glad to hear you say so — I think 
her perfection, of course. People say 
she is good-looknig, and I know that 
she is good. She is clever, too, and 
will have ambition when she goes a 
little into the world and sees what life 
is. Well, I employed my wife's mon- 
ey for our common advancement. I 
got into Parliament. I made myself 
useful, and I made myself trouble- 
some; and I am, accordingly, a bar- 
onet. I am not content ; I have two 
things yet to accomplish. I want to 
be in the House of Lords, and I want 
—•as a first step— to be of society." 

"But you are in society already, 
surely," said Christnuis, conscious in 
his heart of a vague wish that Su* 
John was not in society. 

**/w society, yes; but I said of so- 
ciety. You perceive the difference? 
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It is considerable; bat you have not 
yet been in the way of observing our 
trivial distinctions. Well, Mr. Pem- 
broke, I don't mind telling tlie son of 
an early friend that though I am in 
society I am hardly yet of it; and 
I mean to be. Many things were 
against me hitherto. I was known to 
have risen from the ranks, of course, 
and my wife was not a person of birth 
or great culture, though veiy good 
and sensible, and clever too. My 
dauo^hter has education as well as ta- 
lent, and she may perhaps — of course, 
one can't say — she may marry some- 
body in and of society. That would 
be a good thing, but of course she 
will always be free to make her own 
choice. I should not pretend to con- 
trol her in the least You see my am- 
bition, Mr. Pembroke, and perhaps 
you don't think veiymuch of it." 

'• Oh, I don't say that ; I suppose a 
man must have ambition of some 
kind — here in Eni^land at least," 
Ohidstmas answered despondingly, 
and almost regretting he had ever 
come to the land where it is not even 

I 

enough to be in society if one be not 
also of society. 

"You'll find it so, believe me. 
Even our aristocracy here have found 
it out The idle old days of being a 
gentleman and nothing else have 
gone by. A duke toils at the head of 
some government department. A 
marquis's heir works night and day — 
Whitehall in the morning, the House 
of Commons at night. Not only that, 
but the younger sons of tlie aristocracy 
are actually pushing themselves into 
business — ^into finance, and even into 
trade." 

" I am glad to hear it," said Christ- 
mas, resolving to overwhelm Natty 
Cramp with this knowledge on the 
first opportunity, but longing all the 
while to be in the drawing-room with 
the ladies. 

♦♦There's a young fellow inside, 
Ronald Vidal, the younger son of Earl 
Paladine, a very old Norman family 
— ^you will meet him in a few moments 
—who seems to me to have a positive 



genius for finance; I am bringing 
him out He is a very clever fellow ; 
at one time he thought of giving him- 
self up to art, and he showed great 
promise, but now he is taking to 
finance. He wants money, Pembroke, 
but he is of society ; I have money, 
but — well, I said that before. Yes, I 
know a younger son who is a news- 
paper correspondent and another who 
is a partner in a coffee warehouse. 
Well, that is a change since your fa- 
ther's early days and mine! That 
brings me back to your own affaits. 
We must have a long talk over them 
when I return to London ; we should 
not have leisure and quiet to-day. You 
have a profession P" 

" I suppose I might call myself a 
railway engineer, l)ut I don't much 
like the business, at least here," said 
Christmas. ** I think of going back to 
Japan, or to India." 

**Oh, no; at least we will think over 
tilings first. I can, perhaps, help- 
er at least advise you. I can tell yea 
many things — I observe life a good 
deal in intervals of occupation. I 
want you to regard me as a friend, 
Pembroke, and to consult me freely. 
No, no, don't let us talk of thanks — 
your father's son has a claim. Come, 
I wanted just these few words of talk; 
the rest will keep for London. Sliall 
we find Mrs. Seagraves and Marie?" 

This conversation did not run on as 
smoothly as it has been set down here. 
Sir John kept moving about the libra- 
ry, taking down a book hero and 
there, and inviting Christmas's atten- 
tion to this or that particular edition. 
Sometimes he picked up from a table 
or a cabinet some little object of art or 
curiosity and showed it to his visitor; 
once or twice, as if unconsciously, he 
took a letter that lay open on his desk, 
and, asking Christmas if he cared 
about celebrities, remarked that it was 
in the handwriting of some great min- 
ister or other eminent personage. This 
might be kindly good nature, wishing 
to amuse its visitor, or it might be the 
ostentation of a nouveau ridhe. Even 
a more critical observer than Christ- 
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mas might have found it not quite 
easy to decide whicii was tile impulse. 
Perhaps Sir John was inspired by nei- 
ther one feeling nor the other, but 
was only anxious to find out what were 
the tastes of his visitor, as Ulysses 
tested the inclinations of the disguised 
Achilles. 

**If y«u were sta3ring longer in 
Dure woods," Sir John said, " I would 
ask you to make this library your 
phice ot study or lounge. But you 
will come here again; you will come 
here again." 

As they left the library, and passed 
through halls and corridors, Sir John 
still kept drawing Pembroke's atten- 
tion to this or that object of interest 
or object that ought to be interesting. 
But if his design in such a course were 
to discover what Christmas's tastes 
were, he must have been disappoint- 
e<l, or must have come to the conclu- 
sion that Christmas had no tastes at 
all. For the poor youth had so much 
to do with keeping down his feelings 
on other subjects that he could not get 
up any decent seeming of interest in 
pictures, books, or curiosities. Every 
sentence of Su* John's friendly and 
confidential exposition of his own 
hopes and plans seemed to put Christ- 
mas more and more distinctlv outside 
die threshold, so to speak. Marie 
Challoner had talked so kindly and 
openly to him, that Christmas had felt 
within his own breast something of 
the gloomy grandeur of a disappointed 
lover. Sir John seemed to have, in - 
the easiest and most unconscious man- 
ner, cony eyed to our hero a convic- 
tion that even in holding such a 
thought in his secret heart he was 
guilty of a preposterous absurdity. 

Sir John often leaned in an almost 
affectionate way on Christnias's shoul- 
der. They came thus to the door of a 
drawing-room, where they heard 
sounds of music. Sir John was talk- 
ing with Christmas in the friendliest 
confidence. Suddenly, as they enter- 
ed the room, as if reminded of him- 
self, he withdrew his arm, and re- 
sumed at once his habitual manner of 



composed and somewhat cold urbani- 
ty. The change was that whicli would 
miturally be made by a man of warm 
and genial friendship who neverthe- 
less did not choose to wear his heart 
upon his sleeve. It thus impressed 
Christmas, and he felt grateful for the 
sincerity of the friendship it implied. 
He was glad of a little fnendship just 
then. 

Mr. Ronald Yidal was seated at the 
piano, on which he had been playing, 
while Mrs. Seagi-aves and Miss Chal- 
loner stood near. Captain Cameron 
was leaning with his manly back 
against the cliimney-piece, and looked 
as if he had had enough of music. The 
moment Sir John and Christmas en- 
tered the young man stopped his play- 
ing, and twirled himself quickly round 
on his piano-stool until he faced the 
company. He was a bright, hand- 
some, yellow-haired young man, with 
a soft complexion, and a face almost 
feminine in its outlines, although his 
figure looked solid and strong enough, 
and he had very white fat hands. He 
wore a long silky, light-brown mous- 
tache, and no beard. He waS" the sort 
of person whom an admiring young 
woman might take as a model for a 
troubadour in a picture. If this was 
embryo Finance, then Finance seemed 
happier than most divinities in her 
power of disguise. 

•* No more of that from yours tru- 
ly," Mr. Vidal promptly said. "I 
know how Challoner feels when peo- 
ple are playing music at him." 

♦* I don't tliink I ought to be charged 
with ever showing a want of pa- 
tience," said Sir John, smiling. 

'*No, but of course one feels that 
one isn't in tune when everybody is 
not as much of an enthusiast as Mrs. 
Seagraves, for example. I know Cam- 
eron hates music ; but then we don't 
mind him — he has to suffer." 

" I like music immensely," Camer- 
on said, *' but not that sort of effemi- 
nate music— only fit for boys and girls 
fancying themselves crossed in love. 
I like • Scots wha hae,' or the * Flow- 
ers of the Forest.' There was a pipor 
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in our regiment — long ago, in the 
good old days before Progress — if you 
only heard him — oh!" And in de- 
spair of conveying any adequate 
idea of what this musician could do. 
Captain Cameron stopped short 
Abruptly. 

*' I believe it is not usual to intro- 
duce people now," said Miss Ciiallo- 

ner; "but I doit " 

"Therefore you do it, perhaps," 
Captain Cameron interrupted. 

** Therefore I do it, if you like," 
said dear Lady Disdain, graciously. 
*• Mr. Vidal, I want to introduce Mr. 
Christmas Pembroke and you to each 
other. Mr. Pembroke has lived in 
Japan, and gi'own familiar there with 
all the hideous things tliat you have 
been trying to persuade Mrs. Sea- 
^*aves and me to admire." 

**Oh, but I do admire Japanese 
things," said Mrs. Seagi'aves. ** I 
think evei*y thing Japanese is so very 
lovely. Not everything, of course; 
because, as Marie says, some Japa- 
nese things are hideous. But we need 
not admire the hideous; we may se- 
lect and keep to the beautiful. Now, 
the colors of that fan which Mr. Vidal 
80 admires — could anything be more 
lovely?" 

** But that isn^t Japanese," Christ- 
mas said, to whom Mrs. Seagraves 
had handed the fan, ** that thing was 
never made in Japan." Perhaps he 
was not sorry to have an opportunity 
©f contradicting somebody. 

"Ohyes! surely yes! that is Japa- 
nese — ^Mr. Vidal says so." Mrs. Sea- 
graves pleaded as earnestly as if she 
were appealing to Justice against some 
darksome wrong. 

Christmas shook his head. "That 
thing was never in Japan, I can assure 
you; unless somebody took it out 
there and brought it back." 

"So much for enthusiasm," said 
Cameron. " Let me look at it. Why, 
of course it isn't Japanese— unless the 
Palais Royal is in Japan. Is this your 
©onnoisseurship. Vidal? Eh? Am I 
to judge of your music by this— your 
— what d'ye call him— Chopin? 



" Oh, Cliopin is divine— a divmity ! " 
Mrs. Seagraves exclaimed. 

"I hope he is; for some ©f yott 
would be simply Atheists without 
him," her brother remarked. 

" I do so love Atheists," said Mrs. 
Seagraves — "at least, I like them, 
they are so very interesting; but of 
course one is sorry for their opinions, 
you know— only they are so nice ! I 
know such very delightful Athe- 
ists!" 

Mr. Ronald Vidal lapsed out of the 
general conversation the moment any- 
body who professed to know anything 
intervened. He drew Marie away 
too, and began to describe the Wag- 
ner music to her. He talked with im- 
mense vivacity, and he knew a good 
deal of many things; but he never 
thought any point worth arguing, and 
he had no faculty of improving his 
own knowledge by any supplementa- 
ry information. If he did not seize 
upon the right idea at the first flash, 
he never got at it afterward. He 
liked to be an authority upon evei*y- 
thing, and to direct people how they 
were to think. He was a good-natured 
youth, with a manner which seemed 
brilliant, because he talked very quick- 
ly, and passed with a leap from sub- 
ject to subject. But he never said a 
very clever tiling, and never under- 
stood a joke. He got on particularly 
well with women, who liked his quick 
talk, and his free familiar ways in 
which there was not a hint of impu- 
dence or anything offensive. He was 
free with women, almost as if he were 
one of themselves ; and most of them 
liked his ways, and petted him. He 
could play on tlie piano wonderfully, 
sing finely, was wild about Chopin 
and Balzac, and pre-Raphaelitism ; 
and could tell ladies exactly how to 
think and talk on these subjects ; and 
how to an*ange tlieir china and their 
Salviati-glass ; and how ^ their dresses 
ought to be made; and what colors 
harmonized with what; and what 
flowers were allowable in one^s bon- 
net or one^s hair. 
Christmas observed him with » half 
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oontemptuoQs sullenness, thinking him that way we have degenerated. But I 

a fribble and a sort of epicene crea- am glad to see an earl's son in busi- 

tore, and growing every now and then ness— and he and I are in a sort of 

ashamed to find how like his own sen- partnership, did I tell you? His fa- 

timents toward the British aristocracy ther and mother asked me, Pembroke 

were becoming to those of Nat Cramp. — made it a positive favor on my 

CShristmas was wrong in his judgment, part." 

The Hon. Ronald Vidal was no frib- ** ITicU is progiess," Christmas felt 
ble. With all his superficial ways, impelled to say, but he was not quite 
that young man was really veiy clev- certain whether Sir John had been 
er, and he was profoundly. in earnest speaking seriously or satirically. He 
in eveiything he talked about. If he had been observing Marie's father as 
lectured ladies occasionally on dresses closely as his condition of feeling al- 
and bonnets, it was as the exponent of lowed, but he could not yet make up 
a deep theory in art which prescribed his mind as to whether Sir John was a 
a purpose and a color for everything, cynic or a sycophant in his dealings 
from a fresco in a church to a ribbon with the families of the peerage, 
in a girl's hair. The visit was disagreeable to Christ- 
Sir John Challoner drew Christmas mas. He had hardly any chance of 
into the recess of a window. Kpe.iking to Marie at luncheon, and 
"You will like to observe things," Mrs. Seagi'aves bored him. He got 
he said. ♦* Yon see in our friend Ro- away at last as quietly as possible^ 
nald Vidal an illustration of a new fig- saying nothing which could remind 
ure in our age. Tliere is the son of any one that that was the last day of 
an earl, brought up to do nothing, his visit to Durewoods. Marie did 
who is sometimes, I can tell you, my not even notice his going, as Mr. Ro- 
master in bold and subtle financial nald Vidal, full of spirits, was telling 
combinations, and who once, when he her something very interesting appar- 
had cleared twenty thousand pounds ently at the time. Christmas passed 
at a stroke, spent the whole of it in be- quietly out of the house and out of tlie 
coming lessee and manager of a thea- gi'ounds. He found Miss Lyle in her 
tre because he thought he had discov- balcony, leaning over and talking to 
ered a new Siddons, and had a theory Merlin. She told Merlin that Mr. 
of his own about the drama of modern Pembroke was going away to-mor- 
life. He has founded no end of ama- row, and added, " We shall be lonely 
teur musical societies, and he has sung here, Merlin, shan't we? " 
as first tenor in an Italian theatre. He **No, no, none lone; none lone!'* 
knows the ways and the people of the the old man said in earnest and al- 
House of Commons, of which he isn't most angry remonstrance. "Mado- 
a member, better than I do; and he moiselle, no!" 
knows a hundred times more about **Wliy not. Merlin?" 
the fashions in ladies*. dress than my "Mademoiselle have me!" and he 
daughter. A few centuries ago he smote a gi*eat blow on his chest to in- 
would have been a crusader and a dicate apparently that there he was 
troubadour." and there he remained, like Marshal 

"That is progi'ess indeed! " Christ- MacMahon. 

mas said, beginning to think that he "Merlin doesn't endure any rivalry, 

found a fine quality of satire and cyn- you see," Miss Lyle said, with a cer- 

icism developing within him. tain gi-atified expression. 

" From a crusader to a financier? " Meanwhile Merlin, who was, as will 
Sir John asked with his quiet smile. be understood, underneath the balco- 
"To a stage manager, I meant" ny on the gi-ass, was apparently in 
"The crusades were on a larger some embarrassment. He was look- 
scale certainly," Sir John said. ** In ing downward, as if searching for 
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something. He had a dim idea that 
what he said must have grieved 
Christmas, and he was trying to find 
something consoling and complimen- 
tary t6 say, and English words to put 
it in. Suddenly he caught the idea, 
and looked up. 

"Mlie. Marie lone. Oh, yes, yes! 
Mile Marie, she lone! Yes, yes? 
Mile. Leel none lone. No!" 

**Mlle. Marie seemed very happy 
just now," said Christmsis, in expla- 
tiation to his hostess, for Merlin had 
not waited for any answer or Com- 
ment, hut disappeared into the house. 

"I am not sori*y to hear it," said 
Dione. ** I was a little afraid — shall 
I confess it? — that you might fall in 
love with her, Chris ; but I am glad to 
see that you are heart-whole; that 
^lows some sense, and I think the 
more highly of you. It would never 
4o, Chris, believe me ; and if you are 
At all like your father, I should be sor- 
ry to see you made unhappy for the 
best woman that ever lived ! '^ 

Never hero bore up better than 
Christmas did all that evening under 
trying conditions. He was hurt to 
the quick, and he could not and would 
not complain. Why should he com- 
plain? he asked himself He was 
only an acquaintance, like another; he 
had helped Miss Challoner to pass her 
time for a few dull davs, and now 
livelier companions had come, and he 
was naturally forgotten. It served 
him right, he told himself mentally. 
Had he always remembered the sweet, 
kind woman — his fatlier's friend — 
seemingly his own only friend — when 
a pretty girl smiled on him? 

So he rallied up, and pulled himself 
together, and made himself as agreea- 
ble as he could to Miss Lyle, and was 
prepared to leave Dure woods the pext 
morning with a heart steeled firm by 
philosophy and rigid endurance. Alas 
for the philosophy and the endurance 
when, as Miss Lyle and he sat in the 
iMleony after dinner, and looked over 
the sea, a flutter and swirl of rather 
impetuous petticoats was heard in the 
room, and presently Marie Challoner 



was with them on the balcony, look- 
ing brilliant with motion and haste 
and friendly good nature. 

" Am not I a wild girl. Miss Lyle? 
I don't wonder if you scold me. I 
have left^my people, and escaped for a 
moment, all alooe, and with this shawl 
over my head. I had not a chance of 
saying one word of good-by to Mr. 
Pembroke to-day, and he vanished 
somehow, and I couldn^t let him leavo 
us in that way." 

*• You are a good creature, Marie," 
said Miss Lyle; **but isn't this rather 
an escapade? " 

**0h no! I shall be back before I 
am missed by any one. I shall fly 
back. But to part in thcU way would 
have been so unfriendly." 

Pembroke stood silent. He was 
overwhelmed with emotion. Ha 

« 

could not speak as yet, and lie knew 
that both the women looked at him. 

** Good-by, Mr. Pembroke — no, not 
good-by, but au revoir. We shall 
see you in London." 

** Don't forget me," stammered 
Cliristmas, trying to smile and look 
ple^isant. 

** Come to us, and don't allow us to 
forget you — au revoir! " 

•* I must see you safely home." 

•* Indeed you must not! Have I not 
broken bounds, evaded, escaped, to 
say a parting word, and to pledge you 
to see us in London? Would you be- 
tray me? Good-by f&v the present; 
good night. Miss Lyle: don't be too 
angry with me ! " and she kissed her, 
then wrapped her shawl again over 
her head, and there was au undulat- 
ing of skirts and a rustle of silk, and 
she was gone. 

" Those girls! " said Dione. •• But 
why do I talk of girls? No girl but 
herself would have done tficU,^^ 

The moon just then rose, and Christ- 
mas remained silent 

Next day Christmas stood in the 
stern of the Saucy Lass, and looked 
back upon the place where he had 
been so happy. He eould see the roof 
of the Hall, and the trees that shelter- 
ed it; and could trace the double row 
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of ti'ees that marked the steep road up in^ to get her oflf ; and he could see 

which he had di'iven with Marie Chal- the roof of the Hall still, and could, in 

loner that first night, amd tlie woods tlie words of a once famous adventur- 

that sloped down to the water — the er, have ** flung a biscuit ashore " — 

woods which held the broad, lonely and he could not get there. He waa 

hollow, where he and she had stood kept there, neither living nor dead, 

side by side! Only a few days ago — To think that all this time he might as 

he could hardly convince liimself that well liave been on shore ; that he 

days so few had passed — and every- might have seen her once again ; that 

tiling — the very sunliglit included — perliaps that very moment she might 

had been changed for liim. He felt be in tiiat hollow of the woods! He 

ejfialted into a kind of sublime wretcii- cliafed and fretted against the powers 

edness. He was half wild witii love above, and the mud bank, and the 

and the struggle for self-repression Saucy Lass, and destiny, 

and boyish shame. He felt as if he An hour went on, and the Saucy 

oould not leave the place. He had Lass had not gone off. Slie must wait 

half-crazy ideas of leaping ashore and now for the rise of the tide, it seemed^ 

hiding himself in the woods — in that and that would be some time yet. 

fatal hollow — ^and waiting tliere in tlie Meanwhile the weather had begun to 

hope that she would come there, per- change. Tlie sun, which had looked 

haps that very day, and seeing lier with unpitying brightness on poor 

once more. If slie had any feeling Christmiis^s pain, was now covered 

for him, she must come there — she witli clouds, and a little cliilly wind 

would come; and he should see her, blew, and presently the heaven was 

and speak with her once more— even all gray. Then came a heavy dull 

once: and what matter if he died drizzle, and the sea became of lead 

then? For his was the happy melan- under a leaden sky; and the sea birds 

elioly age of egotism wlitfn we believe flew low down to the water, and sent 

in our liearts that fate must surely be fortli dreary cries. The Hall and the 

willing to make our lives into some- woods and tlie village were seen no 

thing dramatic, and to bring down the more: went out in mist and in gloom, 

curtain for us at any moment when we Tlien it rained heavily, and every* 

give the signal. tiling seemed miserable. 

Perliaps life might even have com- Christmas felt a dismal satisfactioa 
mitted some absurdity of the kind he in the new aspect of the scene and the 
meditated but that tlie Saucy Lass condition of the weatlier. They suit- 
rang her bell, blew her steam whistle, ed with his humor. Besides, they set- 
and moved away from the pier. Siie tied the question of returning to tiie 
moved slowly seaward a few hundred sliore. He might wander in vain 
yards, and then, as if tlie Destinies througli tlie dripping woods on such a 
meant to torture poor Christmas by day as that! He must go his way — all 
keeping him still in sight of his lost he asked now was tiiat the Saucy Lass 
Elysium, she suddenly came to a stop, would go hers, and take him from that 
There she remained motionless. A place. 

bank of clay, which sometimes at low At last the movement of the steam- 
water obstructed the little estuary's er's paddles told him tliat she was 
course, had lately been increased in about to work herself free. At the 
bulk by the washings of some unusn- same moment he heard the sound of 
ally high tides, and now the tide be- oars, and saw that a boat had come up 
ing on tlie ebb, and the Saucy Lass ra- to the side of the steamer. In an in- 
ther heedlessly steered, she had run stant Nat Cramp, portmanteau, rifle- 
her bows and her keel into it, and case, and all, ready for travelling, 
stuck fast So there stood Christmas, scrambled on Ijoard, and Christmas 
while the captain and crew worestriv- and he exch:tnged a greeting. 
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" I wasn't quite certain about going 
back' to-day," said Nat; "motlier 
would have liked me to say. But 
whereas the use, and having to go at 
last? And when I found that the 
steamer hadn't got off, I took it as the 
hand of destiny, and I came." 

Christmas was a little amused at the 
thought of destiny's hand troubling 
itself to make a special sign to Mr. 
Cramp. But he had been thinking, 
vaguely perhaps, but still thinking, 
about destiny's interference in his own 
affairs, which seemed quite a natural 
and proper sort of thing for destiny to 
do. 

** Going to London ? " the one child 
of destiny asked of the other. 

•• I'm going to London — ^yes, in the 
firet place," Nat said, gloomily; **but 
I shan't be in London for long. I have 
made up my mind — I told my mother 
so ; and that's one reason why I was 
glad when the boat stuck, you know, 
and let me get away. I couldn't stand 
her sorrowful face the whole day, you 
know." 

•• No," said Christmas, *• I suppose 
not." But he was n6t thinking of the 
face of Nat's mother. 

" I can't stand this place — I mean 
England — much longer," Nat said; 
" oh — we're going at last." 

The Saucy Lass was quite free now, 
and she splashed her way toward the 
gi-ay waters of the broad bay. Christ- 
mas and Nat stood in the stream ino^ 
mist and looked back, and tried to see 
the shore and the woods. 

•• Yes, I'm going away," Nat said, 
returning with a half audible sigh to 
his own aftairs. *'I mean to leave 
this old used-up country. I'm sick of 
it! Nothing but classes and ranks, 
and aristocracy, and caste, and all 
Borts of things like that! What way 
is there for a man of any spirit here? 
None, sir — none. I hate the whole 
thing. I shall seek out a career for 
myself." 

•• Where are you going? " 

•• To the West of course — the new 
world. I'll take your advice. The 
young republic beyond the western 



waves!" And Nat flung the arm 
which did not hold tiie rifle-case proud- 
ly abroad, as if he were doing homage 
to the republic that " rears her crest 
unconquered and sublime above the 
far Atlantic." Indeed, the poetic youth 
had those very lines of Byron's in his 
mind at the time, and he would have 
burst out with them if he had not fear- 
ed that Christmas would smile. For 
poor Nat had a terrible fear of being 
laughed at by pei*sons whom he pre- 
sumed the world regarded as his so- 
cial superiors. Tlius, republican and 
democrat that he was, he p^Xd tiie trib- 
ute of his enforced homage to worldly 
position and rank twenty times a day. 
He was afraid of it even when it pre- 
sented itself to him in the modest dis- 
guise of so unpretending a person as 
Christmas Pembroke. Thus in the 
classic days people were vaguely con- 
scious of the presence of an awful dei- 
ty, and were moved to fear even 
though the god showed himself in the 
form and aspect of some ordinaiy 
mortal. 

"Going to the States? Quite right." 
said Christmas. **Of course it's the 
best thing you can do; you will be 
sure to get on there. Go out West — 
that is your place." 

** I'll make a name there," the en- 
thusiast exclaimed ; ** and people here 
shall hear of me before I come back to 
England again." 

** What would you come back for? 
What do you want here? " 

"I don't know," Nat said wildly, 
not daring to confess that he felt him- 
self in imagination dragging at each 
remove a lengthening chain, and that 
all his dreams were of bursting in 
some day upon the stage of English 
life a splendid personage with name 
and money from the republic beyond 
the Atlantic. 

"Don't think of coming back," the 
kindly Christmas went on, in the full 
belief that he was giving the best pos- 
sible advice. **Go out there deter- 
mined to stay. Send for your mother 
when you get settled, and have her 
out thene." 
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Nnt looked a little gloomy. ** Are mnsic to Mrs. Seagrtaves ; and she 

you remaining here?'* he asked, ten- played chess with Mr. Ronald Yidal* 

tatively. and he sang to her, and she sang to 

**I have to remain here for some him. She was sorry Christmas had 

time. I don^t know what I shall do gone, but glad on tiie whole that she 

with myself yet. My father wished had known him; glad, though his 

me to live in England — why, I don't coming had brought with it some lit- 

know. I sometimes wish I never had tie foreboding perhaps of perplexity 

come here," Christmas added, desper- and pain. She thought of him with 

ately. "Does it always rain like this? kindly memoi*y, and with hope to 

Is the climate always so detestable? I meet him again, and she even missed 

hate that ^ort of sky and an atmos- him, and wished that she had had him 

phere like this." for a brother, or even a cousin per- 

The Saucy Lass rounded the head- haps. And if the day had been fine, 

land and was in the broad bay, and and she could have got away, she 

Durewoods was extinguished. would in all likelihood have gone to 

Meanwhile Marie Challoner, weath- the beautiful little lovely hollow in the 

er-bound, was endeavoring to the best breast of the wood where she had beep 

of her power to amuse her father's with him. But if the day had been 

guesta. She played a game of billiards fine, she would probably have takes 

with Captain Cameron, and she show- Mrs. Seagraves and Mr. Ronald Vidai 

•d her pviuts and photographs and too. 
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CHAPTER X. driven to take up with ambition; if 

*• 18 DUREWOOD8 NOT THE SABfE? " getting on in London were not so ex- 

MOST of us believe in an ideal acting a pursuit; and if a man who 
self— something moving dim- sprang from nothing had not so much 
ly in advance of us in life and kept to contend with. The unhappy artist 
apart from us continually by practical in Miirger's ** Bohemia " cries out over 
business, or by fits and starts lost sight tlie coffin of his mistress that it is his 
of as the real man wanders away after youth they are burying; if Sir John 
temptation, but still to be seen eveiy Challoner had been doomed to stand 
now and then in glimpses. This is beside his daugiiter^s gi-ave, he would 
perhaps the genius of the Roman my- have felt a similar pang of tortured 
tliology which pertained to every indi- egotism, and bewailed his ideal self 
viduality. It is the image of what buried along with her. 
one would have been if everything Sir John was late in going to rest 
had gone exactly as it ought to have and early in rising. He accommodat- 
gone ; if we had not been so poor ed himself to at least half the prover- 
when we were young, or so rich when bial conditiohs of amassing health, 
we were young; if this person, who wealth, and knowledge. His daugh- 
has hardly any excuse, had not tempt- ter, as we know, took after him in sit- 
ed us; or that other, who has abso- ting up late, and — sometimes — in ris- 
Intely no excuse, had not thwarted us. ing early. Sir John knew that while 
The world and the flesh and the otlier he was in London Marie was in the 
influence must have taken a terrible habit of sitting up in her room read- 
hold of a man when he is not allowed ing for hours after every other crea- 
sometimes to cateh a glimpse of this turer in the house and in Durewoods 
ideal self. had gone to bed. He never advised 
The world and the flesh had not so her against such a practice or even 
blurred the eyesight of Sir John Chal- suggested to her, as elders are wont to 
loner but that he sometimes saw, or do, that late hours and lamplight were 
• fancied he saw, this ideal self. It was likely to wither the roses of her youth, 
visible dimly when he read in his li- He never crossed her in anything, and 
brary, but far more clearly and cer- hardly ever gave her any direct ad- 
lainly when he was in the company vice. He had an idea that elder peo- 
of his daughter. It pleased him to pie commonly lose their influence over 
think that in her company — that is, the young by boring them with advice 
when they two were alone — he was which young people never take except 
then and only his real self. Perhaps under coercion. Besides, he told him- 
a critic, if he could have known of self that he was by no means sufficient- 
this belief and analyzed the evidence ly certain about anytliing to nmke it 
that supported it, would have i^aid that worth his while to lose the full con- 
Sir John Challoner, in his daughter's fidence of liis daughter by preaching 
company, was only performing a part to her this line of conduct rather than 
in order to hold her esteem and affec- that. Wlien Sir John married he 
tion and be a hero in her eyes. But found that his wife Imd strong reli- 
Sir John always told himself that with gious convictions. He had none him- 
|ier he was what he would have been self; he did not care much either way, 
^n tlie world and in life if things had he said, for that sort of thing; he was 
Ipone otherwise ; if he had not been far too active and bu,sy to \\?^,m^ \x\xi^ V^ 
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think jibout sixoh subjects. So he told gaests had left him. About eleven 

his wife tiiat she was free to bring up o^clock he made his appearance and 

the children in any way and to any settled himself down, as was his wont, 

faith she liked. That was only fair, for a talk. 

he thought, as she had some decided *' Ton are never sleepy at night, 

opinions, and he had not. If her creed Marie — still the same? '^ 

proved to be right in tlie end, the ciiil- '* Never, papa. Is that a very bad 

dren would clearly have gained by it; thing?" 

and of course if he proved to be in the **I suppose so; you are like your 

right, they would be none the worse, hapless father in that way. We can't 

*• The children " tm*ned out to be only help it, dear; and we still live. Good 

Marie, and when Sir John was in people always go to bed early." 

Durewoods he went to church with ** So I have always heard. But it is 

Marie on Sundays if she wished it. so delightful to read at night." 

The result of all this was that Sir "It is — and you look wonderfully 

John always seemed a delightful com- well, Marie. How do you like Ronald 

panion and a sort of hero to his Vidal?" 

daughter, and that he had a genuine " Well, I don^t know. He is very 

influence over her, which would have new to me ; and he is odd, and he 

weighed heavily upon a man endowed seems clever. Is he old or is he 

with a profounder sense of res|X)nsi- young?" 

bility. ** Doesn't his face tell his story? " 

The night of tlie day when Christ- **He is handsome! and of course he 

mas left for London, Marie sat up looks young. But he seems to have 

reading in her tuiTet chamber, the withered up prematurely — he reminds 

room in which Nathaniel Cramp had me of the stories of changelings — 

done honor to the chatelaine. Two Welsh fairy stories, are tliey not? 

soft lamps lighted tlie room, and. And Breton, I think — old Merlin has 

though the rain was still falling heav- told me of such things." 

ily, one of the windows stood open, "Old heads are on many young 

and the sharp little wind that had shoulders in London now, Marie— 

blown all day svvitclied a long branch shoulders of girls, dear, as well as of 

every now and tlien dripping across boys. I sometimes think we of Uie 

the opening. Marie put down her elder generation are the only young 

book occasionally and looked out people; and I would insist upon it 

across the wind-shaken trees and over everywhere but that I am afraid to 

the gusty sky with its hurrying and argue myself young now would only 

ghost-like clouds. She felt very hap- prove me old." 

py in the poetic variety of the wild Marie looked with a smile of admi* 
wet night. In the country you must ration at her tall, handsome, dark- 
live on sensations or be content to veg- haired father. 

etate; and Marie could not vegetate. "Mr. Ronald Vidal must be about a 

So after a lovely summer day there century and a half older than you, 

was delicious variety in the stormy papa. We count time by heart-tlirobs, 

anachronism of wind and rain ; as you know — so Festus says — was it nofe 

company pleased her after solitude, Festus?" 

and then, when the company had gone, " Then you think palpitations of tlie 

welcome to solitude again. It amused heart have made Vidal grow prema- 

and pleased her father often, to ob- turelyold? I shouldn't have thought 

serve how many of his peculiarities that, Marie; but I am glad if you think 

she had. so." 

Marie was expecting her father to "Heart! No, I didn't mean that; 

come to her room. She knew he I applied my quotation badly. I don't 

would come when the latest of his suppose he has any heart to speak of." 
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*« Ferbaps he doesn't wear it on his 
■leeTe for young women to peck at/' 
" Daws I think it is in Shakespeare, 
papa; bat daws and young women I 
suppose are pretty much the same/' 
Sir John smiled. 

*• He's a very clever young fellow, 
Marie ; lie has plenty of brains." 

" Yes, I suppose so. But why does 
he talk of lace?" 
"Of lace, dear?" 

** He talked to me a great deal to- 
day about lace and old china."* 

"Well, old china wasn't so bad per- 
haps. This age of progress, you 
know, lias discarded Greek art for old 
china, and we have thrown over the 
Venetian school of colorists for tlie 
artists of Japan. Vidal always likes 
to be abreast of the latest intellectual 
developments. " 
"And the lace?" 

*• That was to please you, I dare say. 
He doesn't talk to me about lace. Men 
of a certain order of mind always 
mean to pay a compliment to a wo- 
man when they assume tliat she only 
cares about lace and that sort of thing. 
But if you show Vidal that that is not 
your line, he will very soon find some 
otlier subject. I'll tell him, if you 
like, that you are a veiy clever, intel- 
lectual young woman, and that you 
oare no more about lace than he does." 
"Oh, ple:ise don't do that; it would 
frighten him; he would think me a 
sort of Minerva, and I shouldn't like 
tliat. Let him think me as silly as he 
pleases. I like him very much as he 
Is; he is quite an odd and curious 
study — and when is he going away ? " 
"He never stays long anywhere. 
But you will see him very often in 
town. How do you like young Pem- 
iM-oke?" 

" Very much. There is something 
about him so fresh and unstudied. He 
leems so young; and yet not stupid 
and awkward like a boy." 

" He is the son of one of my oldest 
iiends— you know, Marie?" 

" He told me, dear ; and Miss Lyle 
too. I hope you moan to be very kind 
to htm?" 



"I think I shall take him under 
my charge altogether, if I can — if he 
will fall into my ways. He is very 

jQUQg '» Sir John hesitated. 

"But he will grow, dear — he will- 
grow. I am so glad to hear that you 
will help him on. I was going to 
make it my humble petition to you — 
on my knees, if you insisted — that you 
would do something for that good, 
clever boy. I suppose he is poor — at 
least not rich. He told me ihaty 

" Making you his confidant already, 
Marie?" 

" Oh, yes, papa. I think I asked him 
to tell me all alx)Ut himself; . and he 
told me everytliing — evei-ything. But 
your suspicion is wrong, papa, for all 
that." 

"My suspicion, Marie?" Sir John 
asked, a little uneasy that she should 
tiiink he had any suspicion. 

" Yes, dear; I saw you smile! You 
think he was trying to secure my in- 
fluence witli you — tliat was your idea? 
Confess." 

Sir John smiled again — this time a 
good deal relieved. ** 

"You were quite wrong indeed^ 
papa. He had notliing of the kind in 
his mind. On the contraiy, I think he 
is full of a sort of fierce independence 
— like some wild bird. We must be 
very cautious with him or he will fly 
away." 

"Well, Marie, we will respect his 
spirit of independence. It is not a 
fault which troubles us too often in 
modern life. I am so glad to find that 
you like this young fellow, for we 
shall see him pretty often in London ; 
and I meant to ask you, Marie, as a 
favor to myself and for the sake of 
times that you can't remember, to be 
specially friendly and attentive to tliis 
poor lad." 

" How glad I am that I know him 
and like him so much already! I 
have grown quite attached to him; 
and this is not— I see you smile again 
— this is not one of my sudden likings,^ 
and I shall not drop him in a moment.. 
I have made him a study, and I am 
f(x\v(}. I know him tboronH»\v ; and I 
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feel coQTinced that I shall always like 
him." 

**I hope 80, Marie. Why I want 
you to be especially civil to him is this 
— we shall have many men among oar 
acquaintances in London of vei7 dif- 
ferent position, and fortunes, and pros- 
pects from poor Pembroke ; and men 
of course of far greater talent — men 
•f name, and mark, and all that; and 
I should be sorry if he thought tliat we 
looked down upon him, whatever they 
— I mean whatever others — might do." 

'*No one ever shall tliink that of 
me," Liady Disdain said* with generous 
warmth. 

" Nor of me, dear.**. 

** Oh, they couldn't think it of you. 
Tou are always doing generous things. 
Nobody thinks you could be impelled 
by any mean feeling. But women are 
so ungenerous sometimes — I don^t 
mean to be so, and people shall know 
it." 

Sir John then turned the conversa- 
tion away to other things. Marie did 
not forget to ask for his influence in 
some way or other on behalf of Nat 
Cramp; and Sir John, premising that 
from what he had observed he fully 
believed Nathaniel to be an inflated 
young idiot, promised nevertheless. 
It was Miss Marie^s sincere opinion 
that her father could make the fortune 
•of any one whom he pleased to patron- 
ize. Then they talked of books and 
new poets. Sir John always took 
care to keep up with the new things, 
and to profess to admire them, wheth- 
er he did or not, if his daughter did, 
lest he should seem in her eyes un- 
companionable or elderly; and he al- 
ways took care to avoid professing un- 
due admiration for things which ** were 
so in his time." At last he rose to go 
away. His daughter stood up, threw 
one arm around his neck, and kissed 
him. He held her apart for a mo- 
ment, and looked with admiration and 
a sort of wonder, real or assumed, at 
her tall and finely developed figure. 

"Why, Marie," he said, "you are a 
woman at last — a gi'own and even a 
tall woman! You were a little girl 



the other day, and now you are fit to 
be married! When we go to Loudoa 
in tlie winter you will have suitors 
enough, I dare say. But we mustnH 
take up with the first comer, Marie^ 
you and I. You are far too clever and 
too handsome a woman not to have 
ambition." 

** Is ambition so fine a thing? " Ma- 
rie asked thoughtfully, and without 
noticing her father ^s praises. 

"Is anything fine?" Sir John said, 
with a slightly cynical movement of 
his shoulders. " I don't know, Marie, 
if anything in life really deserves to be 
called fine. But ambition 8U]*vive8 
most things in certain natures ; in peo- 
ple, perhaps, like you and me. And 
when one has great influence one can 
do>great good." 

" That is true," the girl said slowly; 
" that is quite true." 

" People rail at ambition, my dear, 
who have not the capacity for success. 
If I had not been ambitious, Marie, 
how could I ever have been in a posi- 
tion to do any good, or lend a helping 
hand to mortal? I have done some 
good in my time, and shall again, and 
so will you. You will have influence 
and power some day. I see it! And 
you will use it well! Yes, love, you 
are quite a woman ! At last — so soon ! 
Good night, Marie." 

He kissed her affectionately and 
left the room. 

Marie stood for a short while where 
he had left her, and alone though she 
was, her face seemed to glow! The 
long, sweet, blank days of girlhood 
were over then, and she was a wo- 
man! And there was a great world 
in which she was promised a career, 
and influence, and rank, and power of 
doing good. She might be of herself 
a benefactress and an influence, and be 
looked up to, and feel that she was 
something in existence. She had not 
thought of such things for women. A 
man may know or dream that he is on 
the threshold of a career ; but the life 
of a girl is so different. And yet now 
here are promptings and counliels 
which tell her tliat she too may have 
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Atubition aUd success. Her heart pal- father, and she was full of romantic 

pitated. ideas, and Sh* John always suspected 

She turned to the window and look- that she owed him a spite because of 

ed upon the tossing trees and the wild the efforts he had made long ago, 

waste sky. when he cared about such things, to 

♦« I wish the night were fine," she keep lier and her lover asunder. He 

said half aloud. "Is Miss Lyle right did not know that Dione, or anybody^ 

— ^already? Is Dure woods not the had ever found out what stratagems 

sameP" he had employed for the purpose; but 

Thai night Marie dreamed of being he assumed that she had, and that 

a great princess, and of becoming a even when she was most civil to him 

splendid patroness of Christmas Fern- she cherished a spite against him. For 

broke and of Natty Cramp. himself, of course, he had long ceased 

Sir John went down to his libl try to have any ill feeling to anybody on 
meanwhile, and began to turn over a the subject. He was now exceeding- 
number of business letters, proposals, ly glad that Dione Lyle had not mar- 
aud sketched-out projects, which he ried him, and he was rather sorry the 
had put aside in the day for more de- elder Fembroke had not married her 
liberate consideration. But he seem- if he really cared about her so much 
ed to have less than usual the power as all that. But women. Sir John al- 
of turning his mind full on to these ways understood, never forget any 
drier matters of business. He had a sentimental injui*y. He iiad for a long 
plan more intimately concerning him- time been doubtful whetlier slie really 
self in his thoughts, wliich he meant suspected the injury, but now that she 
to work out if he could. So after a had so suddenly brought this lad from 
while he put his papers away, and Japan plump on the scene. Sir John 
nursed his knee, and thought over was convinced that she knew it all, 
things. The more he thought the and that this was her revenge. So 
more he f^t satisfied that he had hit like a woman — so remarkably like a 
upon the right policy to bring about woman! Romantic and malign at 
the results at which he was aiming, once — exactly a woman's scheme ! Sir 
The appearance of Christmas Fem- John thought it thoroughly out, con- 
broke upon his scene had been to him structed for himself the whole laby- 
a very unwelcome and ominous appa- rinth of a woman's mind, and then ex- 
rition. The young man was hand- plored it from end to end. He smiled 
some, attractive, fresh, and winning in to think how completely and easily he 
his ways, and he presented himself had discovered the plot. He settled 
under romantic circumstances as the it for himself that Dione Lyle was re- 
son of an old, long-lost friend and ri- solved to punish him, to mar his am- 
val, and he came under the pictur- bitious schemes, and to reward the son 
esque patronage of Dione Lyle. Here of her old lover by marrying Marie 
was something quite different from an Challoner to Christmas Fembroke. 
ordinary young fellow turning up in Considering the peculiar life his 
the beaten way of London society; daughter had led, her loneliness, her 
and Challoner knew that his daughter blended cleverness and innocence, he 
was impulsive and romantic, and he owned to himself that the thing >vas 
had little doubt that she could, under shrewdly thought of, and that under 
certain conditions, be self-willed. favorable circumstances, and with 

Besides, he had a strong conviction guardian-eyes less watchful than his 

that Miss Lyle had brought forward own, it positively might have succeed- 

this youth with a set purpose. He felt ed. 

sure that Dione had brouglit his The one part of the sdieme which 

daughter and Fembroke purposely to- he thought clumsily worked out, was 

gether. Dione had loved the lad's the stoi*y about Dione Lyle having 
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only learned of Cliristmas Pembroke's 
existence by a chance paragraph in the 
newspaper. That he thought was 
poor — it was too obviously absurd. It 
was thoroughly feminine. It amused 
him to think of his old love fancying 
she could get him to believe that. He 
had no doubt young Pembroke be- 
lieved it; for the boy was evidently 
quite ingenuous and simple, and it was 
the sort of romantic thing which a boy 
would like to believe. But Sir John 
Ohalloner had lived rather too long in 
the world to be thus deceived, and he 
felt sure that Dione had watched for 
years over the career of her old lover's 
son, and probably had been the means 
of inducing the elder Pembroke to 
start with the boy for Europe. Sir 
John was a clever man, but in study- 
ing human nature his light was not 
sufficiently dry, to adopt Bacon^s 
phrase. He came to every subject 
with a previous theory, to which all 
inquiries and discoveries had to fit 
themselves. That theory was that 
everybody had a motive. For the not 
inconsiderable number of persons who, 
even where their own interests are 
concerned, are incapable of devising a 
secret motive, or keeping it in force 
half an hour, who never think of de- 
ciding anything until the decision has 
to be made, and who then do just what 
they think right and fair — for this hap- 
pily not inconsiderable class he made 
no allowance. 

Seeing the plot, then, how was he to 
countermine it? Not certainly by the 
silly and vulgar old device of endeavor- 
ing to keep his daughter and Pem- 
broke asunder. He was not enough 
of an old stager to have any faith in 
that sort of thing now. That is the 
way, he well knew, in which blunder- 
headed parents have over and over 
again driven girls into objectionable 
love afifairs and odious marriao:es. Sir 
John made up his mind at once to bind 
Christmas Pembroke to him by the 
strongest ties of gratitude and interest, 
and thus to become the boy's master ; 
to press the lad on Marie as an object 
of friendly and patronizing attention. 



and at the same time to keep gently 
touching, thrilling, causing to echo 
with long vibrations, the chord of am- 
bition and of self-love, whidi he be- 
lieved to be in his daughter's heart as 
in the heart of every woman. To do 
him justice, he was too fond of his 
daughter to be content witli tiie mere 
prospect of preventing a foolish match. 
He was anxious to save her from the 
pain and disappointment of a foolish 
love. Thus far, he tliought, tilings 
had gone very well. He drew a good 
augury from the manner in which be 
had seen his daughter's eyes liglit np 
and then sink when he spoke to her of 
ambition. 

How incalculably stronger ambition 
was than love, the successful man 
well knew. He had outlived all the 
emotions of his youth in regard to love 
affairs ; but ambition, thougli she had 
little of the virgin, had always kept 
her lamp burning in his heart. He 
knew quite well now that if he had 
married Dione Lyle when he w«is 
young, she would long ago liave whol- 
ly ceased to interest him, even thoagh 
they might have led never so happy a 
life togetlier. In his proposed policy 
with regard to Christmas, there was a 
considerable amount of genuine good 
nature; for although he felt toward 
his daughter an almost painful, al- 
most distracting affection, yet he 
thought any youth to be pitied who, 
without wealth or position, could per- 
suade even her to marry him for love. 
Not only would it be infinitely happier 
for Marie not to marry for love, but it 
would be happier likewise for Marie's 
lover. He was convinced that in the 
depths of his daughter's dark eyes he 
saw the germs of a fire more power- 
ful and enduring than that of love. 
Once set that fire of ambition burnitig, 
and it would leave no place for feebler 
lights. 



CHAPTER XI. 

"GATHER TB ROSES WHILE TB M/LT.*' 

What was the curious, hardlv ex- 
plicable impulse which kept Marie 
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from visiting Miss Lyle for some days 
after Cliristmas Pembroke had left 
Dure woods ? Miss Lyle herself would 
probably have smiled in her good-na- 
tured, half melancholy, half satirical 
way, and assumed that the absence of 
the handsome young man was expla- 
nation enough even if Marie had not 
new guests at home to amuse and dis- 
tract her. Dione would not have been 
'Oflfejpded or annoyed. Girls must be 
all like that, she thought; and she w^ 
rather pleased that Marie should liave 
liked the son of her old friend so well 
as to think the balcony a different 
place when he was not there. But 
pei*haps Marie's kindly friend mis- 
judged her. Marie may have kept 
away for another reason. She drew 
back for the moment from Miss Lyle, 
perhaps as a Roman Catholic who 
feels subtle doubts arising in his mind 
about the truth of the faith in which he 
has been nurtured, might shun the 
presence of the teacher whose counsels 
he begins to fear are no more for him. 

"What is ambition?" Marie asked 
aloud one morning at breakfast. Only 
Mrs. Seagraves, Captain Cameron, and 
Mr. Vidal were with her. Sir John 
had breakfasted earlier, and was writ- 
ing letters in li|s study. 

Captain Cameron was engaged with 
a radish, which constituted the staple 
of his ordinary breakfast. Mrs. Sea- 
graves sipped some tea, with her head 
drooping gracefully to the left. She 
wore a morning dress of pale blue 
muSlhi with white lilies curiously 
enwrouglit. 

Everybody looked up as the question 
was propounded. Mr. Vidal did not 
burst fortli with a rapid dissertation to 
settle the matter, as he usually did 
when any one had a doubt on any sub- 
ject; and as the company generally 
expected explanations from him, no 
one said anything. So Marie gravely 
repeated her question : 

"What is ambition?" 

«*A conundrum. Miss Challoner?" 
asked Mr. Vidal lazily. •' If so, I give 
it up." 

"No; I ask for information, as the 



people say in the House of Commons 
or at public meetings, I believe. What 
is ambition?" 

"It's the last infirmity of noble 
minds," Captain Cameron explained, 
being driven to bay. 

" But what does that mean. Captain 
Cameron? What does that tell me? " 

" Nothing, I suppose. I never look- 
ed much into the meaning of it; but 
everybody quotes it." 

" What is the last infirmity of noble 
minds?" 

" Why, ambition of course. Didn't 
I quote it for you? " 

" Yes ; but what does that mean? " 

"There you liave me," the Legiti- 
mist said gravely ; " but I think am- 
bition is a splendid sort of thing. I 
don't believe a man is worth his salt 
who hasn't a touch of ambition." 

"Oh, I love ambition!" Mrs. Sea- 
gi'aves said with enthusiasm, and with 
her head more than ever on one side, 
and one taper finger lightly support- 
ing her chin. "It is the nurse of 
every tiling great. I should like to be 
ambitious— it must be so nice! Of 
course I shouldn't like to be ambitious 
in the wrong sort of way. I hate that 
sort of ambition — Napoleon, and Alex- 
ander the Great, and people like that. 
I used to love them once — when I was 
a girl. I was quite in love with Na- 
poleon — oh! quite in love, I declare. 
Not really in love — downright love — 
and besides he was dead ; but in love 
as girls are with heroes. But I don't 
love that sort of ambition any more." 

" Ambition in a man I understand," 
said Marie, not greatly enlightened by 
this last expression of opinion ; " but 
ir a woman? What has a woman to 
be ambitious for?" 

"You are quite right," Captain 
Cameron approvingly answered, 
though in fact no opinion had been of- 
fered ; " it's absurd, and ridiculous, and 
unladylike. There won't be a lady 
left in England soon if that sort of 
thing goes on." 

Captain Cameron was evidently re- 
garding feminine ambition as a new 
development of woman^s rights. Mrs. 
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Seagraves broke out with a fresh bai-st 
of enthusiasm for woman's ambition. 
Mr. Vidal, who did not care for dis- 
cussions or general conversation, said 
notliing. And Marie found that she 
could hardly get her question satisfac- 
torily answered just then. 

Indeed, she had not staited the sub- 
ject with any idea of obtaining en- 
ligiitenment for herself, but partly be- 
cause it was pressing on her mind, and 
partly becau'se she was curious to know 
whether Mr. Vidal was liimself an 
ambitious man. Sir Jolm Challoner^s 
words had left a deep and in many 
ways an alarming impression on her 
mind, and they seemed somehow to 
chime in with Miss Lyle's prediction — 
that once she left Durewoods she 
would never return to it with the same 
feelings as she had now. It may be 
that Marie was only too conscious 
within herself of the first throbbings 
of an emotion which had started into 
life at her father's words. 

Mr. Vidal was a disappointing per- 
son at first. Marie was left a good 
deal in his company, for her father 
took charge of Mrs. Seagraves, and 
Captain Cameron generally went oflf 
on restless excursions of his own. Vi- 
dal apparently did not care a straw for 
woods, and water, and scenery. He 
hardly looked at anything out of doors. 
He t:ilked almost incessantly; and 
tiilked a gi'eat deal about art, about 
pictures, and even about landscax>es; 
but he never seemed to allow his eyes 
to rest upon anything in nature. He 
told Marie all about the present sea- 
son of the Royal Academy, and the 
past season, and the salon in Paris; 
and he assured her that somebody of 
whom she had never heard before 
was by far the greatest English artist 
now living, and that somebody of 
whom she was equally ignorant was 
a mere charlatan and trickster, whom 
all the world now was finding' out. 
He told her how very absurd Lady 
Letitia Severance was making herself 
with her collections of china, which 
were not the right things at all, and 
in fact were absolutely worthless. He 



had bran-new opinions npon every- 
thing. Any celebrated artist of p:ist 
or present time, whom Marie in her 
innocence happened to mention with 
adminition, he assured her was cared 
for by nobody now, and was found to 
have a thoroughly false metliod. He 
rattled off the names of strings of 
poets and oUier authors of whom our 
untutored heroine had never heard, 
and lie assured her that these were the 
persons who now absorbed public at^ 
tention ; and he went into fluent and 
aesthetic dissertations upon their re- 
spective merits, until Miss Ciialloner 
felt perfectly ashamed of her igno- 
rance. It was the same thing with 
music, of which he convinced her, in 
the easiest and most offhand way, that 
she knew absolutely nothing, or rather 
that she was much worse off than if 
she had known nothing, inasmuch as 
all her ideas were wrong, and her 
teaching had been imparted on a false 
method. Then he went on to the op- 
era, and told her all about that; and 
then he analyzed the merits of various 
theatres and actresses, and explained 
an entirely new dramatic principle, to 
which he meant to give a chance as 
soon as he could get hold of a theatre 
and raise the money somehow. In 
the famous fateful little hollow among 
the woods, he engaged in a voluble 
and earnest dissertation on the absurd- 
ly erroneous principle on which some 
people were now decorating their ceiK 
ings. 

Mr. Vidal was an entirely new 
creation to Marie Challoner. He 
seemed wonderfully clever, she 
thought, and he appeared to know 
everything and every one; and he 
was necessarily, therefore, interesting 
if you could only keep your attention 
fixed all the time. But that was not 
easy in the open air for a girl who 
was fond of the effects of light and 
shade, and trees and water, and who 
was longing at every step to call at- 
tention to something that she thought 
worth looking at. It was true thai 
Christmas Pembroke, too, seemed at 
first to have no eyes for the scenery, 
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bat then he could see things when 
they were pointed out, and iiis ways 
and talk were all more sympathetic. 
Christmas seemed veiy young to her ; 
Ronald Vidal appeared veiy old. She 
remembered wliat her father had told 
her about Vidal's talent for finance 
and his love of enterprise and specula- 
tion, and it became a mai*vel to her 
how he contiived to find time in life 
for so many things, and for the elabo- 
rate culture of so many various fields 
of knowledge. 

She gave up the sun and s^ for the 
moment, and set herself seriously to 
study this newer phenomenon. 

•* You seem to know everybody, Mr. 
Vidal — poets, painters, autliors, politi- 
cians, actresses. ^^ 

"Yes, I know a lot of people; I 
like to know people. Of coui*se one 
doesn^t know life if one doesn't know 
the men and women who make it up. 
Look at the things you read or the 
things you hear said in the House 
sometimes about foreign politics by 
fellows who only pick up their notions 
out of books. Things can't be known 
in that way. Go to the places ; meet 
the people ; talk to the men ; smoke a 
cigar with them ; set them talking — 
tiiat is the way to understand ques- 
tions. Men study history — all right 
of coarse : very good. I make a point 
of going and heai'ing a few debates in 
Berlin or Versailles, and I have a few 
chats with Bismarck and Thiers and 
Crambetta. It's the same thing at 
home. I want to see tilings from 
everybody's point of view. I know 
Bradlaugh, and I know Odger.'' 

*'And all the poets and authors? 
Some of them, I am ashamed to say, I 
am not at all acquainted with." 

** I know them all. Some of them, 
yoa know, one meets in society, quite 
often ; but a lot of them live rather to 
themselves, in out-of-the-way places, 
and people don't always know how to 
get at them. But I find my way 
among them easily enough, for I know 
dver so many of the newspaper men — 
in fact, I write a good deal for one or 
two of tlie papers." 



** How can yon find the time for all 
that? " 

" Wliy not? There's plenty of time 
in life if people only were quick and 
knew how to make use of it." 

"And in all these pursuits now — 
art, literature, journalism, criticism, 
finance — and Japanese fans and old 
china — which really is the one that 
most attracts you? I am positively 
curious to know tliat, if I am not rude 
in asking." 

** You couldn't be rude in asking me 
anything, Miss Challoner. Well, you 
see as to that, none of these things is 
really in what I consider my voca- 
tion." 

** Indeed ! not even finance, in which 
papa says you are so clever? And do 
you know, Mr. Vidal, I am not sure 
that I quite understand what finance 
means? " 

*• Oh, you wouldn't care to know. 
It wouldn't interest you at all. But 
as to my special vocation — you were 
kind enough to ask? — no, it's • not 
finance. My game of life, if I had my 
way, would be politics." 

** Indeed? But you are already en- 
gaged in politics, I thought? " 

They were now on the top of the 
hill, from which the view extended at 
one side brottd over the outer bay, to 
the horizon beyond which lay, in 
Marie's favorite fancy, tlie shores of 
the wondrous lands of poetiy, and ro- 
mance, and the children of the sun. 

** You really must look at that 
view," she s^id almost pathetically. 
** Eveiy one admires it Is it not won- 
derful ? " 

*' Beautiful, beautiful! I have seen 
something like it somewhere — can't 
quite remember where; perhaps it's 
in one of Saltmar's pictures — year be- 
fore last, I think. Yes, it was in that. 
Veiy fine view indeed ! You are very 
fortunate. A little windy here, isn't 
it? Your veil was near going. Don't 
you like the tawny-green veils, with 
tlie Egyptian gold on the edges ? You 
haven't seen them? You would be 
surfe to like them. Tell Challoner to 
send you some. I'll let him know the 



83 



PEAK LADY DISDAIN. 



1^ 



place to get them. They are made 
specially, and a great many nice wo- 
men have taken to them lately.** 

" Well, we were speaking of poli- 
tics," Marie said, giving up the view 
from the hill for good and all. ** I 
was rude enough to he curious about 
your vocation.'* 

♦*Oh, yes. Well, Miss Challoner, 
my strongest desire is for political suc- 
cess. I want to be in the House of 
Commons." 

** At last he is in earnest," Marie 
said to herself, and she was glad of it. 
Vidal had stopped short as they were 
descending the hill, and he looked 
with a certain strength of resolve on 
his handsome face. 

** But I suppose you could easily get 
there," she said. "It surely is not 
tlifficult for one like you." 

"It isn*t difficult to get in, perhaps, 
although it costs a deuced lot of money 
—excuse the expression. Miss Challo- 
ner; it slipped from me — a great deal 
of money in these days ; and I haven't 
niuch money, as you know, I dare say 
— almost nothing of my own. I did 
make some few thousands once or 
twice under Challoner's directions; 
but I muddled the money all away on 
theatres and fads of that sort; and 
perhaps might do the same again if I 
had the chance. But it isn't merely 
getting into the House. I know I 
could get in there. I want — to tell 
you the truth — ^to be Foreign Minister. 
That is my ambition." 

"Ambition! Then you too have 
ambition?" 

"Every one has, I suppose. You 
have, I am sure." 

" Why do you think so? " 

" I don't know that I couM give a 
very clear answer. Something in 
your look perhaps. And every wo- 
man of spirit who is worth anything 
has ambition." 

"But ambition for what? What 
can a woman be? " 

** She can be an influence — a power. 
She could be the wife of a statesman, 
and do great things in politics herself. 
She could be a queen of society. Oh, 



yes, a woman might do great tilings^— 
and help a man to do great things 
too." 

Marie became thoughtful for a mo- 
ment/and Mr. Vidal too was silent. 
Then she started a different subject. 

"You who know so many artists, 
Mr. Vidal, and are so fond of music, 
ought to pay a visit to Miss Lyle — 
Miss Dione Lyle. She is a delightful 
wpman, and a picture in herself." 

" Challoner has told me of her — of 
her being settled here I mean. I al- 
ways thought she was living in France 
somewhere." 

" Did you know her then? " 

"I remember having heard her— 
years ago, when I was very young." 

"Indeed?" Marie asked eagerly. 
"What was she — a gi'eat singer? " 

" The greatest concert-singer of her 
time — ^English singer, I mean," he 
said. "At least so I am told. But 
her style is quite out of date now." 

" She retired very early and unex- 
pectedly, did she not? " 

" I believe so ; there was some ro- 
mantic story about her, I think ; but 
I have forgotten what it was, if I ever 
heard it. I should think her voice 
must have been going ; women don't 
give up a career like that without good 
reason, you know." 

" But she is not like most women, I 
fancy." 

"No? Perhaps not. Of course 
you can't count on what some women 
may do." 

"Then she really was a success?" 
Marie said, meditatively. " 3he really 
reached the height of her ambition — 
in the career that she had chosen? " 

" Well, yes — I believe so." 

" And stepped down from thQ height 
again ? " 

" For some reason or other — ^yes." 

"And is forgotten now?" 

" I should think pretty nearly for- 
gotten." 

"So much for ambition! Was it 
worth ttie trouble, I wonder? " Marie 
asked rather of herself than of him. 

" One can't help it ; one has to go 



on. 
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••* What does it come to in the endP " •• We are going sooner than I in- 

"What does anything come to in tended at first/^ Sir John ssid. **I 

tlie end?*' Mr. Vidal asked. "No- shall take Marie to Pau for a short 



body thinks of that in the beginning. 
And if he did, it wouldn^t matter tliree 
straws — he would go on all the same 
— if going on was his way, I mean." 

*' I have an idea — I don't well know 
why," Marie said, striving to interest 
him in Miss Lyle's story, because just 
now it filled her own mind gi-eatly, 
«• that she made a sacrifice — of some 
kind — to her ambition, and that now 
she thinks it was not worth the sacri- 
fice." 

"I dare say — very likely. But then 
if she had done the other thing, she 
would probably think now that that 
was the sacrifice." 

•* Men might," Marie began, " but a 
Tvoman — I don't know," and then she 
stopped, thinking it absurd to set 
about discussing sentimental problems 
of life with Mr. Vidal. 

" There's a good deal of nonsense in 
the world about tlie peculiarities of 
men and women," said Vidal. **I 
have studied women a good deal, and 
I think they are just about as practical 



And ambitious as we are in tlie long self" 



time. Cameron is to cross the Pyre- 
nees, and I shall go with him that way 
as far as I can. I should like to liave 
a look at things in that region. Part- 
ly business, partly pleasure — so men 
like me have to combine things. Miss 
Lyle." 

" Has Captain Cameron talked you 
into Carlism?" Dione asked. 

Sir John smiled. "Oh, no; I am 
only a man of business, not a political 
partisan. But he wants me to do 
things which would be fairly enough 
in my line if I could see my way. 
Anyhow Marie will have a holiday, 
and then we can settle down for the 
winter and the season in London." 

Marie had hardly spoken thus far. 

" I do so much want to get one of 
those roses. Miss Lyle, from your 
hedge down by the water," she said. 
"May I have one?" 

" Of course, dear. Shall I tell Ja- 
net to get you as many as you like? " 

" Thank you ; I should much prefer 
to go down and get them for my- 



run. Anyhow life is a tempting game, 
and some people, man or woman, can't 
keep out of it. They can't sit on the 
bank and look on ; they have to go in, 
«ven if they make a muddle of it, and 
have to sneak out beaten in the end." 
" I don't believe it," exclaimed 



" As you please, Marie." 

Marie rather hastily left the room, 
and was presently seen near the rose 
bushes at the water's edge. Dione 
and Sir John both looked for a mo- 
ment in silence at her. 

"Marie grows a beautiful girl," 



Marie. " Yes, I do though," she quick- Miss Lyle said. " Take care of her. 



ly added. 

"That's as Mrs. Seagraves might 
have put it," Vidal said, and then they 
both laughed, and the subject was not 
brought up again. Marie started her 
<}ompanion off on some other topic 
whereon he could dissertate uninter- 
rupted until they returned home. She 
felt wearied and depressed somehow 
after her walk ; but she. was now sat- 
isfied that there was more in Mr. Vi- 



John." 

" You don't think she looks unwell, 
or delicate? " he asked anxiously. 
"You don't mean that, Dione?" 
These two never addressed each other 
in so familiar a manner in the pres- 
ence of anv listener. 

" Oh, no ; she seems to me in the full 
glow of health. I mean take care of 
her happiness." 

" Do you think anybody could care 



<hU than she thought when he talked as much about her happiness as I do, 

to her of lace. Dione?" 

Not many days after this Dione " No ; but you may not be the best 

I>yle received a parting visit from Sir judge of what constitutes a woman's 

John Challoner and his daughter. abiding happiness. Look here« John 
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Cballoner; you are a sort of hero i a 
that girPfl eyes — try to keep up your 
character. Don't teach her to sacri- 
fice herself to your ambition, or to 
hers, I don't care which.'' 

** All for love or the world well lost, 
I suppose is your motto now, DioneP 
It was not so once, I think. But IMl 
take care of her. I am going to Uike 
care of your young friend too^Peni- 
brok^'s son. I mean to help that lad 
to make his fortune if I can — ^for the 
sake of old acquaintanceship. We 
don't lose all our human feelings in 
the City, Dione." 

Miss Lyle looked up with surprise 
in her soft melancholy eyes. 

♦* Are you really going to be so kind 
to him, John, for the sake of old 
friendships?'* 

*• Why should you doubt it? " 

"I ought not to have doubted it, 
perhaps ; l)ut I am glad to hear it — 
and I believe it, and I think there is a 
great deal of gootl in you, after all ! 
Well, I have some sphemes of my 
own vaguely shaping Qiemselves for 
him too." 

("I know you have," Sir John 
thought, with the quiet satisfiictiou of 
one well on his guard, but he said 
nothing.) 

** And I will tell you of them some 
time, when I hear from you how he 
gets on, and all that. I feel really 
grateful to you, and I think," she lidd- 
ed smilingly, ♦•! may trust your 
daughter's happiness to you after 
all." 

At that moment Marie entered the 
room with her freshly gathered roses 
and memories. 

" And you are going into the great 
world, Marie!" Miss Lyle said. "Do 
you know that I feel a little like the 
old broken down discharged soldiers I 
used to see in French villages biking 
leave of some bright young conscript'? 
Well, you must be sure to come back 
unwounded, and tell us of the wars." 

Marie hardly spoke. She was ranch 
more moved than she had expected to 
be. A kindly embrace, a glance back- 
ward, and the parting was over. 



So Durewoods ia to remain a lonely 
place for some time to come. Dione 
Lyle, sitting in her balcony, is to 
watch Uie trees growing browner and 
redder under the darkening skies of' 
autumn, and is at last to retire from 
her biilcony altogether, and look 
through the glaiss of her windows at 
the rain-beaten sea. where in the win- 
ter months the Saucy Lass makes but 
one passage each way every day, and 
the wind tears spitefully through the 
now bare and ragged branches on 
which lately grew the roses gathered 
by Marie. 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE CHURCH OP THE FUTURE. 

The happy days when we were so 
miserable! Will Christmtis Pembroke 
at some later time look back and 
think the days happy when he was so 
miserable in his chambers, under his 
painted ceiling, after his return from 
Durewoods? Certainly he then 
thought himself very unhappy, and 
he sometimes envied with a bitter 
envy the French artist in the stoiy 
whose only love was for a lady who 
lived then, and who lives still, in the 
Louvre, and who is called La Joconde. 
How he wished tliat he could love the 
goddess who floated on his ceiling! 
And when first he came to London he 
almost loved her, though lier limbs 
were somewhat large and her face 
rather wanted for expression. She 
was then a part of the whole new 
chapter of his life — of his freedom — 
which, however melancholy its cause, 
brougkt his first great holiday — of 
London — of an opening career — and 
of hope, and morning, and youth, and 
briglitness, and all the rest of it. Now 
she was rather irksome to him^ for she 
was so very, very unlike Marie. Twen- 
ty times a day he wished he had never 
gone to Durewoods— had never seen 
Marie Clialloner — had never come to 
England, For many a* speTl he found 
Iiimself in good trutli sick of life. We. 
smile at these love- pains in later days; 
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but, good Heaven! how real tliey are, 
und how cruel tliey are! A young 
man vexed witli them is many a time 
more sincerely ready to welcome 



the church bells are tolling, thm 
cliapel belU are clinking, and the pe- 
culiar population of the London Sun- 
day are abroad. There are the girls 



death than the serenest old philoso- in their finery, with their gloves so ad- 

pher who has grown into a conviction mirably fitting, and their bonnets so 

of the worthlessness of life. exceedingly chaste, anr'i yet in each 

** I suppose my father beqneatlied of whom the most casual glance ro- 

tliis sort of thing to me," he said to cognizes Mary Jane of the kitchen dis- 

himself once with that complacent guised }is a lady and goi*2g to meet 



mournfulness of consolation which 
comes to us when we think that des- 
thiy has marked us out. **It^s our 
luck, I suppose. He had to go through 
life disappointed, I know now; and 
why shouidnH I? He was a hundred 
times a better man." 

If Christmas had but known it, his 
love, hopeless as it seeme(|, was his 
best stroke of fortune. Coming: as it 



her young man. There is the young 
m.tn himself with shiny tall hat, and 
gloves which he carries in his hands, 
and a cigar, and the way in which he 
holds that cigar between his lips, tells, 
one knows not how, that it is a part 
of his Sunday get-up, and that a clay 
pipe is his more familiar solace. There 
are tlie piir to look at whom would 
surely have filled the heart of the au- 



did so early, and taking so powerful a thor of •* Sally in our Alley " with 



hold, it purified and dignified his 
youth. Heaven knows what tempta- 
tions in his London holiday and his 
freedom might have proved too much 
for him but for this strong love of his. 
•' Lord of himself— that heritage of 
woe ! " Christmas was no longer lord 
of himself. The memory of a girl 
whom he had known for a few days 
held him in bondage, now bitter and 
now sweet; but always saving. He 
chafed against it often, and asked 
what he had done to deserve such pain 
and the barren promise of a life with- 
ered apparently in its spring — but he 
never broke away from it. Probably, 
too, his love was all the stronger be- 
cause he desired no confidant. There 
are young men, as there are young 
women, who must tell the story of 
their feelings to some one, and whose 
load is really lightened by such effu- 
sion, and who are fain to hear the one 



sympathy and compassion — the tiny 
milliner girl and her tiny lover; the 
little, full-grown, slim woman and the 
little, stunted, full-grown, 2)ale young 
man with the weak moustache and 
the narrow chest. With great pride 
the little maid looks toward — even she 
can hardly look up to— the little man. 
She belongs to a milliner^s dressmak- 
ing-room, and he is perhaps an assist- 
ant at a clothier^s. They are very 
happy now as they go for their Sun- 
day walk. They will marry witli 
fearful prematureness, and she and he 
will soon trundle a perambulator on 
the Sunday; and presently she will 
liave to stay at home and* mind tlie 
other babies, and the husband is far 
too decent a fellow to seek after the 
ideal in drink and the public-house ; 
and so lie and she put through a wan 
monotonous life, and will probably die 
early. Even the police-court and the 



loved name repeated anyhow. Our leading articles trouble themselves 

Spai-tan boy from Japan had hardly not about him and her. 
any of this sentiment. He could tell Some part of the Sunday crowd 

bis tale to no one, and he feared even j^asses along the Embankment under 

to hear her name mentioned lest he Ciu-istmas's windows as he smoked a 

should start and betray himself. He cigar and looked out and indulged in 

did his worship in the catacombs. easy moralizing,^ and glanced again 

It is a Sunday morning, still in the and again at a kindly letter from Di- 

SHmmer, although London^s season is one Lyle. One phrase in it touched 

fading. The day is fine and sunny, him keenly and cuvIovisIy- M\^^ \M^. 
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was describing something new or al- 
tered in her house or garden, and slie 
used the words '*Wiien you were 
here." Wlien you were here! The 
words seemed to Christmas to be 
charged with unsi)eakable pathos. 
When you were here! — when tilings 
were as they cannot well be again ; 
before tlie gates had closed beliind 
you; before tiie time of roses was 
over. He put the letter down, and 
happening by cliance to look up, 
thought tlie smug face of his floating 
goddess detestable, and half resolved 
to have her painted out. 

Christmas had luckily sometliing 
particular to do this Sunday, and he 
took up a card that lay on liis cliim- 
ney-piece to remind himself once 
more of tlie time when he had to keep 
his engagement. The card was an 
invitation to attend at noon of that 
Sunday a meeting of the worshippers 
of the church of tlie future, Avenir 
Hall, Hope Place, West Centre. Pem- 
broke had not yet worshipped in the 
church of the future, although he 
knew some of its leading disciples or 
prophets. Indeed, he had paid a 
good many visits to the house of Mrs. 
Seagraves, who received her friends 
on Sunday afternoons during certain 
months of the year. She had come to 
have a sort of interest in his eyes from 
the fact that her brother had gone off 
in the company of the Clialloners 
toward the Pyrenees, and she might 
perhaps any day chance to have news 
from Marie. Of Nathaniel Cramp, 
too, Christmas had seen something. 
Nathaniel now had absolutely severed 
himself from tlie hair-cutting, and 
was preparing for his grand enter- 
prise. Christmas rather liked him, 
and liked the memories of Durewoods 
which his very presence brought; and 
was amused and yet sympathetic when 
Nat hinted, in a dark and gloomy 
way, at misprized affection and the 
pangs of hopeless love. He was too 
much engrossed, however, in his own 
thoughts to allow his curiosity about 
Nat to get any further than a vague 
wonder as to whether it was a Dure- 



woods lass or some Wiomnore street 
shop-girl who Was working such rav- 
age in the heart of his forlorn friend. 

*• Wliat a lucky ass he is," Christ- 
mas thought, as he left his lodgings 
to attend the meeting at noon, ** with . 
his church of the future! I supposedl 
that sort of thing occupies him andll 
consoles him, and makes him fancy I 
himself a high priest and a propliet," 
and I don't know what else! I wish 
I had a church of the future, and were 
a prophet." 

For the occupations with which 
Christmas endeavored at once to open 
up a career for himself and to drive 
away thought were rather of a dry 
and prosaic nature. He had become 
a member of the Institution of Civil 
Engineers, and he read a good deal in 
the British Museum, and he wtxs pre- 
paring something veiy elaborate on 
the prospects of railway extension in 
Japan, and he attended meetings of the 
Geogi'fvphical Society and the Society 
of Arts, and he sometimes had wild 
ideas of trying to get attached to some 
African exploring expedition. So 
far, however, he was living on his 
modest income, and had not yet earn- 
ed a sixpence; and decidedly it is a 
lofliier sort of business, and more 
grateful to the heroic soul, to be en- 
gaged in founding a church of the fu- 
ture than in speculating as to the ex- 
tension of railways in Japan. 

The church of the future did not 
look a very inspiring institution in the 
present stage of its existence. Of 
course it was only beginning; and 
Rome looked a poor thing enough 
when Remus leaped its wall; and 
every one laughed at the ugly duck- 
ling. The church of the future was 
yet in the ugly duckling stage of its 
growth. The meetings or services 
were held in a shabby little hall of a 
shabby street in the West Centre; a 
hall which was habitually used in the 
week as a dancing-school, and "occa- 
sionally hired as a concert-room, or a 
place in which some personage misled 
by a mournful ambition attempted to 
attract an audience to a course of lee- 
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tares. The little platform had a dis- ** What constitutes membership — 

mal transparency behind it, the forms don't you see? Some of us think the 

whereon could but dimly be made out church of tiie future ought to open its 

in the wan daylight that underwent a arms to all tlie world — all the world ! " 

process the reverse of filtration, through Christmas could not help glancing 

tlie dull window panes ; and when round at the benches, still almost as 

studied carefully, as Christmas now empty as before. A straggler just at 

had leisure to study them, they proved that moment looked doubtfully in, and 

to be a circle of gentlemen in blue then withdrew. 

swallow-tail coats, light yellow trou- " It's for the future, you know," 
sers, white stockings, and dancing- Natsaid, as if inanswor toChristmas's 
"pumps"; and of ladies in lank semi- glance — ** and here are some people, 
transparent garments clinging to their you see." (Three more came in.) 
limbs, and slippers so very much cut **But we must build for the future." 
off the foot that it wtis marvellous "Shingle out into the fog?" Christ- 
how they held on at all. This luelan- mas said, quoting an old joke from the 
choly crew was supposed to be emble- Western States of America about a 
matic of tlie delights of the dance, and fog so thick that a man engaged in 
had thus been an emblem since at "shingling" or roofiug his cabin went 
least the childhood of Mme. Vestris. on unconsciously thatching the fog for 
Rows of seats were arranged down the yards beyond the roof, 
hall, and there were two private " What's that? " Nat asked sharply, 
boxes level with tlie platform. Very " Oh, nothing of any consequence. 
few votaries of the church of the fu- Just a Western way of putting the 
ture had come when Christmas took thing. Excuse my interruption." 
his seat. There were two ladies with "There's Mrs. Seagraves," whis- 
short-cropped hair, of whom one wore pered Natty, bowing and blushing con- 
spectacles; and there were three or fusedly, as that lady, with three or four 
four young men who looked like over- companions, entered one of the private 
worked and sickly artisans; and there boxes. Mrs. Seagraves smiled sweet- 
was one elderly man with long gi*ay ly upon Christmas, and then held her 
hair thi'own back, and eager moving head much on one side and contum- 
eyebrows, who would, to a more ma- plated three lilies which she bore iu 
tared and better informed observer her hand. 

than Christmas, have suggested asso- " Well, the schism — the definition?" 

ciations of the old days of the people's Christmas urged. 

charter. Christmas was thinking of "There, are some," Nat went on 

backing quietly out and waiting in the solemnlj', " who hold that no one who 

street until more people should come, believes any of the tenets of the older 

when Nat Cramp bustled in all ner- churches can be a member of our 

Yous and hot. church. I don't say that there isn't a 

"jWe're not very punctual here al- great deal to be said for that view of 

ways," said Nathaniel, " but they'll the case, mind you — but I think it is 

come in before long. We have been better that we should set the example, 

holding a council fiieeting — and, in of being broad. I don't see thjit a 

fact, I'm afraid there's only too much man is necessarily disqualified for b^ 

likelihood of a schism.". ing a meuil^er because he believes in 

"Indeed? How is that?" Christ- a future life." 

mas iisked, making the best effort he " Certainly not," said Christmns 

could to seem deeply interested. gravely, and much amused. " Pei- 

"Yes;" and . Nat rubbed up his haps he can't help it, poor fellow. It 

hair wildly. " It's the difficulty about may not be his fault — he may have 

a definition, you see." been badly brought up, you know. 

" A definition? Definition of what? " And then he may repent." 
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** Yes, yes," Nat said rather hur- 
riedly, and perhaps not quite sure 
whether Christmas was serious. 

** Besides,*^ Christmas added, **if 
you only receive those who already 
agree in everything, how are you to 
make any converts? " 

•* Well, anyhow, I'm afraid tliere's 
going to be a secession," Nat said 
ruefullv. "There'll be a second 
churcli. The worat of it is that old 
Mr. Tyas, of Hornsey, is at tlie head 
of tlie secession, and it's he who has 
always made himself responsible for 
the hire of the hall and the gas and all 
that. It soon won't matter much to 
we, you know — I shall be far away. 
But I don't like to see a cherished 
hope fade — another hope — ^and just as 
my lecture has come on to be read 
at last! Good morning; I must join 
tlie council — we ought to be begin- 
ning." 

Nat nodded gloomily and with- 
drew. 

By this time a few persons more 
had dropped in, and the hall was now 
about a third full. Presently the 
council emerged from a side door. 
Nathaniel Cramp was among them, 
and looked preternaturally sheepish, 
bashful, and withal self-conceited be- 
cause of the paper he held in his hand, 
and which he was soon to have the 
honor of reading. Tl>e council con- 
sisted of ladies as well as gentlemen, 
and oddly enough, all the fq3*mer were 
of wlmt would be called grood social 
position, while the men were either 
artisans discontented with existino: 
churches and social arrangements, or 
retired tradesmen who had taken late 
in life to the study of Strauss and 
Huxley. Mra^. Seagraves, though she 
y might be called a Lady Patroness of 
the church of the future, did not take 
a seat at its council board. The la- 
dies of the council were four in num- 
ber; three elderly and for the most 
part of imperious manner, as they 
came in a little heated by discussions 
in which working men had differed in 
opinion from them, or, as the ladies 
wouhl themselves probably have put 



it, contradicted, them. Tlie fourth 
was an unmarried girl of twenty at 
most; a pallid pretty girl, with quiv- 
ering eager lips and bright eyes. A 
sort of murmur went round the audi- 
ence as this lady took her seat. She 
was evidently regarded as tlie young 
Hypatia of the movement. She was 
understood to be one who had no pa- 
tience or pity for illusions and wi'ong 
opinions, and who in her zeal for sci- 
ence and truth tore off Nature's veil 
with fearless hand. 

Each visitor on entering: had been 
presented with a little programme of 
the day's business, and Christmas now 
glancing at his saw that the proceed- 
ings were to be opened with vocal 
music, that a gentleman whose name 
was unknown to him was to read "a 
selection" from the works of great 
thinkers, also unnamed; that Miss 
Sybil Jansen was to address the as- 
sembly on the Oneness of Life, and 
that Mr. Nathaniel Cramp was to read 
a lecture, after which music again; 
and so the close of the ceremonies. 
Christmas felt not the slightest doubt 
that the pale pretty girl with the ea- 
ger lips and eyes was Miss Sybil Jan- 
sen, and he began to feel a little more 
interested than before. He therefore 
grew observant. He noticed with some 
curiosity the different demeanor of the 
young woman and the young qian 
while both were waiting for their turn 
in the performance. Miss Sybil was 
evidently impatient for her hour to 
come. She bit her lips; she clenched 
her little hands, one of which was un- 
gloved and very white; her little lx>- 
som heaved, and she glanced every 
now and then at the singers or the 
speaker, longing to know if their part 
of the business was nearly over. Poor 
Nat Cramp sat clutching his manu- 
script and his hat, a very picture of 
awkward and self-conscious misery, 
every now and then turning pale and 
sickly of hue, and moistening his dry, 
hot lips with a restless tongue. She 
waited as for a triumph; he as for an 
execution. Is this the superior self- 
reliance of woman ? Christmas asked 
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liiinself : the natural awkwardness and 
diffidence of man? Or is it tliat she 
really has something to say and is ab- 
sorbed by the zealot's longing to de- 
liver her message, while poor Cramp 
only thought of showing off his talent. 
«nd now at the critical moment is los- 
ing faith and courage? 

The singing was mildly didactic, 
^ith a good deal about brotherhood in 
it. The selections from great think- 
ers were bits from Herbert Spencer, 
Mill, Richter, and Walt. Whitman. 
At last even this wjis over, and Miss 
Sybil threw back her hair from her 
forehead, ' shook out her skirts, and 
sprang to the front with the introduc- 
tory words, "Men, my brothers!" 

She had a singularly musical voice, 
with a sort of metallic vibration in it, and 
it was so clear and sweet that it saved- 
the excited maiden any need of scream- 
ing, which it is to be feared she would 
have done if need were. She seemed 
very angry with life and law general- 
ly, and her short pretty upper lip had 
really a sort of scornful turn upward, 
which Christmas assumed to be the 
ourl of pride so familiar to the lips of 
the heroines of literature. For a while 
he paid no attention to what she was 
saying, and listened only to the musi- 
<jal impassioned voice, and watched 
the sensitive features all aflame with 
emotion. It was i\s if he were listen- 
ing to some orator or actor who spoke 
a foreign tongue. The mysterious, 
almost magnetic influence which at 
once brings speaker and audience to- 
gether, and which more than any 
quality capable of clearer definition 
constitutes the diflference between ora- 
tory and the veiy best kind of speech- 
making, seemed to be possessed by 
this excitable young person. 

A square-browed young fellow, evi- 
dently a mechanic, who sat next to 
dhristmas, followed eveiy sentence 
with panting chest and with a low 
sympathetic murmur. The^ did not 
applaud in the church of the future. 
He once glanced at Christmas as if he 
must find some sharer in his admira- 
tion. 



" Isn't she splendid?" he asked in a 
whisi)er behind his hand. 

" Very remarkable," Christmas mur- 
mured, and he spoke in all sincerity. 

" Did you never hear her lecture oa 
Joan of Hark?" 

*• Never." 

*' You should hear it. Talk of Spur- 
geon!" and he gave a contemptuous 
growl. "But she's fine to-day. I 
tell you her blood's up to-day." 

The young lady's blood probably 
was up, but it scarcely gave much tinge 
of color to her cheeks. All her blood 
must have gone into the indignant 
tones of her eloquence, and perhaps 
into her fl:ishing eyes. Christmas 
tried to follow the discourse, which 
appeared to be quite exteinix)raneous, 
but he soon lost himself in its whirl- 
ing clouds of words. The speech aj)- 
peared to be a rhapsody of denuncia- 
tion against everything as it is, and of 
ecstatic faith in the all-healins: virtue 
of having no faith. So far as Christ- 
mas could understand, it was the pas- 
sionate proclamation of a dogma to 
the effect that nobody must have any 
dogma. About the speaker being 
thoroughly in earnest there could be 
no "doubt. Christmas could see that 
tiny beadlets of 2>erspiration stood on 
that excited upper lip. She glowed 
with indignation ag!iinst the world's 
ways and sects and principles and 
laws, and she insisted that " man was 
taught to sell his manhood for an il- 
lusory and unattainable bribe," and 
that ** woman was purchased like flesh 
in the shambles." She grew yet more 
passionate against churches and super- 
stitions, and, fired with the heat of 
the dispute in which she had lately 
fought alone against all the other la- 
dies of the council, she declared witk 
burning side glances at them that all 
dogma was superstition, and that su- 
perstition meant the living death. 

"That's it!" Christmas's neighbor 
approvingly murmured ; " that's right! 
Now she's thrown away the scab* 
bard ! " 

Christmas did not understand the 
merits of the quarrel well enough to 
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know whether ho ought to applaud or wouhl appear among theui, as, weary 

condemn this policy of desperate war. of the old world, its kingcrafts and su> 

He had, indeed, only a very faint idea perstitions, he had resolved to seek the 

of what the young lady was talking freshening air of the great republic of 

about, or what it had to do with the the West. So the audience put np 

Oneness of Life. But lie found it re- with Nat, but did not care at all about 

.mai'kably Olid and interestiug to sit him. His sentences were long-winded 

under tlie preaching of a pretty and and full of commonplaces. He read 

angry girl of twenty with a sweet very badly; he could not raise his^ 

strong voice, and to hear her pouring eyes oft his manuscript; he stammer- 

from her> dainty and delicate white ed and >yent wrong, aud had to try 

throat such impassioned words of elo- back ; his lips gi*ew dry and he choked; 

quence against things in general, in- he could not get on quickly ; he did 

eluding the hereafter. not know how to condense or skip a 

Christmas could not help wonder- page, and the lecture was very long, 

ing where Mr. aud Mrs. Jansen were It closed with a quotation from a poet 

all this time, and whether they ap- of the day whom the lecturer did not 

proved of this performance on the name, and whom Christmas conje(v 

part of Miss Sybil. But however that tured to be Mr. Nathaniel himself, 

might be. Miss Sybil brought down The citation seemed only to recom- 

the house, if such language may be mend humanity to ** press forward 

used of so small and decorous an as- into the future,^^ which Christmas 

sembly. When she finished in a blaze thought humanity could not very well 

of half-poetic rhapsody, like the bou- help doing an3'how. Nobody took 

quet of a display of fireworks, and heed. The church of the future had 

tlien dropped all palpitating and with ceased to listen to its brother^s admo- 

tear-flashing eyes into her chair, there nitions. Nat^s essay was an unredeem- 

rana genuine thrill of emotion through ed and ghiistly failure. He sat down, 

the little assembly, and of honest won- or rather he collapsed. Then there 

der and compassion through the unac- was more singing, and the ceremonies 

customed heart of Christmas Pem- were over, 

broke. Christmas lingered a moment, and 

Mrs. Seagraves, from her box, cast Nat came to him, trying to look calm* 
two sudden and successive glances at ** It was a failure, my lecture," he 
our wondering and pitying hero. The said, with a dismal smile. "They 
first said as plainly as words could were all against me. Her chatter car- 
have expressed it, ** Is she not a splen- ried the day. It was in vain for me 
did creature? ^^ and the next instantly to strive. I wish I hadn^t read the 
added, '*But you must excuse her, lecture. I ought to have spoken it/^ 
you know!" Christmas had no idea of what the 

There was one in that assembly who controversy was, or indeed what Nat 

could hardly excuse her, and that was had been lecturing about. He onjy 

not Christmas. It was Nathaniel thought that Nat had been very dull. 

Cramp, for when he rose, all confused and that the young lady certainly had 

and stammering, to read his lecture, not been dull. 

the worshippers of the church of the ** She is very pretty," Christmas 

future begiin to melt away. The gen- said; ** and of course that counts for a 

tleman who had read the selection great deal. But I don't like to see a 

from the works of great thinkers rose, girl make a display like that." 

and, somewhat unluckily perhaps, in- "Nor P," said Nat, who had always 

tervened to solicit a full hearing for before been a devotee of woman's 

their friend and -brother Mr. Cramp, mission to speak in the churches ; *'it 

on tlie ground, that this was probably isn't her place. But I don't know 

the last time that brother and friend that speaking is my gift, at least to an 
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andience like that They are ungrate- still brooding over his private grief, 

ful! I sometimes almost wish I had **She knows I am going away, and 

taken Captain Cameron^s advice and she needn^t be afraid Td trouble her 

joined the Carlists!'* too often. But it^s no matter!" h& 

••But you are a republican?" added, in the tone of one who tliinks 

*• Still," said Nat gloomily, •• it is a the world ought to come to an end. 

cause, you know. It is a grand thing They were now nearly alone, and 

• to have a cause to fight for." they moved toward the door. Christ- 

•• If one believes 'in it, yes." mas was rather pitifully impressed by 

••Belief," said Nat, ''is fate." poor Nat's outspoken egotism, and the 

•♦Vei-y likely; but how does that manner in which republicanism, church 

help you? " of the future, and all resolved them- 

••Well, I am going to the United selves into Natty Cramp^s personal 

States, and I may find a career there, ambition, and Natty Cramp's longing 

There at least " to get invited into any manner of so- 

His words were cut short by Mrs. ciety. 

Seagraves, who had now emerged ** Which way are you going?" Nat. 

from her private box. abruptly asked. . 

••Mr. Pembroke, Mn Pembroke! " I am going toward Portland Place, 

Tou are coming to me this after- but I am in no particular haste to get. 

noon?" there." 

••You are very kind, Mrs. Sea- ••True," Nat said with subdued 

graves, but — -" scorn. •• Mrs. Seagraves lives in 

•* Oil, no, don't say the word. Ton Portland Place. I suppose she thinks 

must come — ^you really mtisL I do so that's a gi'and aristocratic quarter ; 

want to introduce you to my dear but it ain't — I mean it isn't - 1 tell you 

young eloquent friend Miss Sybil Jan- that, Mr. Pembroke, as you are a ■ 

sen." stranger. Don't you be deceived. 

And Pembroke, glancing involunta- Portland Place isn't by any means an 

rily toward the entrance, saw the col- aristocratic quarter." 

orless pretty face, the tremulous lips, *• I'm very glad," said Pembroke, 

and the sparkling eyes of the young '^ It suits me all the better." 

Hypatia. Curiosity prevailed, and he •• Will you turn into Regent's Park 

promised to make his appearance in before you go to your friend's? I 

Mrs. Seagraves's drawing-room that shan't see you any more perhaps." 

afternoon. •♦Come," said Ciiristmas, feeling 

••She didn't ask we," Nat Cramp son-y for Nat's condition of general 

said, as the ladies disappeared, escort- discomfiture. •• I am glad you gave 

iid by one or two men whom Clirist- me a chance of having a talk with you 

mas did liot know. *• I could have before you go. I know two or three 

told you beforehand that she wouldn't, people here and there in America, and 

Oh, no, sir— not likely! The ehurch I want to give you a few letters of in- 

of the future is all very fine, but will troduction : it may do you some good 

they ask a poorer member under their — anyhow a man can't have too many 

roof, sir? Tell me that!" friends in a new country." 

•• I don't see that your church of the •• You are my only friend," said Nat, 

future is very different from any of the effusively ; ** you saved my life, and do 

little congregations of the present or the you know I wish sometimes you hadn't 

past," said Christmas — ** in point of saved it? " 

liberality I mean. You appear to me "Saved your life? You mean that 

to wrangle over dogmas quite as much I was the cause 'of your nearly losing 

as your neighbors." your life.'^ 

•• She might as well have asked me •• You brought me out ol the waY6B. 

to-day though," Nathaniel continued, off-Durewoods pier " 
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Having awkwardly upset yoa into 
the waves off Dure woods pier.** 

**No, no,^* said Nat, with a wan 
:0mile. ** It*s very kind of you, but it 
won't dot It's very good of you to 
forgive me, but I must remember that 
it was in defending yourself against 
my stupid rudeness that you upset 
me. I'm not ungi'ateful. I try not to 
'be, though I am afraid sometimes I 
was born with a very ungrateful 
heart. If you only knew the things I 
think of sometimes! '* 

<«My good fellow, if we all only 
knew the things each of us thinks of 
sometimes, I suppose we should all be 
very angry with each other." 

•* But you are so happy. You have 
every tiling.*" 

By this time they were in Regent's 
Park, and in a place tolerably sequest- 
ered for the Sunday. 

«• In the name of the devil. Cramp," 
said Christmas, seating himself in one 
of the iron chairs, ** how do you know 
that I am happy? And why are you 
always going on as if I were some fa- 
vorite of fortune — some fellow born 
with a silver spoon in his mouth? I 
have my way to make as well as you, 
and I have neither kith nor kin; and 
I haven't a friend in the world but one 
kind woman, who knew my father be- 
fore I was born." 

•• I am unhappy," Nat pleaded ; •* I 
am not fit for my sphere; I was born 
for something better ; and 1 am con- 
demned to obscurity. A cloud hangs 
over me ; and then my life is darken- 
ed — there are hopeless obstacles! " 

Clu'istmas felt no doubt tliat he was 
'DOW approaching the tender subject 
of the love-affair, and he knew well 
enough that his friend only wanted to 
be allowed to pour out his griefs into 
some confidential ear. But Christmas, 
as we have already said, had a strong 
dislike to such confidences. They 
seemed to him unmanly and craven. 
He especially shrank from them among 
men. K he could voluntarily have 
made any confession of his own love- 
pains, it would probably have been to 
rsome kindly woman. But effusive 



confidences were not much in his 
way, and he did not want to hear Nat 
Cramp's story of his love and his dis- 
appointment, and the girl from Wig- 
more street whom Christoias's imag- 
ination had created as the cold and 
cruel lieroine of the romance. So he put 
away the subject of conversation and 
confidence thus ofi'ered to him, and he 
began to sj^eak of Nat'^ prospects in 
America and the people who might 
bo of service to him, and the letters he 
was to have, and at last they parted 
and Christmas knew nothing of the 
love-story of his blighted friend's 
life. 

It dj^ Christmas some good to ob- 
serve Nat Cramp's absurd weakness 
and egotism. ** I must do iuy best," 
he thought, '* not to make an idiot of 
myself, and go about the world whin- 
ing over my disappointments and 
wrongs, and trying to get people to 
pity me." 

He turned and looked back at poor 
Cramp's tall and stalwart though rath- 
er loosely-built figure, and thought he 
could see feebleness of character in 
his very walk as he slowly sauntered 
away amid jostling perambulators, 
nurseiy maids, long-legged privates 
of the cavalry, artisans carrying ba- 
bies, and lads smoking Sunday cigars. 
** I dare say I could be just as great a 
fool," Christmas thought, ** if I hadn't 
him for a warning;" and with this 
invigorating reflection he braced up^ 
his energies as with a tonic, and, de- 
termined to keep all brooding thoughts 
about himself as much as possible out 
of his head, he strode rapidly toward 
Portland Place. 

Mrs. Seagraves lived in a large 
handsome, old-fashioned house. She 
had a good deal of money, and she 
might be called in one sense a young 
widow. But no suitors came around 
her, for it was well known to all 
whom it might concern that Mrs. Sea- 
graves would never marry again. A 
young Scottish girl of good family, 
and with a marvellously slender in- 
come, she had attracted the attention 
of a more than middle-aofed barrister 
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from London, a Queen^s Counsel in The old masters which her husband 
large practice at the Parliamentary had collected were gradually being 
bar, who during a visit to Edinburgh edged out of their places by the reviv- 
was charmed first with Miss Isabel alisms of a newer school which claim- 
Cameron^s skating, and next with her ed an older origin. Round-faced Ma^ 
yivacious and deli^tful conversation, donnas, with no particular expression 
He married her and took her to I^on- about them, were impinged upon by 
don, |ind died ten years after, leaving gaunt demoiselles whose waists began 
her a considerable ibitune, which, immediately under tlieir arms, yvhose 
however, was to cease to be hers in gowns were of a dull tawny green^. 
the event of her taking a second hus- clinging to them like tlie wetted dra- 
band. Mrs. Seagraves had not the pery of Canova^s figures, and who> 
most remote idea of making any such generally bore lilies in their hands, 
sacrifice. She was very happy with Even tliese latter now were threaten- 
her freedom and her fortune ; and ed rather seriously by an invasion of 
with her usual brisk communicative- almond-eyed and weak-coffee-colored 
ness she told eveiy one the condition complexionedbeauties in robes as cling- 
on. which she had her money, and her ing, but of varied and gorgeous hues, 
determination not to forfeit the money who typified the contribution to Eu- 
for any of the children of Adam. So ropean decoration made by the art of 
she had no end of acquaintances and the land which had been until lately 
no beginning of suitors. Christmas Pembroke's home. 

Mrs. Seagraves's house was cram- Mrs. Seagraves's Sunday evening 
med with pictures, busts, books, curi- receptions were generally well attend- 
osities of all kinds, old cliina, J:ipa- ed, but chiefly by people whom no- 
nese fans, and such like. It might body ever saw anywhere else. They 
have reminded the visitor^ as ho en- had a sort of little fame in their way 
tered, of one of the curiosity sliops in — the power of which was exactly op- 
Holborn which Tiiackeray so loved, posite in its quality to that of tlie lieat 
The liistoi7 of the fads of a whole of a fire, and increased proportionate- 
generation or more miglit be traced ly witli the square of its distance from 
out by a careful excavation of the the source. The people even in Ca- 
contents of tliat building. Tlie inves- vendish Square probably had never 
tigator could dig^ijis way down through heard of them, but Frencli artists and 
stratum after stratum of whims em- poets had talked of tliem in Paris, and 
bodied in substantial remains. Mr. owing to tlie descriptions given by 
Seagi*aves had been fond of collecting several correspondents of the jour- 
pictures— old masters, or what he be- nals. New York was under the im- 
lieved to be such— old engravings, pression that Mrs. Seagi-aves's recep- 
and rare editions of books. He and tions were about the most remarkable 
his wife went to the East, and brouglit thing in London, while Chicago finfnly 
back a perfect store of shawls, pipes, believed them to be the princit)al ob- 
swords, and clothes of all kinds from ject of a visit to Europe. The people 
Turkey and Egypt. Mrs. Seagi-aves who went to them were not vapid 
took for a while to potichomania, then people at all events. Everybody was 
to photography, then to collecting more or less of an original ; had done 
postage-stamps, then to bicycles, then something remarkable, or at least 
to spiritualism and flower-drawings ridiculous; or had some theoiy or 
by spirits, then to old china, and then mission; or led some school or had 
to articles from Japan. If you want- just abandoned and renounced some 
ed the monuments of her energy and school ; or had views on life and the 
enterprise, you did not even need to hereafter, or the marriage contract, 
look round, for you could hardly help which the general run of his or her 
stumbling against them everywhere, neighbors did not share. 
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When Christmas entered the draw- of Christmas. Miss Sybil immedi: 

ing-room it so happened that the first ly looked away, and turned with herl 

objects which met his eyes were the side to the mirror. But presentlji 

sparkling eyes of Miss Sybil Jansen. Mrs. Seagraves glided amid her cling* 

She was standing up near the chim- ing draperies up to Christmas, and 

ney-piece talking to two or three per- saying, ** I am so glad yon have come 

sons, and with her back turned to the — I do so want to introduce yon," 

^oor. It was in the mirror over the drew him along by the hand, and pre^ 

-ohimney-piece that her eyes met those sented him to Miss Sybil Jansen. 
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CHAPTER XIII. in order to give names to tilings which 

"ENDYMION? " were not in existence even wlien Ap- 

R JOHN CHALLONER had a uleius wrote. So the genius of these 

house in one 'of the finest and gifted upholsterers had to supply them 

jst parts of South Kensington. It with mediaeval ways of constructing 

built of gray stone, or material articles of furniture and ornament of 

h looked like stone, and it raised which tlie middle ages knew nothing, 

lassive proportions above a wall The eflfect was highly pleasing and 

jne, and it had a broad carriage artistic to those who regarded things 

J. It stood with others in a pri- with properly tutored eyes, but to 

road which had gates and a those not so trained it was somewhat 

B, and a painted board stuck up angular, uncomfortable, and out of 

rarn everybody concerned that keeping. It gave to the uninitiated 

and tradesmen's carts were not something like the sort of impression 

ake a thoroughfare of that digni- which might have been produced by 

enclosure. Sir John Challoner's the spectacle of a noble guest in ar- 

e displayed a little square tower, . mor endeavoring to eat one of Gun- 

3lvidere, or some such erection on ter's ices through the bars of his hel- 

3of, and looked very fine and im- met. 

)c. albeit a trifle new, cold, and This house, however, had a fine 

e. Perhaps it would not be too library well fitted up, and it was in 

h to say that an intelligent ob- this library that Christmas Pembroke 

er might have seen modern finance found himself about five o'clock one 

revy outline of it. ^ March evening several months after 

the exterior looked rather new, the occurrences mentioned in the last 

furniture on the contrary looked chapter. Christmas now was a regu- 

old, or perhaps it would be more lar aUacMj if we may use the expres- 

•er to say did its veiy best to look sion, of the financial house of which 

Everything had been ordered Sir John Challoner was the head, and 
rdless of expense from upholster- his special occupation and province 
vho had a special gift for the re- was the supplying his chief with ideas 
1 of mediae valism. The necessity and facts on the subject of railway ex- 
onveying ideas compelled schol- tendon in Japan and in the East gen- 
while Latin was still the Ian- erally. Into this work Christmas had 
je of European culture, to intro- thrown himself wilfti tremendous en- 
I a great many mock-Lsitin words ergy, and he had developed a gi*eat 
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deal of talent and judgment. He of the house, and he went into the 

worked hard, partly out of gi'atitude library to wait for his chief. The 

to Sir John, who hiul been very kind lights were burning, there was a 

to him, partly because it was liis na- cheery fire on the hearth — the whole 

ture to throw his soul and energy into phice looked bright and inviting ; aud 

any task he undertook, and partly be- Christmas sat in a great easy chair, 

cause in the literal overtaxing of his which the spirit of medievalism had 

energies he found the best means of happily permitted to pass unclial- 

striving against the love which wtis lenged. aud he began to read over bis 

so hopeless. He was almost becom- manuscript again. Perhaps it was 

ing used to tliink of Marie Challouer the subject; perhaps it was the style; 

only as the daughter of liis chief, who perhaps it was the labor of the pre- 

was soon to mari*y a man^ of social vious sleepless night; perhaps all 

rank, and to make a figure in society, combined, that fell heavily upon tlie 

Marie herself he had not lately seen, lids and the senses of our young'hero. 

Her father left her with some friends Anyhow, after a while he lay back in 

in Paris when he returned from Pau, the chair, and the manuscript dropped 

and during tliree months or more from his hand, and he fell fiist asleep. 

Pembroke w:iS free of Sir John^s He sank into a confused dream, dur- 

house, and was often there, without ing which he passed from Japan to 

dread or Iiope of seeing her. She re- Durewoods, and from Durewoods U> 

turned in January, and made for a Saucelito in San Francisco bay, and 

few weeks some acquaintance with thence to tlie city, London, with all 

London society, but it so happened the time the rattling and the motion 

that just at tiiat time there were some of the London and Nortli western 

arrangements to be settled, some peo- railway dinning in his ear. Eveiy 

pie to be seen and talked to, in the now and then too Marie Challoner 

north of England, and Sir Joim en- came and looked at him, or from va- 

ti'usted the mission to Ghristmsis. rious disguises looked out upon him. 

When he returned to London Marie Once the floating goddess of his ceil- 

had gone into the counti*y on a short ing gazed down upon him with the 

visit to some of the family to which face and the eyes of Marie Challoner. 

Mr. Vidal belonged, and before she Then the form of the goddess and her 

returned Christmas had been sent off surroundings faded away, and only 

somewliere else. the eyes of Marie Challoner remained,. 

Thus it happened tliat when Christ- and there looked so fixedly, so pierce- 
mas came back to London on tliis par- ingly into his that in his dream he 
ticular evening he assumed tliat Miss said to himself if they continued thus 
Challoner was still in the countrv. to look at him, he must awake. And 
All the previous night he had sat up he did awake, and tliere, sure enough^ 
writing out a memorandum on one ojf were Marie Challoner's eyes turned 
the special subjects in which he was upon him. Before tliey could change 
concerned for Sir Jolin CImlloner's their expression he caught the look of 
use, and he got into the train at the kindness and of sometliing like corn- 
northern town whither he had been passion, and then he sprang up 
despatched about seven in tlie morn- ashamed of having been found asleep, 
ing. He reached London at four, and For Marie had returned home the 
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having gone to his, chambers, he then night before, and had entered the 

set out forthwith for South Reusing- library not knowing that he was there,, 

ton, believing that the librai7 there and saw him asleep in the chair, and 

was the most like1^|pace in which to could not help looking at him with 

find Sir John at sUtsh a time, and ea- eyes of kindly interest. He seemed 

ger to show him his work. so pale, she thought, and wasted — 

Sir John had not come in yet. very handsome, indeed, and far more 

Cliristxnas, as we have said, was free masculine in appearance than when 
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she saw him last, bnt so pale, and 
even in sleep so earnest and thought- 
ful! She did draw near, and even 
bend a little toward him, noting the 
lines of his face ; and she too was a 
little embarrassed when he awoke so 
suddenly. - 

*• Oh— Miss Challoner!" 

She held out her hand. "I have 
not seen you this long, long time!^^ 
she said. 

*'I am ashamed of having been 
found asleep,*' Christmas said, order- 
ing himself into composure ; " but the 
truth is that I was writing all last 
niglit '* (he stooped and picked up his 
manuscript), " and travelling all the 
day, and I came in here to wait for 
Sir John Chalioner, and so I fell 
asleep." 

** You were writing all nightP Are 
you becoming an author? I should 
be so glad." 

"Oh, no! only doing some work 
about railways and that kind of thing. 
You wouldn't care about it. I mean 
no lady would care about it." 

He thrust the manuscript rather con- 
fusedly into his pocket. 

'* You seem to me to have changed 
a great deal — and in such a short 
time," said Marie. 

•' I have been working pretty hard," 

said Christmas; **and I suppose I 

grow, as the little French conscript 

promised to do, in the presence of the 

^ enemy." 

" Have you heard from Miss Lyle 
lately? I think of her at this moment 
because the very last time I saw her 
she compared me to a French con- 
script going to the war. I remember 
it well. Now you compare yourself 
to a conscript in the war." 

"I didn't borrow the comparison, 
however," said Christmas, smiling in 
rather a constrained way. 

*• No, I don't mean that; but it is a 
coincidence, or an omen perhaps. Is 
real life then actually a sort of war? " 

** I suppose so ; but I like it." 

" You don't work too hard, I hope ? " 

**No — oh no. I can stand any 
quantity of work. It does me good." 



"But you were writing all last 
night. I am afraid you are over- 
worked," she said kindly, and making 
a sort of approach to the familiarijiy 
of their eai'lier acquaintanceship. 

"You are very kind," Christmas 
said ; " but I am really not at all over- 
worked." 

There was a pause. Both were 
standing. Christmas held the back 
of the chair in which he had been 
seated when she came in. 

" I hope," Marie said gently, " that 
you like papa." 

" Nobody ever had a kinder friend," 
Christmas replied, in a tone of genu- 
ine enthusiasm, and much relieved to 
be able to give full expression to his 
feelings on any subject. "I thank 
heaven for having sent me such a 
friend ; and I thank you too," he add- 
ed, in a tone of some diffidence. 

Marie slightly colored. " Then you 
really like him — ^I am so glad; but J 
knew you would." 

"Like him? " Christmas exclaimed.* 
" I only wish there was something I 
could do for him. Miss Chalioner — or 
sacrifice for liim : and he should see — 
and you — ^whetlier .1 liked him or 
not." 

" Indeed it makes me happy to hear 
you say so. You know that he and I 
have been always alone together, and 
we are so much attached to each oth- 
er. And now, up here in the world, 
I have begun to find out, or to guess, 
or suspect — I don't know how — 
that- 
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"To suspect what. Miss Chalio- 
ner?" 

"That— well, that papa has ene- 
mies ; or at least that there are peo- 
ple who don't like him. That seems 
so strange to me." 

" But every one has enemies ; evei'y 
one who is worth anything," Clirist' 
mas said, with genuine and youth- 
ful warmth. "Of course Sir JohD> 
has enemies! I should be sorry to 
hear that he hadn't. He has to deal 
every day with stupidity and cun- 
ning and crafb and selfishness, and 
he is determined to be trutiiful and 
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ontspoken and kind in spite of tlie **You are mistaken/* Marie said 

wiiolelotof tliem, and iiow could he warmly. "He is not by any means 

escape having enemies? Wiiy, Miss the frivolous person that some people 

Challoner, I know that his very kind- think him." 

ness to me lias made some fellows '* I don^t think him frivolous,** said 

jealous and angry." Christmas; **on the contrary, I think 

'* Has it really? Then I am glad him very shrewd." 

he has enemies — if such things make ** You say it in an unfriendly sort 

enemies." of way. I have heard it said, and 

•* You may be proud of it. I wish I read it everywhere, that women don't 

had the chance of dealing with some like each other; but I think men don't 

of his enemies,*' said Christmas, push- like each other." 

ing away his chair, and throwing out "I can't like people until I know 

his chest significantly. them very well," Christmas said. 

** I wish you had,*' Marie ans'* jred, " What is the good of that kind of lik- 

with the brightest smile that Lad yet ing?" 

come on her face; ** and I am delight- "I have liked people sometimes 
ed to think that he has such a friend, without knowing them very well," 
But don't work too hard. I hope we Dear Lady Disdain replied. ** I sup- 
shall see you often. We ought to be pose it is a mistake. Good evening, 
very friendly ; and we don't seem so Mr. Pembroke ; I am so glad to have 
friendly as we were. Do we? *' seen you." 

** Don't we?" She left the room, and Clu-istmas 

" No — ^I think not You seem to seated himself astride upon a chair, 

me older than you were, and changed and leaned his liands upon its back, 

a little. I don't know how. And you and his forehead upon his hands, and 

iiave not ever asked me how I liked gave himself up to torment of thought 

my long stay in France — or London He had offended her who was so 

life — or anything." friendly and good ; he had been guilty 

** Have I not? Well, I have not of the meanness of speaking against 

had a great many opportunities. Will the man who perhaps would prove to 

you tell me all about it now?" be her accepted lover. He had been 

But at that moment, when they very near betraying his own sad se- 

were both softening into something cret, and in any case she must now 

like friendly ease, a servant entered despise him. What reason iiad he to 

the librai-y and told Miss Challoner sneer at Vidal? Merely becjiuse Vi- 

that Mr. Vidal had called and was in dal was rich and of good family, and 

tiie drawing-room. was loved by her. **0h, good God! " 

Marie colored slightly for the sec- he groaned audibly — "loved by her!" 

ond time. "You know Mr. Vidal?" Then he sprang from his chair and 

she said, turning to Christmas. walked up and down the librai7, 

" I see him often. I don't know stopping strangely enough every now 

him very well.** and then to look at names on the 

" He is very clever — don't you backs of books, and suddenly finding 

think?" himself thus vacuously engaged, and 

" I believe so — he talks very well, wondering what he was looking at, 

and a great deal." and walking up and down the room 

" He is very much liked,*' Marie again. " Oh, but he is not worthy of 

said tentatively. her," he repeated to himself, ti*ying to 

" Liked? by whom. Miss Challoner?" cheat himself into the belief tliat that 

" By people in general, I mean." alone was his reason for disparaging 

"Yes, I should suppose so," Christ- Vidal. "He couldn't appreciate her; 

mas answered carelessly. "I should it isn't in him. He's a man about 

think he, now, hasn*t any enemies. **^*^ town ; a man of the world ; a specu- 
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lator for the excitement of making 
money. He wouidn't care if he ruin- 
ed half a population so long as he did 
a clever thing on the Stock Exchange. 
Aristocrat.^ Is that aristocratic — to 
be a Stock Exchange gambler, and to 
manage theatres, and to fix the sal- 
ai'ies of ballot girls ? Talent — culture ? 
Is talking about old teapots and show- 
ing women how their milliners ought 
to make their dresses — is that talent 
and culture? Yes; he is of society, 
and he may make love to her, and 
will maiTy her, I suppose — and I may 
not even think of her! " 

Then he asked himself bitterly what 
use there would be in thinking of a 
girl who loved somebody else; and 
wiiether it was not handsome conduct 
on his part toward Sir clohn Challoner 
to go on in this way secretly railing 
at his daughter's accepted lover. 
•* Tliey say it is a fine ennobling thing, 
love," he said to himself with grim 
irony. **Ifinditso! It's turning me 
into the meanest, most jealous, most 
pitiful cad!" 

He went quietly out of the library. 
As he passed into the hall he heard 
the sound of music coming from the 
drawing-room; and then the music 
suddenly stopped, and he heard two 
or three voices in conversation, one 
of which was that of Marie. Mr. Vi- 
dal, then, was not the pnly visitor. 
"What is it to me? what do I care?" 
he murmured to himself; and he left 
the house unperceived, glad that not 
^ even a servant had seen him. 

When he got into the street he 
walked along for a considerable dis- 
tance witliout having any idea of a 
particular destination or knowing what 
he meant to do with himself. He had 
n'ot dined and did not think about din- 
ing. He turned into Kensington Gar- 
dens, and sat there for a while vacant- 
ly observing tlie lights through the 
trees in the direction whence he had 
come, and wondering— afB^r the im- 
memorial fashion of the homeless — 
whether in all the houses there were 
any creatures Jis unhappy as himself. 
For he felt himself homeless. His 



heart, his affections, his ambition, had 
no home. The sight of Marie Chal- 
loner that day and the words he had 
exchanged with her had upset all his 
system of self-discipline. He had been 
scliooling himself of late into a sort 
of iron self-control, and had been ap- 
plying himself to work and study with 
a positive ferocity of energy, and he 
had even begun to fancy himself 
cured; and five minutes' talk with her 
^they two alone^iad brought his fit 
again, and banished all reason. " What 
am I to do? " he asked of his torment- 
ed mind. ** Tliis can't go on — ^I could 
not stand it — I must break down in 
some way. Should I tell Sir John 
Challoner all — all — aijd beg of him to 
pity me, and let me go back to Japan, 
and not to tell Miss Lyle — and not to 
tell her? No— I'll not do that yet. 
I'll ti-y to bear it — I'll make myself 
bear it — I'll cure myself of this mad- 
ness somehow — ^anyhow ! I'll not give 
in!" 

He jumped up and left Kensington 
Gardens. He had of late been accus- 
tomed to spend his nights in the most 
eccentric way when he was not work- 
ing or engaged with Sir John Chal- 
loner. He kept absolutely aloof from 
acquaintances, and his whim was to 
rano^e London streets in all directions 
untiLsonie far advanced hour of the 
night. He wandered anywliere, as 
the fit took him. He turned into a 
West End theatre, perhaps, and re- 
mained there until he was tired of the 
performance, which was generally 
very soon;* and then, perhaps, he 
wandered away until he found him- 
self near an East End music saloon, 
and he went in there and had a little 
rest, and took to the road again. He 
spent evenings in the regions round 
Leicester Square, and supped at French 
or Italian restaurants among conspir- 
ators and Communists. Sometimes 
he explored the haunts of the Italian 
organ-grinders in the Hatton Garden 
reofion. He found himself sometimes, 
with a sense of old acquaintanceship, 
drawn from his memories of San Fran- 
cisco, among the Chinese of the low-ly- 
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ing regions of the far East End. He But the exile retamed was cold and 

talked to anybody and everybody ; it re- melancholy, and his presence always 

lieved him to talk to people he did not had a gloom and a chill about it; his 

know, while he shunned any manner shadow darkened the household hearth: 

of companionship with any of his ac- and the dog — his own favorite dog — 

quaintances. He used to walk miles always so loving and faithful — would 

and miles, and return quite wearied not recognize him, or come near him, 

to his chambers, where, when he lit but growled and shrank away at his 

his lamp, his painted goddess smiled approach. In the end it came out 

down upon him with her smile of that the youth was really dead — lying 

vapid and provoking self-conscious- dead far away — and this gloomy and 

ness. These nightly excursions were gruesome visitor was but a spirit of 

his only period of anything like rest, evil who, for some malign purpose, 

his nearest approach to enjoyment, had put on his likeness. Where had 

To this had his great holiday in Lon- she read that uncanny story? Why 

don alreadv come! did she think of such nonsense now.^ 

This night, however, after he had ** I am sure I never could have been 

sat in Kensington Gardens, he did not deceived by any goblin,*^ she said to 

set out on one of his familiar and pur- herself, putting herself unconsciously 

poseless tramps. Some idea seemed for the moment in the place of the 

to have struck him, and it was then sweetheart. 

that he jumped up and went his defi- Anyhow the strange and shadowy 

nite way. change in the relationship between 

Meanwhile Marie Challoner had for herself and her handsome protege of 
her part been disturbed in a vague Dure woods — the boy whom she took 
way by her talk with him. It was charge of that first night—puzzled and 
strange the sort of barrier which seem- pained her. She seemed to have lost 
ed to stand up between them now. A something that helped to make life 
Dvo&d distance appeared to have sud- friendly and bright. London now ap- 
lenly opened to divide them. What peared to have become very lonely, 
jiad become of the bright, clever She went to -see her visitors — ^Mr. Vi- 
youth, to whom she meant to be so dal and one of his friends — with a 
j^ind, and with whom she had sworn good deal of inward reluctance, and 
wtt eternal friendship? Only a few she never listened with less interest to 
'«\'eeks, it seemed to her, had passed VidaPs talk or his music, and she was 
sinoe she ^reamed that she was made very glad when they had gone. Then 
a princess, an<t that she had given she passed the library door and look- 
some brilliant appointment to Christ- ed in, and seeing no one there she 
mas Pembroke. Now she found that went in, and resolved to wait there 
she could hardly even be friendly with for her father. He always sat there 
him. He was the same surely— and for a while before dinner, 
yet not like the same at all. It re- She had not long to wait, for Sir 
.minded her of some grim old stoi^y John Challoner presently came in, 
she had read — an uncanny story sug- and she rose with her light vigorous 
gestive of shuddering — about a youth movement — the healthful, energetic 
who left his home, atid after a while movement which fathers gladden to 
there came a being who said he was the see — and ran to meet him. 
youth, and who looked like him, and ** Mr. Pembroke has been here» 
knew all the things the youth ought papa." 

to have known, and could answer ** He has returned then? He often 

every question the youth ought to have comes and reads here — at least he has 

answered, and so was accepted by the often done so. Was Ronald Vidal?" 

parent — aye, and even by the sweet- ** Yes ; he has just gone ; and Mr. 

heart! — as the wanderer come home. Lycett " 
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** Lycett of the Foreign Office? " he has his way to make, Marie. He 

'* Yes ; he who dined here one day must get money, dear, and he has the 

lately." good sense to know it. Young fellows 

•*Oh, yes — ^young Lycett. How do don't usually acknowledge any such 

you like him, Marie?" necessity — think it unpoetic and un- 

** Very well — ^I think." romantic, I dare say — ^as you do, Ma- 

**I don^t see anything in him, Ma- rie, in your secret heart. Confess! " 

I'ie. Vidal thinks a great deal of him. " I have not thought much about it. 

His father is a man of some brains; I suppose it has to be done. Then 

but I confess I don^t see much in the that bright, poetic boy is changing al- 

son." ready into a grim and grasping mon- 

Marie's thoughts were not in young ey-maker? I am so soiTy — ^I liked 

Mr. Lycett evidently. Suddenly slie him so much. Is money worth all 

aaid : that? is life worth it? " 

*• Don't you think he has greatly " My dear child, if you were a man, 

changed, papa? " you would find — and indeed you'll find 

•• Who, my dear?" it soon enough, although a woman — 

** Mr. Pembroke. He doesn't seem that when people of spirit and energy 

like the same being to me — the same go into a game they play it to win. 

that he was when we first knew him." They play to win! They can't help 

** Well, Marie, he has become a it." 
man of business since tlien — and a very "So Mr. Vidal always says. lam 

good man of business too ; and we grow sorry — ^I think I could keep out of such 

iiolemn down in the city, you know, a game." 

Men's minds are kept on the strain ** Keep out of it — perhaps. I don't 
there, and boys soon turn into men." say you might not do that, Marie; but 
•* But it never seems to have any of once having gone in, you can't keep 
that effect upon you, nor upon Mr. from playing your very best." 
Vidal. You are always cheerful ; and " And that is what he has come to 
lie is always full of talk and spirits already — so soon! I never could have 
tind nonsense." expected that! It was I, papa, was it 
"I am an old soldier, Marie, and not, who first begged of you to put 
used to it — ^I take things coolly now. Mr. Pembroke in tlie way *to make a 
Vidal is only, after all, a sort of vol- career for himself? I wish I hadn't 
unteer on the staff— lie hasn't any sense done so— I do indeed! Wiiat is the 
of responsibility. He only goes into making of some money in com pad- 
financial matters for the amusement son to the free, fresh life he has left 
of the thing, to occupy himself. But behind? I would rather live on next 
it is different with our young friend to nothing and look at the world, like 
Pembroke." Dioue Lyle, from a balcony, and love 
" Why is it so different with him ? " tlie sunshine and the trees, and the 
'* To begin with, he is new to the stars and the poets, and have delicious 
(thing, and of course he throws his dreams of something better tlian all 
soul into it strenuously — ^you should this — and be happy and poor." 
43ee how ten-ibly earnest he can be **You never were poor, my dear," 
where business is concerned. He has Sir John said, smiling at her earnest- 
often sat up all night writing out a ness ; ** and I suspect that he was — as 
memorandum wliich would have been I was. Dione Lyle moralizes poeti- 
in time enough a week after." cally over life, with a substantial bal- 
•*Yes; he told me he had been ance at her banker's, I dare say. Be- 
wi-iting all last night." sides, Marie— to tell you the full truth, 
"Just so; I never saw any young dear — you mustn't blame our hard city 
fellow who could so completely bury ways for all the change that you may 
himself in business. Then, you know, see in young Pembroke. There are 
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other emotions which impel young 
men to make money besides the ac- 
cursed thirst for gold, my dear.^' 

'*Oh, yes; I know. Ambition, of 
course — the central sun of evei^body's 
universe now, I believe." 

**No, Marie; not ^Ao^. Ambition, I 
fancy, our young friend rather re- 
nounces." 

«« Then what is it, dear? '* 

** A handsome impressionable youth 
of three-and-twenty ; and you ask 
what is his prevailing emotion! I 
thought you read poetry, Marie, and 
that you still made use of our sub- 
scription to Mudie^s." 

Sir John looked quietly but veiy at- 
tentively at his daughter. She did 
certainly color a little, and her eyes 
drooped, but no girl of her age hears 
any allusion to love without some 
such passing tribute. She looked up 
immediately, and answered almost as 
if carelessly : 

"Oh, tliat is the cause then? The 
sweet youth's in love 1 I never thought 
of that. He always seemed to me so 
like a mere boy." 

** I believe there is something of the 
kind going on, Marie. I don't pay 
much attention to these things, and 
people don't consult me vei-y often 
about them; but I believe there is 
something. Mrs. Seagraves has hint- 
ed to me, as I dare say she will to you, 
dear." 

•* I dare say she will. Is she her- 
self the object of his vows? " 

"Nonsense, Marie." 

•• Really I didn't know. Who is the 
lady? Do I know her? is her name a 
seci^t?" 

" I don't suppose there is any secret 
about it. You don't know her, though 
you may have seen her. Did you ever 
hear of Miss Sybil Jansen? " 

" Sybil Jansen ? Oh, yes ; a woman 
who makes speeches at meetings? 
But that can't be — that is too ridicu- 
lous ! Isn't she very old ? and doesn't 
she Wear spectacles and brandish a 
cotton u m brel la ? " 

".She is very young and pretty, I am 
told, and she has bewitched our yoting 



Japanese. So tliey say at least. I 
needn't tell you, Marie, that this is 
pot to be spoken of or hinted at by 
you." 

" Papa ! As if I would — -'* 

" Well, dear, you girls don't al- 
ways know, I suppose, what you 
would or would not, and so it is right 
to give you a word of warning in time. 
I need hardly say that I don't like this 
poor young fellow to take up with a 
girl like that; but he hasn't breathed 
a word to me as yet. I dare say he 
will soon — if there is anything in it." 

"And what will you say if he 
does?" 

" I shall ^ve him just the same ad- 
vice as if he were my own son. I 
shall tell him that I think he is too young 
to many, and tliat he ought to secure 
a position for iumself first, and give 
himself time, and see if he knows his 
own mind. I shall tell him frankly 
that to man*y a girl with such opin- 
ions and such a kind of distinction 
around her will be practically the sac- 
rifice of all his social prospects. You 
can't drag a woman like that into 
good society — it's out of the question." 

" But if he — if he cares about her," 
Marie asked, with hesitancy, and with- 
out looking at her father — *• if he 
thinks her worth such a sacrifice — it is 
not much surely. Why should he 
care about society ? " 

"Veiy good. If he understands 
the sacrifice, and is willing to make 
it, that is enough ; but he ought to be 
told plainly what it is — he doesn't 
know anything about English life." 

" And if he should persevere — ^if he 
really does care about her — that would 
not change you to him, papa? You 
would not cease to be his friend? I 
certjvinly should not." 

" No, dear. Ho may maiTy whom 
he will, for me." 

"You don't mean that you don't 
care — that you will take no interest in 
him after? " 

"No, Marie. He shall have my 
friendship always — and yours, I hope. 
Any woman he marries shall be re- 
ceived by me." 
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*• And by me," Marie said empbati- 
«ally. •• I doa't care what her opin- 
ions are, or whether she makes speech- 
es, I shall like her because of him — at 
least I shall try to like her." The last 
words she spoke rather sadly. 

" So shall I. But we can only speak 
for ourselves, dear ; and you won't al- 
ways be able to speak even for your- 
self, I suppose. Well, there is the 
story. Give it an understanding; but 
no tongue ! Keep it to yourself until 
I remove the bar of silence and secre- 
sy; and now go and dress for dinner. 
Ton see that the city isn't all to blame 
if young men grow a little grave and 
pale sometimes." 

**I should like to see her,'' said 
Marie thoughtfully. «* Can't we get 
to see her?" She meant Miss Jan- 
sen. 

"Easily — if you care to go to one 
of Mrs. Seagraves's- Sunday after- 
noons." 

•• I don't much care for Mrs. Sea- 
graves. She is too ridiculous. She 
doesn't even amuse me any more. 
But I like her brother, for all his non- 
sense about kings and divine right; 
and I hope he won't get himself killed 
in Spain. Do you know, papa, I think 
if Captain Cameron were to ask me to 
marry him, I should have to say yes." 

" My dear, how can you talk in that 
way ? " 

•* Yes, I think I should have to ac- 
cept him. Could you give him a hint, 
dear? Would it be proper? " 

"Marie! I don't like to hear you 
talk such nonsense. What do you 
mean? " 

" Women are not generally sup- 
posed to have much meaning, I be- 
lieve, in what they say. But I have 
some meaning too. I think Captain 
Cameron is the only real man I know 
— of the unmarried I mean. He 
seems to have some purpose in life fit 
for a man — he has not surrendered 
his existence to the making of money 
r the chasing of butterflies." 
Butterflies, Marie?" 
Silly and frivolous tastes, then. I 
don't know which I dislike tlie more. 
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the work or the play of the agreeable 
gentlemen whom we count among 
our friends. In tiieir business moods 
they are precocious usurers : in their 
hours of idleness they are ladies' 
maids a little overgi*own." 

Sir John looked up at his daughter 
in some surprise. He had always en- 
couraged her to talk out her mind as 
she pleased. And he had often seen 
her in satirical moods. But she seem- 
ed more bitterly in earnest now than 
was usual with her. 

" I should have known even if you 
hadn't told me of Vidal's bejng here 
to-day, Marie." 

"In deed, -dear! How should you 
have known it? " 

" By your outburst against frivolous 
youth. I suppose he was trying to 
amuse you afler his own fashion. I 
really must let him know what a wise 
young person we have here, and re- 
commend him to keep his levities for 
young ladies of feebler mould." 

" I think they would suit old ladies 
still better, papa. I don't know any- 
body who would make a better attend- 
ant for a careful old maid of quality 
with a taste for discolored laces and 
cracked china." 

Sir John Challoner never lost his 
temper, and would not let even liis 
daughter see that he could be annoy- 
ed by anytliing a woman could say. 
For though he adored his daughter, as 
his daughter, he no more considered 
her a creature equal to man than a 
lady who loves her toy terriers believes 
that toy terriers stand in the order of 
creation as high as West End ladies. 

" You don't understand Vidal yet, 
my dear," he said kindly. ** I don't 
wonder. His is a vei-y complex cliar- 
acter — women don't readily make it 
out. But you will see some day— be- 
fore long, I hope— that he has some- 
thing in him." 

Marie ventured no further then, and 
was sorry she had ventured so far. 
She went to dress for dinner, feeling 
miserably out of humor with tlio 
world, and not knowing why. She 
sat for a lonjr time listlpc«! in lior roon,. 
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thinking what a stapid thing life was, 
and liow mean people^s pursuits and 
ambitions seemed to be, and moraliz- 
ing over existence in general, as 
young men and women always do 
when they are unwilling to confess to 
themselves that it is only some par- 
ticular existence which concerns them. 
Many things, however, she acknowl- 
edged to herself, had disappointed her. 
She was sorry that he too should be 
going in for the making of money — 
that he too was going to turn out like 
all the rest — •* he too " being Christ- 
mas Pembroke; for she really had 
liked him always, she said. Mr. Yi- 
dal's conversation had been especially 
out of tune with her mood that dav, 
and she did not like to hear her father 
lay such stress on the necessity of 
making money. She used to hear but 
little of such talk from him at Dure- 
woods. She began to have a shadowy, 
half-acknowledged idea, that her fa- 
ther making holiday at Durewoods 
was a different person from Sir John 
Challoner, the successful financier, in 
his ordinary life in London. 

Besides — for she was a vei^y clever 
girl, with eyes of keen intelligence — 
she began to think that people in gen- 
eral did not respect her father as she 
respected him — for the qualities which 
she desired to respect in him. She 
did not like the way in which Ronald 
Vidal commonly spoke to him, or of 
him. The young man greatly admired 
Sir John, and looked up to him evi- 
dently, but only as an eager young 
adventurer looks up to a master in the 
craft. That was not the sort of admir- 
ation Marie would have wished to 
see. In a vaguer way, too, her wo- 
manly susceptibility to slight impres- 
sions, and her womanly observation 
of trifling shades of difference between 
one thing and anotlier, were teaching 
her already somewhat of the lesson 
which Sir John Challoner himself had 
frankly explained to Christmas — that 
a man with plenty of money may be 
in society without exactly being of it. 
All these thouglits were pressing on 
her when she suddenly and unexpect- 



edly came upon Christmas Pembroke 
in tlie library that day, and while his 
changed appearance and his seeming 
growth of years repressed her and 
kept her at a distance, she felt her 
heart open warmly to him as he spoke 
with such generous devotion of her fa- 
ther. Here at least, she thought, is 
genuine friendship and real sympathy 
— here is, thank Heaven, an unspoiled 
human heait. And now, behold, he 
too was grubbing in the city for money 
like the rest; and he was in love with 
a girl who screamed on platforms for 
woman^s rights ! Against such trials 
that day Dear Lady Disdain could at 
first find no rampart but in her dis- 
dain. She seemed to be in a fair way 
now of earning her nickname. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

SEEKING A PLIANT HOUB. 

Was Sir John Challoner then mis- 
taken when he believed that in his 
daughter-s eyes and nature he could 
read the evidence of a slumberins: 
spirit of ambition and energy which 
could be aroused and made to play with 
fervor the game which has social suc- 
cess for its stake? Was Dione Lyle 
mistaken? Was Ronald Vidal, who 
was of society and knew life, and who 
really admired the girl, and believed 
that if she would marry him she could 
be trained into making him a splendid 
wife? As a younger son Vidal was 
determined to marry for money, and 
had long looked about among Man- 
chester manufacturers and Liverpool 
merchant princes for a presentable 
daughter, content even with such a 
prospect; and he now sprang with 
eagerness at the chance of so hand- 
some and brilliant a girl as Marie 
Chall€mer. Were these all mistaken 
in belieVing tliat she had spirit and 
ambition? Wjvs she really made by 
nature only to be a happy shepherdess 
of Arcadian Durewoods? 

Pi'obably they were not mistaken. 
But Sir John Challoner perhaps was 
unwise when he sounded the praises 
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and the glories of ambition too much was.^' Mere costliness did npt impress 
in advance. Everybody knows how a her as it still impressed him. She 
pradent mother secures her son had always seen money freely spent 
against captivation at the hands of around her, and she never thought 
some pretty girl who is likely to be about it. Dione Lyle^s little house at 
thrown in his way. She praises and Purewoods charmed her with its pic- 
puffs the girl so much in anticipation, turesqueness and its serene artistip 
and so excites his curiosity and eager- taste, but her father^s great new man- 
ness about her, that when at length he sion in Kensington chilled her almost 
43ees her he is certain to be disappoint- from the first. If every one is born 
ed. Sir John Challoner had piqued either an Aristotelian or a Platonist, 
and roused Marie's expectatioiis too so everybody, be he king or be he cob- 
much on the subject of ambition, bier, is born of the artist or the bour- 
When she saw it she was disappoint- geois class. Marie was of the former 
«d. It seemed a poor thing, such am- class, as her father was of the latter, 
bition as he could show her. She had and she could not help looking on all 
seen very little of London society as things in life, great and little, from 
jet, but she was quick to form impres- the artistic point of view. The career 
sions, and she was disappointed. If which her present life seemed to open 
her father had been a great Parlia- to woman's ambition had nothing pic- 
mentary leader and had eminent pub- turesque or thrilling, in a word, 
lie men around him, Marie would nothing artistic about it. 
probably have warmed to the large All this produced its effect upon her 
4ind thrilling game of life in which mind, and its effect, combined with 
they were engaged. If he had been in still newer things, shaped itself in 
the centre of a circle of literature and thoughts more or less distressing and 
art, and she had listened to the talk melancholy as she was dressing for 
of historians and poets and novelists dinner on that day while Christmas 
and painters, she might have felt the Pembroke was devouring his way 
ambition to be the queen or the prin- through London streets and thinking 
cess of such a coterie. But Sir John's of her. One thought was perhaps up- 
Parliamentary colleagues were only permost in her mind, the idea that she 
men who used the House of Commons at least would be a friend to any ^rl 
as a place in which to push their vari- whom Christmas Pembroke loved, 
ous ** interests." The one or two More than once the tears came into 
peers who came on familiar terms to the generous eyes of Dear Lady Dis- 
S'lr John's dinner-table were promot- dain as she determined on doing hero- 
ed bankers. Ronald Yidal's father ic things to befriend that pair and 
Lad not yet been persuaded to give his make them happy. How very happy 
presence. The ambition was an am- he must be, she thought, to have found 
bition to push financial and railway the one he loves so soon, and to be 
schemes, and to make money. The loved by her. And she too — she must 
people seemed to Marie stupid, the be very happy, and must love him. 
*♦ interests "peddling and vulgar. Even *♦ I will tell her." thought Dear Lady 
when she still almost shrank from the Disdain, *• some day — how I liked him 
expectation, she had expected some- — from the very first." 
thing infinitely finer and more nobly Generous resolves within ouraelves 
alluring than this. The very house beget generous construction of others, 
they lived in, which Sir John believed Marie began to believe that Christmas 
to be imposing and superb, impressed was really working in the city only 
her with a sense of something crude, for his love, and not for mere greed of 
false, and almost vulgar. money-making. She softened toward 
Sir John said well when he said to him, and she became more and more 
her, **You never were poor; and I anxious to see Miss Sybil Jansen. 
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Sir John had two or three heavy **No, I don^t know; but wfiat did 

men and tlieir wiv^s to dine that day, she do? " 

and they went away early, and then ** She took a liking to hear little 
he took his daughter to an evening Sybil, and got some one to take her to 
party. Mr. Vidal was there, and was a lecture somewhere. When it was 
looking very handsome and brigh\ over somebody offered to present Miss 
and was talking to everybody. He Sybil, and the old lady blandly con- 
soon found his way to Marie^s side, sented. So the poor girl was brought 
and seemed anxious to make himself up, and Lady Jervis calmly studied 
conspicuous by his attentions to her. her through her eyeglass, and then 

Suddenly Marie broke in upon some said, ' Miss Ja,n$en, if you were my 

criticism he was offering upon the daughter, Vd whip you and send you to 

music to which she had not been listen- bed ! ^ ^^ 

ing: ** What a detestable and ciniel old 

•* Mr. Vidal, you know everybody, woman! Yet I don't know that it was 

Do you know a lady — a Miss Sybil not better to speak in that way than to 

Jansen ? '^ praise the poor girl to her face — oh, I 

** Sybil Jansen? Oh, yes; certainly, know from what you have said tliat 

I have met her often/' you did praise her to her face!-^aud 

** Indeed. Then you know her?" then make a jest of her. I suppose 

** You say I know everybody ! I she is very much in earnest. I think 

have met ^iss Jansen at one or two now that I should like her." 

places. She is a sort of person whom *' No ; you wouldn't care about her." 

some people take up, you know. You '* I mean to see her and to make her 

must go to the right place to meet her. acquaintance, for all that." 

People who like curiosities and so on ** That will be easily done if yoa 

sometimes make a point of paying her really wish to know her, and Sir Joiin 

some attention. You wouldn't meet doesn't object. But I don't think lie 

her here." cares much about speech-making wo- 

"Is she pretty, or is she clever? men, does he?" 

Tell me something about her." " Speech-making women seem to 

** She is pretty in a sort of way. She you a class something like dancing 

has nice eyes and teeth, I think — a dogs," said Marie, 

pale little girl-; very young, and with " Well, Dr. Johnson did make some 

her little head turned rather by self- sort of comparison like that, didn't 

conceit and the notion that she has a he?" Vidal asked, 

mission." Marie dropped the conversation, or 

'* Slie makes speeches — does she indeed, to describe matters more prop- 
speak well?" ^ erly, shook it off. It offended her to 

** Yes, I think so — for that sort of hear any earnest attempt of an enthu- 
thing. I don't care about women's siastic woman talked of in such a man- 
speeches — in public I mean. Miss ner. ** I had rather a thousand times 
Challoner. She talks like a little be a man who could fall in love with 
whirlwind : would give you a head- her," she thought, " than a man who 
ache to hear much of it, I should could only laugh at her. Why should 
think." she be laughed at? She is trying to 

*« Did you ever tell her what you do some good in the world : and / am 

thought of her speaking? " not. She has some purpose in living 

**Well, no; not exactly. That beyond making money and getting 

would be rather rude, wouldn't it? I into society. I don't see any other 

haven't quite the courage of old Lady purpose in most of the people I 

Jervis — the old woman; mother of know." 

tlie young fellow. Sir Dudley Jervis ; Perhaps if Ronald Vidal had great- 

IfOttknow." ly praised Miss Jansen Marie might 
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have been more inclined to doubt her 
mission and her merits. But with all 
his supposed knowledge of women, 
Mr. Vidal went wrong in assuming 
that every girl likes to hear other girls 
spoken of with contempt. He quite 
misunderstood Marie Clialloner at all 
events, for she always had the gener- 
ous weakness which inclines one to de- 
fend the assailed even without much 
inquiry into the merits oi the question. 
If the nature of woman always loves 
to exercise itself in contradiction, as 
people say, the contradiction wliicli 
Dear Lady Disdain found herself 
tempted to indulge in was only that 
wliich speaks up for the weak or the 
unpopular. 

Ronald Yidal saw that he had not 
quite pleased Marie by his criticism 
of Miss Jansen, whom he would have 
praised witli the greatest readiness if 
lie had known that it would give her 
any gratification. He was a good-na- 
tured young man, who never cared to 
injure anybody; but he* generally 
found tliat conversations are more 
freely carried on by means of censure 
than by means of praise. His active 
mind, seeking everywhere for knowl- 
edge of persons, liad led him to where 
Miss Jansen was to be heard — and of 
course he took care to be presented to 
her, and no doubt he had praised her 
to her face and disparaged her (he 
was not much given to laugliter, and 
had very little sense of humor) behind 
her back. But it is only fau* to say 
that he would liave pointed out the 
defects of his own sister with equal 
openness. Marie Challoner was proba- 
bly tlie only woman who impressed 
him with any sense of genuine respect 
and admiration. He greatly enjoyed 
talking scandal to other women, as he 
liked time-bargains with men or chaff 
witli actresses ; but he came to Marie 
always with better hopes and topics. 

This night he had evidently had tlie 
hint wliich Sir John Challoner prom- 
ised to give him. He left Marie dis- 
creetly, for a while after the talk about 
Miss Jansen, but he contrived to come 
near her again before long. 



•* So glad to find you again," he 
said; and he managed to intercept 
others who were near her. ** I have 
something to tell you — stay, here is a 
chair — in this quiet corner." 

Marie was afraid perhaps that she 
had boon a little abrupt in the matter 
oi Miss Jansen, ana she welcomed 
him with a propitiatory smile, and 
took the chair which heir was offering 
to her. 

**I am going to do something at 
last,'"' he said — «* something definite I 
mean. I think you will approve of 
it. I am going to start upon a regu- 
lar career in public life." 

** Oh ! I am very glad ; I think you 
are doing quite right. Every man of 
talent ought to do something of the 
kind." 

"Thank you," he said, much more 
warmly than tiie implied compliment 
deserved, and evidently determined to 
make the most of it. •• Thank you ! 
You are very kind and encouraging. 
Yes, tliere is an opening — did you hear 
them talking of it to-night? — in Lord 
Barbican^s borough — and there would 
be a chance for some one who would 
come boldly forward, on thoroughly 
independent principles, and try to get 
the seat out of the hands of the insuf- 
ferable Barbican family. One runs a 
risk and makes enemies of course ; but 
I don^t care. Tou see, it's this 
way." 

And then he drew a chair beside 
her, and began to give her an account 
of how Lord Barbican and his family 
had for generations domineered over 
the borough, and how there was a 
good chance now, with the ballot, of 
wresting the representation from 
them, if a really independent candi- 
date came forward who was not afraid 
of thQ Barbicans. Every woman 
warms to the prospect of a combat, 
and feels some interest in the cham- 
pion who runs most risk ; and Vidal 
soon saw a sparkle of ambition and 
encouragement in Marie's eye. Be- 
fore he had talked to her very long 
she began to regai'd the borough as a 
sort of Andromeda, Jjord Bnrbioan 
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A devoariDg sea-monster, and the tmth is, Challoner spoiled me — ^your 

handsome Ronald Vidal as a rescuing father spoiled me ! ^^ 

Perseus. He did certainly look veiy **I am sorry to hear that my father 

handsome, and he talked, she thouglit, has spoiled anybody ! ** 

very eloquently. Perhaps she had "I don't mean seriously, of xsourse; 

really then misunderstood and under- but he has such a head for business, 

valued him. Perhaps the levity was and finance, and all that; and he al- 

but the indolence of a gallant spirit ways told me I had too; and he is 

waiting for its opportunity. Perhaps such a thorough man of the world, 

it was once more a Sardanapalus you know ; and has such a tongue that 

rushing from his revel to the battle, he can make people do whatever he 

<»r Prince Hal renouncing Eastcheap to likes. I never saw such a fellow to 

offer challenge to Harry Hotspur, talk people over as Challoner is— 

Marie*s rather vague ideas of political never, I give you my word." 

contests happily enabled her to con- Certainly this was not the sort of 

template the coming struggle for Lord panegyric which Marie would have 

Barbican^s borough with other eyes cared to hear pronounced upon her 

than those of an election agent. father. 

** I thought you would approve of "I know so little of these things," 

this," he said, in a low, appealing she said, rather coldly. **I always 

tone. lived so much out of the world down 

** Mr. Vidal, it gives me great at Durewoods. My father always ap- 

pleasure ''' peared to me in so different a light! I 

**I have been thinking of it this don't recognize him in your praise 

long time, and especially since that even,^r. Vidal." 

first day when we walked up the hill " Of course," said Vidal, *• our fa- 

among the trees at Durewoods. Do thers always appear to us in an ideal 

you remember? " light. It's a merciful dispensation of 

•* I remember the walk," Marie Providence. We could never get on 

answered, a little pleased, despite of if we regarded our fathers and mo- 

herself, to know that he remembered thers as ordinaiy human beings. But 

it. you must not mind my nonsense. Miss 

" Well, we talked then of political Challoner." 
life and ambition, and you seemed to •*! don't mind it at all, Mr. Vidal." 
encourage my desire to make some By these words Marie probably 
sort of a name for myself in politics." meant to say that she knew she ought 
** Did IP That was very rash of me, not to mind it, and that she would not 
Mr. Vidal, for I knew nothing about mind it if she could. But she did mind 
political life then, and I know very it for all that. It jarred heavily on her 
little now. Did I really venture to feelings, and even on her nerves. Was 
^ive any opinion?" this, then, the character which her 
"Indeed you did! 1 have not for- father bore — ^the character of a push- 
gotten it. And from that moment I ing, plausible, grasping man of the 
determined to show you that perhaps world? It was not thus she thought 
I deserved a better opinion than you of him when they read together and 
had of me." rambled in the lanes together at Dure- 
** But please don't say that! If I was woods, and when out of the vague 
80 rash as to urge you to anything, it hints she had heard of his eai*ly ac- 
was only, I suppose, because I had a quaintanceship with Miss Lyle she 
better opinion of you than you had of had woven together the threads, faint 
yourself." and light as if spun from sunbeams, 
"Thank you — thank you. I'll do of some romantic story in which he 
my best. I'll have your good opinion must have played a noble, heroic part, 
if I can. I'll win my spurs. The Even if it was all only Vidal's non- 
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sense, it hurt her to hear such nonsense 
spoken of her father. 

Yidal could not make much further 
way that night. Passing through one 
of the rooms presently, he met Sir 
John Challoner. 

"I say, Challoner, look here," he 
said, and he drew him into a corner. 
" IVe been putting my foot in it with 
your daughter." 

"Indeed? What have you been 
saying?" 

** Well, she was very kind, and I 
was telling her of all my plans, and, 
by Jove, I never saw her so friendly 
to me ; when, in an evil hour, I began 
to excuse myself by saying that it was 
you who drew me into money afEairs 
and all that, and that you firere so 
clever a man of the world " 

"Well?" 

" She didn't seem to like it at all. 
I thought if I could put the blame on 
you, it would be all right — that she 
would excuse me all the more readily, 
and of course you wouldn't care. But 
she grew quite cold and distant at 
the bare suggestion that you weren't 
exactly like that particular one of 
King Arthur's Knights who found the 
Holy Grail." 

" Marie has a very high opinion of 
me, Vidal." 

"But, I say — ^you know — what an 
absurd idea it is to bring up one's chil- 
dren with the notion that one is a sort 
of divine being. That sort of thing 
must burst up one day or other, you 
know. I can assure you I never had 
any such idea of my father, although 
therie could hardly be a better man of 
his kind. Anyhow, Challoner, you 
ought to have warned me beforehand 
that I was to think of you as a Bayard 
of Whitehall and a Fenelon of Lom- 
bard street, and I'd have done my best 
to cheat myself into the delusion." 

" You don't understand women yet," 
Sir John said, with his quiet smile. 
" Women are not to be studied mere- 
ly by sitting next to them at dinner 
parties, or waltzing in a crowd — or 
composing the quarrels of rival ac- 
tresses, Vidal." 



" I wish I understood your daughter 
a little better. She's the only woman 
I know who is worth the understand- 
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ing. 

" You must make allowance for her 
country bringing up," Sir John said, 
with the slightest possible flavor of 
sarcasm in his tone. " You don't of* 
ten meet with such girls, Yidal. But 
in any case you ought to know that 
women don't, as a rule, care to look 
at things as they are, but only as they, 
would like to think them. Even if a 
woman knew in her secret heart that 
somebody — her father, if you like, in 
certain cases — was not an ideal per- 
sonage, she would always prefer to^ 
have him presented to her as if he- 
were." 

" I suppose that's true," said VidaL 
"In any case it's advice I shall act 
upon for the future. But, good heav- 
ens! to think of a clever, quick girl of 
to-day having such ideas about her fa- 
ther!" 

" It's absurd," Sir John said, smil- 
ing in his peculiar way ; " but they are 
only children, you know, Vidal. Mea 
of brains, like you and me, must hu- 
mor their pretty little ways." 

" I only hope I haven't made an ut- 
ter mess of it." 

"Oh, no; I don't fancy it can be 
quite irretrievable. I'll do my best by 
restoring myself to restore you too." 

So they parted for the hour. 



CHAPTER XV. 

HYPATIA AT HOME. 

Sybil Jansen lodged in a quiet 
street which branched off from a con- 
siderable thoroughfare in the west 
centre of London. The houses there 
had been spacious mansions, occupied 
by people of quality, in other days, but 
had come gradually down in tlie 
world. Professor Huxley has express- 
ed some regret, in one of his lectures, 
that we have not in our society, along 
with the arrangements which enable 
meritorious and gifted persons to rise 
from lowly state to high, some mech- 
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, anism to facilitate or cause the regn- even among the most learned of the 

lar descent of the unmerltorious and other. 

ungifted from high estate to low. It It was in the British Museum that 
is a pity that the defect is not supplied, the acquaintance between Sybil Jan- 
if only that we might be allowed peri- sen and Christmas, begim in Mrs. 
odically to watch the edifying specta- Seagraves's drawing-room, had ripen- 
cle of the deserving and the undeserv- ed into something like friendship, at 
ing person passing each other, as in least on his side. Miss Jansen had 
an ascending and a descending buck- gone in for renovating the world on 
et, the one mounting heavenward to tlie basis of free opinions and the 
Belgravia, the other mournfully going equality of the sexes. She hugged to 
down for his sins to New Cross. Some her heart, and often repeated to her- 
such process may, however, be ob- self the statement in which the- feel- 
served in our streets and houses, ings of Greorge Eliot^s latest heroine 
There the descent in the social scale hadjust been set forth; viz., that when 
may be watched by the easiest ob- any good wad to be done for anybody, 
server. The house sinks in the street; the heroine would have thought any 
then the street sinks in the quai'ter ; allusion to the sex of the pei*son con- 
then the quarter sinks in tlie city, cerned wholly iiTelevant. Miss Jan- 
Only it is hard to trace out the moral, sen told herself, in the fullest and 
What were the sine that doomed the purest good faith, that where friend- 
house, the street, the quarter, where ship, beneficence, and a good cause 
Miss Sybil Jansen lived to go down in were concerned, a questiqn of sex was 
the social rank? what tha virtues irrelevant. If the question did not ac- 
which earned for South Kensington its tually become irrelevant tlie moment 
title to go up? it was philosophically proclaimed to 
Most of the houses in this street had be so, that was no fault of Miss Jan- 
their lower floors occupied by solicit- sen. Much more pretentious and im- 
ors, doctors, or dentists. The upper portant schemes of philosophy than 
rooms divided themselves among hers have been founded on the princi- 
lodgers. Thus the houses still kept pie of calling things irrelevant which 
up a sort of dignified appearance of yet prove themselves every now and 
being offices and chambers ; not hack then to have a sad and unalterable re- 
London lodging-houses. A good levancy to our life. This pi'inciple of 
many artists lodged in that quarter. Miss Jansen's is only mentioned here 
and the passer-by occasionally met to explain the readiness with which 
some brown-cheeked Roman women, the young Hypatia struck up a friend- 
with gold earrings and snowy chemi- ly league with our hero and walked 
settes, with supple forms and superb often in his company of evenings from 
walk, who were the models for peas- the British Museum to her own door, 
antry of the Campagna to the rising Sybil thought no harm, and neither 
pencils of the region. Not far was surely did our often preoccupied youth 
the British Museum, whence flowed of the gloomy brow. He was lonely, 
after four o'clock each afternoon a and her frank friendship pleased him. 
stream of readers and students of both There was a good deal sympathetic 
sexes, alike rather careless of dress, between them. He was now a little 
and alike for the most part somewhat at odds with the world, and so she 
ungainly of figure. Not all, however, seemed to be. Some things had gone 
were careless of dress or ungainly of wrong with him ; to her the whole 
figure, for Miss Sybil Jansen read in scheme of the universe seemed out of 
the Museum, and her pretty face, slen- gear. He was unhappy, and certainly 
der form, and artistic dressing were Sybil Jansen was not happy, 
the admiration of many a student of She had often asked him to pass ft 
the one sex, and the envy of many fe\y^ hours of the evening with her and 
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her moth«*, and he meant some time 
to accept the invitation. He liad once 
or twice entered tlie house with her, 
and had been greatly pleased with his 
reception, in his simple boyish way. 
He had not seen her now for many 
•days (so far astray was Sir John Chal- 
loner in his conjecture), and he had 
hardly thought of her in his work and 
his rushing hither and thither. As he 
looked across Kensington Gardens this 
night he suddenly thought of her, and 
he resolved to go and see her. •* They 
are friendly to me," he thought — and 
observe that even in his thought it 
was "they," not **she" — "and I 
think they would be glad to see me — 
nobody else cares particularly in Lon- 
don that I know of." In this mood he 
made his way — a pretty long way — to 
the street where Miss Jansen lived; 
and he saw lights in the windows, and 
the elderly woman who opened the 
door and took general care of the of- 
fices and apartments, told him that she 
believed Mrs. and Miss Jansen were 
at home; and would he walk up, 
please? For this was no lodging- 
house, be it understood, with a com- 
mon servant to wait on everybody. 
This was a collection of offices, cham- 
bers, and apartments, and the elderly 
housekeeper who took charge of the 
concern in general, had nothing to do 
with admitting you or piloting you 
into any particular department of the 
building. You went your way and 
knocked at whatever door on what- 
-ever floor you wanted — almost as if 
you were in Paris; and you could not 
possibly be so lost to all impression of 
dignity as to suppose you were in an 
ordinary and commonplace Blooms- 
bury lodging-house. 

So our youth found his way up a 
broad and very dimly lighted stair, 
;nntil he came to the floor on which 
the Jansens lived. He had been there 
before in company with Miss Sybil; 
that is, when he had escorted her 
home— or walked with her, for she did 
not care about escort — he had gone 
upstairs with her once or twice, as has 
^been said, and had been presented to 



her mother. He had learned or in- 
ferred from Miss Jansen's conversa- 
tion that they lived on some very 
small income which had remained to 
her mother, aided by Sybil's own 
hard work in translating for publish- 
ers, doing occasional magazine arti- 
cles, and delivering lectures. One of 
Miss Jansen's faiths or dreams was 
that when women got the suffrage 
they would be able to command for 
their literary and other work reward 
equal to that of men. Christmas had 
mildly endeavored to question with 
this hope, but had little success. He 
thought now, as he ascended the half^ 
lighted stair, that Sybil's dreams were 
hardly to be wondered at, and that it 
would be cruel to deny her the plea- 
sure of hope. 

He tapped at their door, and a ser- 
vant told him the ladies were in, con- 
ducted him acrods a small passage to 
the door of a room which was dark, 
scraped a match and lighted a lamp in 
the room, showed him in, then asked 
him his name, did not wait for his 
card, and disappeared, apparently iii 
some bewilderment. 

Christmas was left for a few mo- 
ments to occupy himself in looking 
over the books and papers which lay 
on the table. The word " scrap-book " 
in gilt letters on one volume attracted 
his attention, and he wondered much 
how a young lady of Miss Jansen's 
vigorous and exalted turn of mind 
could care for a trivial and feminine 
compilation of that kind. He opened 
the scrap-book, and found that it con- 
tained only a collection of cuttings 
from newspapers referring to the lec- 
tures and the speeches of Miss Sybil 
Jansen. 

There was a melancholy interest in 
this poor little collection of criticisms. 
No journal of which Christmas had 
ever heard the name before had hon- 
ored the young Hypatia with a notice. 
But the " Peckham Chronicle " com- 
pared her to Corinna; the "Deptford 
and Isle of Dogs Gazette " said she re- 
minded him of Sappho; the "Wo- 
man's Champion " declared that Miss 
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Jansen was the priestess of a new gos- me must be of seiTice to that. So yon 

pel. There were pages and yards of have been reading some of the no- 

this sort of thing cut out with scrupu- tices? Some of them are very good; 

lous neatness, and preserved as though are they not? I wonder if you hap- 

tliey were works of art. A feeling of pened to read what the 'Trumpet of 

compassion came up in Christmas's Putney' said. Will you call me vain 

mind as he thought of the poor girl if I show it to you and ask you just to 

trying to feed her heart on this sort of glance at it? '' 

food, and believing that the voice of She took the book from him with 

the " Deptford and Isle of Dogs Ga- her nervous, quivering hands, and 

zette '' was fame. Fame itself, wise fluttered its pages over until she found 

people say, is incense that only god- the citation from the ** Trumpet of 

like hearts can feed upon without Putney." Ghristmas's heart sank as 

withering into atrophy; but fancy a he glanced over it It was- an enthu- 

sham fame, the dulled reflection of a siastio suburban reporter's rhapsody 

soap-bubble in a cracked glass! written In penny-a-line English, no 

While Christmas was thinking over word under three syllables, and the 

these things there entered the young adjectives generally applied inacen* 

Hypatia herself. She was dressed rately. It spoke of Miss Jansen's 

gracefully and simply, as was her talents as *' transcendental," and said 

wont — in black silk, high to the throat that her voice was as ** potential" as 

and short at the ankle. She looked it was musical. Yet this girl, of 

very pale and very pretty, and in the much talent and considerable culture^ 

dimly-lighted room she gave the idea admired it and was delighted with it. 

to Christmas that she was all eyes. " I cried with joy when I read that 

She entered the room in the dubious first," she said. ** It is too much 

way of one who expects to meet a praise, perhaps, you think ; but I wel- 

stranger, and then, recognizing Pem- comed it as a sign that men were at 

broke, a very wave of welcoming ex- last beginning to do justice to women, 

pression passed over her face : You don't feel with us, I know ; and I 

** Mr. Pembroke! Now this is kind, am sorry for it, and I don't understand 

and I am so glad to see you;" and it. The generosity of your instincts 

she emphasized words here and there ought to bring you to us." 

in her energetic little way; "but I "I haven't studied the question 

had no idea it was you. Our new ser- much, so count me as neutral, Miss 

vant bungled over your name. Mam- Jansen." 

ma will be so glad to see you." ** No. You can't be neutral. You 

** I have long been promising my- must declare for right or wrong — ^for 

self the pleasure of coming to see truth or falsehood. No, no; you are 

you," said Christmas, "but I have under some influence— the influence 

been a good deal out of town lately." of some woman, I know, who per* 

"You have just come in time for suades you that we are unwomanly, 

tea. I see you were looking over my Oh, how we suffer from these cold 

notices. I ought not to have left that creatures of society — these traitresses 

book out." to their own cause!" 

" Was I wrong in reading it? Sure- Miss Sybil's eyes gleamed, and her 

ly not? " breast heaved, and her little thin fin- 

"Oh, no; I don't mean that; but it gers closed as if around the hilt of 

looks like vanity ; and men always some weapon wherewith to pierce the 

say we women are v^in. It is not hearts of her treacherous sisters, 

vanity, however, Mr. Pembroke — at " Come," she said, suddenly chang- 

least in my case. I am not vain, but ing her tone, and removing, or rather 

I hope I care for the cause which I snatching, the book of criticisms from 

represent; and any praise given to Pembroke's hand; "you don't cara 
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about all this sort of thing, I know, ed woman, with a manner of some- 

and I am only boring you to no pur- what faded and old-fashioned ele- 

pose. I don't want to be a mere bore, gance, like that of one who, long with- 

Mr. Pembroke; but if you knew how drawn from society, had fallen behind 

much I think about these things! the ways of the present. She was 

Come- into the other room. Mamma dressed with much greater effort at 

will be delighted to see you. She elegance than her daughter, and might 

likes you so much ; and we will give have passed off in dim light, or to not 

you some tea." very keen eyes, as up to the fashion in 

Her voice sounded gratefully in evening costume. She gave Christ- 
Christmas's ears. He was glad to be mas a cordial welcome and a kind 
where he knew that he was welcome, smile. She would be very glad to 
and he had been growing into a com- have the monotony of her life bright- 
passionate liking for poor, young, ened occasionally by the visit of an in- 
lonely Sybil, with her futile aspira- telligent and agreeable young man; 
tioiis, and her barren ambition, and her and if she had any dim, undefined 
morbid susceptibility. He^ had never thought, deep down in her maternal 
before met any one so terribly in ear- bosom, about Sybil, who shall blame 
nest. her? 

Sybil led him across the little pas- *• Have you looked at mamma's por- 
sage, and into a room where her trait? " Sybil asked ; and she held up 
mother and she usually spent their a lamp for him to see the painting, 
evenings. It was a large old-fashion- " It was done by Westwood. He was 
ed room, very neatly kept, and fur- an academician, you know." (Christ- 
nislied in a style which, to a quick and mas did not know, but was ready to 
observant eye, would have told a believe.) ** Is it not a wonderful like- 
somewhat pathetic stoiy. There was, ness?" 

for example, a superb old-fashioned Christmas saw the portrait of a slen- 

piano, and there was a beautiful little der, soft, handsome woman, wearing 

ebony table, old-fashioned too ; and a hat and feathers, and a dress unfii- 

tliere were two or three fine portraits miliar to his memories of female cos- 

in oil which had been done by a good tume. It might have been one of the 

hand, and had cost money in their famous Miss Gunnings, or one of Sir 

time. But the carpet was of the new- Joshua's beauties, for all he could 

est and cheapest kind ; the chairs un- have told. It certainly seemed to him 

mistakably suggested a second-hand to have little that even memory or 

shop and "this cheap drawing-room imagination could connect with the 

set;" the mirror over the chimney- worn and prematurely aged woman 

piece had beyond doubt once been who sat near the hearth where the lit- 

marked with its price in chalk in the tie brass kettle was standing. But he 

front of some small auctioneer's store ; praised the picture cordially, evading 

the little tune-piece was evidently of the question of likeness, for he was a* 

similar origin. The same discrepan- terribly truthful and ingenuous youth, 

cy was in the books. There were two "I can see that you do not think it 

or three very fine and costly old edi- a good likeness," said Sybil in a dis- 

tions, ai^d there were many of the very appointed tone. ** I know all Mr. 

cheapest of modern reprints, with Pembroke's ways, mamma. He never 

their thin paper and their small, over- can be got to say anything he doesn't 

worked type. Evei*y thing bore evi- believe — he never will pay a compli- 

dence of scrupulous neatness and of ment. Oh, if men were all so truthful 

refined taste. The story told itself, and honest!" 

The Jansens had once had money, and And yet Sybil seemed somehow as 

now they were poor. if she could bear a compliment or two 

Mrs. Jansen was a feeble and wast- now and tlien well enougii. 
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** My dear, how could Mr, Pern- were a young man and not a young 

broke see any likeness in that to what wo^uan^^ one censor remarked. It 

I am now? You forget the number wjis true that Sybil did go to places 

of years, apd the changes. I was only alone, and return alone ; but Christ- 

Sybirs age when that was p:iinted, mas thought that anybody who saw 

Mr. Pembroke. I had just been mar- her quiet home and her attention to 

ried. It was like me then, I believe — her mother might hare excused many 

very like. I am old enough to be of her acts of independence, and put 

able to say that now without affecta- at least the best construction on her 

tion." doings. 

** It seems wonderfully like, to me," Sybil left the room once on some 

S3^bil said, holding up her lamp, and domestic purpose, and the elder lady, 

gazing fondly at Uie picture. " I can- as if she had been following Pem- 

not see any change. The furthest brokers thoughts, said : 

memory I have, mamma, 'is of you ** My Sybil leads a strange life, Mr. 

just like that — only not the same Pembroke, or what would have been 

kind of dress — and I cannot see any thought a strange life in my younger 

change." days. I do not cross her, and I do not 

"One good thing about common even advise her against it, for she has 

misfortune," said the elder lady, **is been a most devoted daughter to me, 

tliat it keeps up a sympatliy and love and her life has been a trying one. I 

that perhaps other people don't have, encourage her in going out to places 

Sybil is everything to me, Mr. Pem- alone, for how else could she go? And 

broke; and I suppose I am a good she would pine if she remained always 

deal to her. Sybil, dear, will you within these walls." 

uiaketea?" "Nobody has a right to complain 

Sybil bestirred herself very grace- of what she does if you approve of it," 

fully and prettily, and Pembroke Christmas said warmly, and forget- 

watched her with interest. She pour- ting that it was not the best thing per- 

eii some hot water into the teapot haps to tell the mother that people did 

to heat it; then she poured that off complain. 

again ; then she put in some tea, sifter " I suppose people do find fiiult with 

a momentary calculation of the addi- her,'' she said ; " and with me. But a 

tional quantity required by the pres- great many people — you can't think 

ence of the visitor; then she poured how many — praise her, and say that 

water on the tea ; and then she put the she has a duty to fulfil. And she is 

tea to draw. As she moved about he really a very clever speaker — they all 

could not help observing now and say — and I am glad to see her tlirow 

then that she had a very white and herself into some public cause, for 

pretty arm, and lie even had a glimpse then she goes about and speaks, and is 

more than once of a bronze slipper, a piiiised, and it makes her happy; and 

very neat ankle, and a scarlet stock- if she did not think she was doing 

ing. An instinctive politeness made some public good, she never would 

liim talk chiefly to the elder lady; but leave me; and what sort of life woidd 

he was not tliereby prevented from that be for a young woman? It is no 

following the movements of the vanity of hers. She is not vain in the 

younger. le:ist, I assure you." 

He could not help remembering Christmas was deeply touched by 

that he had more than once heard dis- these evidences of affection on the 

paraging criticism of the young Hy- part of mother and daughter. The 

patia, on the gi'ound that slie defied girl still saw a likeness in tlie brilliant 

society — that she went everywhere porti*ait, to the worn, elderly woman ; 

without escort, and that she lived in- the mother could not see the little 

dependency, and alone — "as if she touches of unrepressed vanity in the 
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slaughter, which actually sprang to Christmas felt inspired with an an- 

the eye of every passing stranger. swer which was at once truthful and 

•• And then," Mrs. Jansen went on soothing : 
with a little energy in her usually fee- **No, Mrs. Jansen, I was not going 
ble manner, ** if Sybil is warm about to ask you that. I suppose you tell 
women^s rights and women^s wrongs, this to me because you think me bet- 
she and I, Mr. Pembroke, have both ter worthy of your confidence than a 
suffered much from a man. We have mere chance acquaintance." 
been cruelly treated. Why is that "That is the reason partly; but 
child poor and hardworked in her partly, too, because I should like you 
j-outh? Because of a heartless man ! to know that if poor Sybil seems to 
I am not a widow, Mr. Pembroke, you strangely eager to see women 
though you may have thought so. righted, it is because she, more than 
My husband, my SybiPs father, is liv- most other human beings, has seen 
ing, and " how women are wronged. Thank 

She was leaning forward in her you, Sybil, dear. Shall we have some 

chair and speaking in tones of keen toast? " 

and concentrated anger. Sybil enter- Then Sybil set to making some 

•ed, and Mrs. Jansen leaned quietly toast, and Ciu'istmas offered to relieve 

back again. her, and with a few hints of instruc- 

*• Sybil, my dear," she said, *• I don't* tion did efficiently relieve her. In re- 
know if Mr. Pembroke would like a turn for his education in the art of 
little cold meat with his tea. Perhaps making toast, he gave some informa- 
he has dined early or not dined at all. tion relative to Chinese and Japanese 
Young gentlemen, I know, are apt to ways of making tea, which was re- 
be careless." ceived with interest. No women 

Mrs. Jansen belonged to the days could be more easy and self-possessed 

before gastronomy had come to be the than this mother and daughter. It 

special boast of every young man's ed- was clear that they did all such light- 

ucation, and when young men were er work as belonged to the tea-table, 

still called " young gentlemen." for themselves, and left their servant 

** I hope he would like some," Sybil only what may be called the heavier 
said, ** for I have had no dinner, and I duties. They never seemed other 
am going to have some cold meat." than perfectly well-bred women— la- 
Christmas had instincts far too kind- dies, as the phrase is — when thus en- 
ly not to declare at once that he had gaged. Christmas could hardly re- 
caten no dinner, and that he should cognize the fierce and palpitating lit-, 
like some cold meat of all things, tie prophetess of the platform in the 
Poor fellow, it was quite true that he kindly, genial girl who bustled about 
had not dined, but true also that he her modest rooms and made tea and 
had not thought about the matter, and laid plates, and was so feminine and 
now he did begin to feel hungi*y. Sy- winning, 
bil left the room again. After tea Christmas, who had a good 

Mrs. Jansen at once resumed her baritone voice and some knowledge 

stoi-y to Christmas: of music, sang to Sybil's accompani- 

•* Few women have suffered more at ment several songs, and he also en- 
the hands of a bad and selfish man deavored, without Sybil's accompani- 
than I have, Mr. Pembroke — except ment, to give the ladies some idea of 
Sybil — for however her father may what Japanese music and singing 
have conceived that he had a right to were like; and they looked at photo- 
wrong me, he had no right to desert graphs, and they kept off the woman 
that innocent child. Were you going . question, and were very pleasant 
to ask me why I tell you this?" Once or twice Christmas was remind- 

This was a painful question, but ed that he was under the roof of an 
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agitator, or a woman endowed with a " But I really have hardly any view 

mission, when a number of letters either way " 

from the post were brought to Sybil^ **Oh, yes; I am sure you have." 
and, begging to be excused, she tore *• My dear Sybil, Mr. Pembroke 
them open, and found that they con- says he has not." 
tained invitations to meetings and lee- **He says it only in a qualified way, 
tures, questions to be answered, and and out of good nature. The influence 
other such incidental intrusions on the I dread is not the opposition of men, 
peace of those who come before the but the opposition of women through 
public. Once or twice Sybil begged men. I fear that Mr. Pembroke is 
to be allowed to withdraw into the expressing the views of some thought- 
other room to answer letters that less and happy woman — thoughtless 
scarcely admitted of delay. because she is happy, and who does 

" Another word, Mr, Pembroke," not consider how veiy different may 
said the elder lady, during one of these be the lot of others — of thousands and 
absences, returning with trembling thousands of others. That is the in- 
lips to her former painful subject, fluence I dread." 
*• There is another reason why I have Miss Sybil was growing eager, ear- 
told you of our misfortunes. I know nest, and rhetorical again. Christmas 
well enough what a cloud hangs over could not imagine why she kept charg- 
a woman in this country who for ing him with thus taking his tone from 
whatever reason is separated from her some woman. 

husband. I know that if she were as "I assure you. Miss Jansen," he 

free of fault as an angel, there are said, almost as earnestly as she had 

people who would hold her in suspi- herself spoken, ** I don't believe I ever 

cion, and would shrink from her. I exchanged a word on the subject with 

avoid that, for I shrink from them, any woman but yourself — oh, yes ; ex- 

But as yon are kind enough to come to cept with Mrs. Seagraves, who is all 

see us, I think it right that you should on your side." 

know I receive no one under false "What a kind, good-hearted wo- 

pretences. Now you know; and I man, so generous and unfettered! I 

shall not trouble you any more on the like her. I know people sometimes 

subject." tlilnk her affected and ridiculous. I 

This was, indeed, the chief reason don't care! Oh, yes; she is with us. 

of Mrs. Jansen's confidence. Slie had But I think her friend Miss Challoner 

acquired in her wrongs and her lone- is against us." 

liness a sort of fierce independence, The color rushed into Pembroke's 

and if she had, poor woman, any faint, face. He felt himself red and hot ; he 

far thought that possibly Christmas could not wholly keep down his emo- 

and her dauorhter mio^ht come to like tion. 

each other, she was quite resolved that ** I don't know what Miss Challo- 

he should know from the first of the ner's ppinions are on that subject," he 

cloud, as she called it, that hung over said, tiying to speak composedly. "I 

them. don't think she ever said anything to 

Sybil reentered the room with some me about it. Anyhow I'll post the let- 
letters which she had written, and ters for you with pleasure, if you'll al- 
Christmas offered to post them for her low me. Perhaps the carrying them 
IS he went homeward. in my hand may convert me to your 

**If you don't object," Miss Sybil side." 

<iaid, " to making yourself an instru- Sybil herself lighted him to the door 

ment in forwarding such a cause as when he was going. Her thin, white ' 

ours — for I warn you that they liave hand felt cold and tremulous as she 

to do with our cause and with speeches placed it in his. 

^to be made by tne." Christmas left the house full of 
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kindly feeling and generous sympathy smile, I am sure he has a good heart, 

for the woman who had been so Any one can see that he has not been 

friendly, and touched with a special broughtup in London; London makes 

compassion for the girl thus hopeless- young men so artificial and puppyish." 

ly beating her soft bosom against the Sybil still said nothing, 

bars of conventionality. He had not "You like him, Sybil; don't you?" 

spent so human, so friendly an even- her mother asked, surprised at the si- 

ing for a long time; and he felt less lence. 

desolate, less like a savage, and he "Oh, yes, dear; I like him. I sup- 
was grateful for the little 'glimpse of a pose I ought not to have spoken about 
quiet home which had brought him Miss Ghalloner,'' she added hesitat- 
tliis relief. ingly- 

It was very late when he returned «« Who is Miss Challoner, dear?" 

to his lodgings, for in the intermediate *« A friendl of Mrs. Seagraves — at 

time he had walked to Kensington least, Mrs. Seagi'aves knows her — 

and paced in the silent shadow of Sir very beautiful, and very clever, and 

John Challoner's house, and waited very rich." 

lounging there until he actually saw a «• And why should you not have 

carriage come up, and under its flash- spoken of her? " 

ing lamps saw Sir John hand out his " Because he — is — in love with her." 

<iaughter; and then, but not at once, "My dear, how do you know?" 

Oliristmas quitted his place of refuge "I know from his look when I men- 

in a near doorway, and lighted a cigar tioned her name." 

and .went his way. Sybil sat down and silently took up 

When he had left Mrs. Jansen's some work. Her mother looked at 

room Miss Sybil did not return to her her wonderingly at first, then sadly, 

mother at once. After a few moments and thought of new clouds perhaps to 

«he came in silently. arise upon their pale, gray sky. 

" What a very charming young Sybil looked up suddenly : 

man," Mrs. Jansen said. ** I like him " She is so rich," said the girl, ** and 

T'ery much; he has such a bright we are so poor." 
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CHAPTER XVL Heloise, and the snows of other wm* 

«<,^tt»»»,,^ ,^,^- ^^«« ».^ ^« tera- They have thus become acclima- 

**DB10TBIUS LOVES TOUB FAIB— OH, ^. , ^ ^. j ^ xx. j 

^^ ^ fcized to emotion, and when the grand 

HAPPY PATB I passion comes (we are now thinking 

IT was perhaps an unfortunate thing only of young men pure and strong 

for Christmas Pembroke that he enough to have a grand passion), they 

should have passed all the earlier part can rough through it with less of a 

of his youth in such isolation from the strain upon their hearts and nature, 

influences which surround a young But to Christmas Pembroke it was all 

man's growing years in ordinary life, new, and it tried him terribly. It was 

An Englishman of his age might in- as if he had never seen a woman, or 

deed have had no grand passion be- known of woman's existence, until he 

fore, but he would almost certainly came under the influence of Marie 

have had some little anticipatory pas- Challoner. So the passion which he 

sion, some affair of pickets and out- felt for her seemed as if it must tear 

posts suggesting an idea of the greater his unprepared heart asunder, 

ordeal to come. At twenty-two or A discontented person has left it on 

twenty-three years of age most men record as his complaint against the 

have glided through many emotions . ways of Providence, that he could al- 

which at first seemed to be genuine ways get on very well until he allow- 

love, but were not. They have looked ed himself to be persuaded that he 

into the eyes of girl? and fancied for ought to do something for the benefit 

the hour they saw all heaven there ; of his health, and then all went wrong, 

they have touched tremulous bands, Do^s it not sometimes seem as if things 

and whispered meaningless words, in- were going very well with us, until we 

tended to express ineffable meaning; took it into our heads that a sublime 

they have thought themselves happy, moral duty bade us to follow some un- 

they have thought themselves wretch- welcome course, and then forthwith 

ed ; they have awaked to find them- we disturbed and distracted every- 

selves neither wretched nor happy; they body? Marie Challoner had been 

* have come to look back on these past urged by natural kindness, by sense 

emotions and their passing heroines of right, and by an unexpressed idea 

with as mild and mello\^ed a regret as that there was something in her own 

Francois Villon bestows on Bertha heart requiring to be kept down and 

with the large foot, and the good Je- disciplined, and punished — she had 

hanne, whom the English burned, and been urged by all these impulses to 
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show herself especially friendly to 
Christmas since she had heard her 
^ father's account of him. When they 
met after that day in the library, she 
always smiled on him so sweetly, and 
gave him her hand so kindly, and put 
herself in his way to talk with him so 
winningly, that the poor lad's head 
and heart were all aflame. There were 
times when he felt as if he must take 
her in his arms and kiss her. There 
were moments^-^-ecstatic and agonizing 
— ^when he thought that if he had done 
so she would not have been very much 
displeased. He used to lie awake of 
nights and think over her words, her 
looks, at this moment or that, and ask 
himself was it not possible that he had 
long mistaken her, and that she was 
inclined to love him? If Marie Chal- 
loner had been the most heartless co- 
quette, she could not have perplexed 
and tormented our hero more thor- 
oughly than she did with her generous 
resolve to be his friend, and to do him 
kindness. For in her heart, all the 
while, Dear Lady Disdain envied this 
pair of young lovers — as she believed 
them to be — their romantic and unsel- 
fish love; and looked forward each 
day more and more, with vague and 
gray presentiment, to a brilliant mar- 
riage, in which she would have to per- 
suade herself, as well as she could, 
that she was gratifying her own ambi 
tion along with that of other people. 

One thing Marie had made up her 
mind to — ^that she would see, speak to, 
and be very friendly with Miss Sybil 
Jansen. She told her resolve to her fa- 
ther, and he agreed, not over delighted 
at the prospect, to take her to one of 
Mrs. Seagraves's Sunday-afternoon re- 
ceptions in the hope that she might 
there meet Miss Jansen. The day 
came, and Sir John had, to go. 

**I'll leave ,a message for Vidal, 
Marie," he said, "to follow us to Mrs. 
Seagraves's, if he should call while we 
are out — ^he sometimes goes there, I 
believe. He is amused by that sort 
of thing." The aflinity between Sir 
John and Vidal was only on their busi- 
ness sides. To Sir John all amuse- 



ment was weary work, and he could 
not understand why anybody should 
impose more of it on himself than was 
made compulsory by the laws of so- 
ciety. 

"Now this 18 kind of you, you dear 
darlings, bothl" Mrs. Seagraves ex- 
claimed with fervor, as they entered 
her drawing-room, and she swirled to- 
ward them in her trailing tawny-green 
silk, with pale yellow flowers worked 
into it. "Yes, I call you dear dar- 
lings, both of you — Sir John as well — 
for coming to see me. And Sir John 
so busy too — with finance and com- 
panies! I do so wish I understood 
finance. It must be so nice. But ex- 
acting, isn't it? oh yes, very, very ex- 
acting. That makes it so kind of Sir 
John, Marie, dear, to break away from 
all his occupations and come here with 
you." 

"But we don't look after our fin- 
ance and our companies on the Sun- 
day, Mrs. Seagraves," Sir John gently 
interposed. 

"No I Is that so? How very good 
of youl I never thought you cared 
for any of those things in the city, and 
business, and all that. Only women, I 
thought, kept up those usages. But 
I am so glad to know: one ought to 
know these things. And so you are 
all such Sabbatarians in the city, and 
so pious? How very strange aud 
touching, I think 1 There is something 
in that quite Druidical — or perhaps 
puritanical rather? Yes, I mean puri- 
tanical, of course. I used to love the 
Puritans once; and now I am sure I 
shall love them again." 

Marie left to her father the business 
of conversation, and was searching 
with her eyes through the rooms, as 
yet without recognizing anybody. As 
far as she could judge by one or two 
hasty glances, most of the company 
seemed to be studying blue and white 
plates. 

"Now, is there any one here you 
would like to know? " Mrs. Seagraves 
asked, observing that Marie had been 
looking round the room. "There p-e 
some very charming people here. 
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There is a delightful young man, a 
Communist; I believe it was he who 
wanted to blow up Paris. Should you 
like to know him? There is a pre- 
Raphaelite poet ; I do so love the pre- 
Raphaelite poets — at least I used to 
like them. I don't think I do now. 
Where is Sir John?" 

Sir John had escaped, and was con- 
versing with somebody he faintly re- 
membered having seen somewhere 
once, and whose acquaintance he was, 
under present circumstances, glad to 
claim. 

Mrs. Seagraves brought up two or 
three people in rapid succession to 
Marie, hardly allowing one to open a 
conversation before she extinguished 
him with a successor. Presently Marie 
heard her addressing a new arrival af- 
fectionately as her dearest Sybil, and 
she saw that her hostess was talking 
with a very pretty pale girl, whose 
hair was thrown back from her fore- 
head, and in whom she felt certain 
that she recognized the young Hypa- 
tia. Marie, while carrying on as well 
as she could her conversation with the 
newest of the new acquaintances whom 
Mrs. Seagraves had presented to her, 
watched Miss Jansen with close inter- 
est. "She is very pretty," Marie 
thought, "and she looks intellectual, 
and she is unconventional — I shall like 
her." Marie observed, too, that Miss 
Jansen's sparkling, restless eyes were 
turning every other moment eagerly 
toward the door. 

"Looking afar," Lady Disdain said 
to herself, trying back upon her By- 
ron, and persuading herself that from 
her passionless altitude she was only 
amused at such weaknesses — "looking 
afar if yet her lover's steed kept pace 
with her expectancy and flew." 

"Do poets call horses steeds now-a- 
days? " Marie asked of the young poet 
with whom she was talking. 

Naturally he did not understand the 
meaning of the question, and he 
thought the young lady was speaking 
scorn of poetry, and thereby implying 
a special contempt for his poetry. He 
had heard that she was the daughter 



of a rich man, and he set her question 
down to the purse-proud arrogance of 
pampered wealth — ^and Marie had 
made an enemy. 

As Mrs. Seagraves was passing at 
the moment, Marie touched her arm. 

"Is not the lady you have just been 
speaking to Miss Sybil Jansen?" she 
asked in a low tone. 

"Oh yes — such a dear friend of 
mine I You would like to know her, I 
am sure, dear Marie. I should so like 
you to know her." 

"I should like to know her very 
much indeed," Marie said earnestly. 

"I'll bring her to you" — and Mrs. 
Seagraves was swirling away when 
Marie gently restrained her. 

"Please no, Mrs. Seagraves — ^I'll go 
to her with you," and she put her arm 
within that of the tawny-green lady, 
and was led across the room to where 
Miss Jansen was seated in eager talk 
with one or two men. These Mrs. Sea- 
graves promptly dispersed. 

"My dear Sybil, I am so glad to 
have the opportunity of bringing to- 
gether you and my very dear friend 
Miss Challoner — ^Miss Marie Challoner. 
I always call her Marie. She wishes 
to know you ; and I am sure you will 
like each other — oh, love each other! 
Two such noble minds — such souls 1" 
and Mrs. Seagraves thereuppn left 
them and floated away in ecstasy. 

Marie held out her hand, which was 
small and plump, and Sybil gave hers, 
which was small and very thin, and 
which trembled at the kindly touch of 
Lady Disdain. It must be owned that 
the little priestess of the church of 
the future hated her new acquaintance 
at that moment. Priestess and pro- 
phetess as she was, her eyes first of all 
took in every detail of Miss Challoner's 
dress, and she found that Marie's dress 
was very costly, while she knew that 
her own was very cheap. In Miss 
Challoner's frank manner she read in- 
solent patronage. 

"I have been wishing for a long 
time to know you, Miss Jansen, " said 
Marie, " and I came here to-day in the 
hope that I should see you." 
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Miss Jansen threw a look of defiance 
into her manner as she replied coldly, 
"You do me a great honor, and I 
ought to feel much flattered. May I 
ask whether we agree in our general 
opinions? " 

**I hardly know," Marie answered 
with a smile ; ** I have not formed any 
very serious opinions. I was anxious 
to know you for yourself, I think, 
rather than for your opinions." 

"Friendship, I believe, is best 
founded on agreement of opinion as to 
the purposes of life, " Sybil observed ; 
and Marie could not help wondering 
that so pretty and bright-looking a. 
girl should care to speak exactly as if 
she were making a little speech out of 
a book. 

"What are the purposes of life?" 
Marie asked undismayed, and indeed 
rather amused. 

* * Have you never considered them? " 

"Not very deeply, I am afraid." 

" Then you have no purpose in life? " 

"I should like to make people 
happy, if I could. Is that any pur- 
pose? " 

"In itself," said Sybil, " it has little 
meaning." 

"Then you shall teach me all about 
it," Marie said, determined to be 
pleased, if she could, with this odd 
little book in petticoats. "PU learn 
of you. Miss Jansen, to have a pur- 
pose." 

Sybil contracted her little eyebrows. 

" You have no need and no impulse 
that way. You would not learn. You 
are among the fortunate; you know 
nothing of life's trials and struggles. 
Leave the purposes of life to those who 
have to bear its strain." 

"I have not had much to do with 
the struggles of life, indeed, or with 
real life of any kind so far. But I am 
sure I can sympathize with those who 
are not so fortunate." 

"Oh! no — ^your place is different. 
Keep to it. Miss Challoner." 

"An uncivil little person!" Marie 
thought ; but she was not discouraged. 

"Well, for the moment I have no 
other object. Miss Jansen, than to 



make your acquaintance, and to say 
that I believe we have some friends— 
and one or two very dear 'friends — ^in 
common ; and I wanted to say a friend- 
ly word or two to you. If you don't 
like me, I will go away," Marie said, 
with her usual independent frankness ; 
"and I shall not be offended even if 
you say that you don't desire my 
friendship. But I shall be sorry." 

"You are very kind," said the little 
Sybil, feeling her breath come and go 
with the quick emotions of her fight- 
ing soul. She could hardly resist the 
genial way of the noble-looking girl 
who evidently meant to be so kind — 
and yet what, she asked, was that very 
kindness but pity? At that moment, 
each of the girls seated there, side by 
side, became aware of Christmas Pem- 
broke's presence in the room. Each, 
too, was aware— could not but know 
—that when he saw them, a light and 
then a shadow passed over his face, 
and that he blushed like a boy. 

" He sees A^," Marie said to herself, 
and her heart was filled with a strange 
sympathy, compassion, and melancholy 
kindness. 

"He sees A^," Sybil thought, and 
her heart beat fiercely with jealousy 
and with anger. 

Ghristmas's glance had indeed taken 
in both the girls. In a moment he 
assumed that Miss Challoner was 
friendly with Sybil out of pure kind- 
ness, and probably because she had 
heard that the girl was poor, and that 
some people laughed at her. How 
noble she looked, he thought — ^that 
superb and queenly girl — and how her 
form and her features made a splendid 
contrast to the slight, pale, and nerv- 
ous girl who sat beside her. The con- 
trast told heavily against the poor little 
priestess of the future, and Christmas 
felt sorry for her, in all his pride in 
the beauty of the woman he loved. 
Yes, as he looked across and saw her 
therCy he was proud that he loved her, 
and once again the thought passed 
through him — could it be possible that 
she might ever come to care for him? 
How many times within the last few 
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days had that strange, sweet hope 
flashed npon him 1 

People did all sorts of odd things at 
Mrs. Seagraves's receptions on the San- 
day afternoon. They sang and played, 
and were otherwise eccentric, du parti 
pris. Somebody began to sing just as 
Christmas came in, some '^dear, di- 
vine creature," Mrs. Seagraves said, 
*' whom you mtut listen to," and whom 
she adored — **not really adored, you 
know " — and therefore Christmas had 
to remain where he was, and seem to 
listen. He was almost glad of this, 
for he could look across the room at 
Marie, and had not yet to break the 
spell of the strange hope and pride 
with which he regarded her. Never 
before had he felt like this. There 
was something in it like the pride of 
ownership — like the pride of the ac- 
cepted lover who knows that she is 
his own whom all the world admires. 
Is it an omen — a presentiment? 
How, his heart said, if this very day, 
here in this room, some word or look 
or touch of her hand should tell me 

? He hugged himself in his 

dream, and dreaded even the close of 
the song lest something should hap- 
pen to awaken him. 

Before yet the song was ended, 
Christmas saw Mrs. Seagraves glide 
from her place near the piano to 
welcome with special eagerness some 
new comer. Strange with what a 
chill Christmas awakened — ^he could 
not tell why — ^from his dream. It 
was Ronald Vidal. For some little 
time past Christmas had not seen 
much of Vidal, and had begun to 
think that perhaps he had mistaken 
VidaPs position with regard to Marie ; 
or that perhaps YidaPs recent and 
sudden plunge into political life had 
been the result of disappointed hopes 
as a lover. Mr. Vidal's appearance 
now was the most ill-omened sight our 
poor young hero could have seen. 

'* So very, very kind of you to come," 
Mrs. Seagraves said, having detained 
Ronald's hand in hers until the song 
was over; "in the full flush of your 
success too ; and all the world talking 



of you ! I am proud of this. Every- 
body wants to know you — but every- 
body does know you as a public man 
now." 

*'We have a saying in our county, 
Mrs. Seagraves," said the good-hu- 
mored Vidal, **that more people know 
Tom Fool than Tom Fool knows." 

** How very delightful I" Mrs. Sea- 
graves said, not quite understanding. 
"And so you are going to be a great 
public man, and you are an orator. 
I so love orators ! I should like of all 
things to be an orator. I wish I could 
be an orator I We are all so proud of 
•your success — and I know one who is 
proud of it I Oh, I know why you 
come here to-day I But I am obliged 
to you for coming, all the same." 

Vidal murmured a word or two of 
thanks for her compliments, and es- 
caped, and Mrs. Seagraves, turning 
round, found herself near Christmas. 

"You know Mr. Vidal? Is he not 
a very charming young man? Oh, 
yes; of course you know him — you 
see the Challoners so often — and don't 
you think his speech was very clever? " 

"Very clever," Christmas answered, 
who had never read the speech, and 
did not know now what he was saying. 

"And is this true they tell me? 
You ought to know — ^you are so much 
with the Challoners. But perhaps 
you don't wish to tell anything about 
it I You are so very discreet — and I 
like discretion above all things myself 
— especially in young men^-oh yes — 
especially in young men." 

"It is not discretion in this case, 
Mrs. Seagraves," Christmas said blunt- 
ly ; " only that I don't know what you 
mean." 

"This about Miss Challoner and 
young Vidal, you know. They are 
engaged, people tell me. Quite a de- 
lightful and romantic story. They 
say" — she leaned toward Pembroke, 
and whispered with great appearance 
of mystery — " They say that she prom- 
ised to consent only on condition of 
his giving up all his frivolities and 
things — you know — ^what young men 
waste their time in — ^and going into 
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Parliament and making a success Bonald Yidal had accomplished one 

there. And now he is in Parliament, of the few great successes which re- 

and has made the success the^. Is- main still to mark with a note of ad- 

n't it delightful? " miration some passage in the life of 

" Very delightful I " an ordinary Englishman. He had 

''like something in a romance! I made a decided hit, an unquestionable 

do so hope it's true I It's like a success, in the House of Commons. 

knight going to the tournament and He had seized a happy opportunity 

conquering everybody to please his la- during some debate on a. question of 

dye-love. I do so love romantic things foreign policy, and had displayed 

like that. At least, I used to love great fluency, ^eat knowledge of the 

them once when I was young, but subject, the places, the people whom 

noTv^, of course^ I don't love them any it concerned ; he formed his sentences 

more. I have grown practical and clearly and well, he said some sharp, 

sensible. Yes, I only care to be prac- bold things ; and when he had occa- 

tical now; but not all practical, of sion to introduce two or three Latin 

course. One must have some feeling words, he pronounced them with that 

of the romantic left, Mr. Pembroke?" curious inaccuracy and astounding dis- 

*' Must one?" regard for all the possibilities of a 

*'Oh, yes. Tou are all romantic, Latin tongue, which is deemed to be 

of course^~all young people are. And the essential condition of good form 

some day you will be maidng some in the English universities and the 

great success too, to please some fair House of Commons. He had the pc- 

ladye. That will be so charming, culiar good fortune of all fluent and 

Then I shall wish you joy. Have you ready speakers, and because he had 

spoken to Miss Jansen yet? " done well without elaborate prepara- 

Bonald Yidal meanwhile had estab- tion, he was set down as capable of 

lished himself at Marie's side; and doing really great things with pre- 

after saying a few words to Miss Jan- paration. In a word, he was a great 

sen, had managed to allow somebody success, and the House saw in him 

else to engross that young lady for the a predestined Under-Secretary to begin 

moment, and thus had Miss C^alloner with. 

all to himself. It would not be reasonable to sup- 
Christmas watched them for a mo- pose that Marie Challoner could hear 
ment or two. There was a look of people talk of this swift success with- 
proud humility on Mr. Yidal's hand- out feeling some pride in it. Mr. Yi- 
some face as he talked to Marie in a dal really had gone in to do this for 
low tone ; and our hero owned to him- her gratification, and to win her ap- 
self that he did look confoundedly proval, as avowedly as any knight 
handsome and like a troubadour, and ever went into the lists of the tourna- 
jost the sort of man whom many wo- ment to win the smile of his lady. 
men would be fond of. Still he had She had not seen him since the suc- 
thought somehow that Yidal was too cess, which was won in the debate of 
much a combination of business and a Friday afternoon, and of which all 
pleasure — ^the city and the green-room the daily papers of the Saturday were 
— ^for the higher nature of Lady Dis- talking. She had not heard the 
dain. But he was mistaken — that speech, and had not expected that he 
was only too plain. Besides, Yidal would speak that evening; and now 
had made a political success — ^he had he was telling her that even if it had 
everything on his side— family, good been a premeditated attempt, which 
looks, and now even political distinc- it was not, he would not have fore- 
tion. No wonder Miss Challoner lis- warned her, for he declared that ho 
^ tened to him with downcast eyes, and never should have had the courage to 
cheeks that colored as he SDoke ! make a successful first speech if ho.- 
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had known that she was in the ladies* 
gallery listening. 

''You see if I had failed the first 
time," he said modestly, *'I could 
have retrieved myself, perhaps, the 
next attempt, or the next. But if 
you had heard my failure, I never 
should have had the heart to try 
again." 

No flattery could be more alluring 
to a girl like Marie Challoner than 
just this plain and straightforward 
.acknowledgment of her influence. Or- 
dinary compliment would have been 
utterly thrown away upon Lady Dis- 
dain. She would have received it 
with cold contempt or laughed at it. 
But here was this brilliant successful 
youth, of distinguished family and 
name, confessing that her applause 
was so precious to him that the tongue 
which could address the House of 
Commons in accents of unfaltering 
fluency would have been tremulous if 
she had been listening. It is no won- 
der if Marie colored a little and looked 
down. 

Christmas Pembroke still, through 
whatever torturing ordeals of conver- 
sation, kept his eyes now and then on 
Marie. Once he positively started, 
for he saw a sudden emotion pass 
trembling over Marie's face, and he 
saw her eyes droop and her lips press 
together, and then she said a word or 
two to Mr. Vidal, who presently rose 
and left her; and on YidaPs face, as 
our hero thought, was the light of pride 
and triumph. Well, he has it — all I 

What had passed was only this. 
Mr. Yidal hastily observed that he 
had an engagement ; that he had only 
rushed in to Mrs. Seagraves's drawing- 
room to see her, Marie; and then he 
asked in a low tone — 

**May I call and see you to-morrow 
afternoon — about five? " 

What was there in these words that 
made Marie turn suddenly pale, and 
feel chill and strange? It was then 
that Christmas started as he looked at 
her. She was silent and embarrassed 
for a few seconds. Then she said, 
'* Oh yes, I shall be at home," without 



looking up, and Vidal went away 
without another word to her. 

*'T(5-morrow — at five," Vidal said 
to Sir John Challoner as they shook 
hands in passing. Sir John smiled 
and nodded. 

Christmas felt like one who has re- 
ceived a sunstroke. Some heavy weight 
seemed to rest upon his brain. He 
never knew how the next few minutes 
passed, or whether they were only 
minutes. He knew that he talked to 
some people and laughed a good deal. 
Presently a hand touched his arm gen- 
tly, and, awaking again into clear 
consciousness, he saw Marie Challoner. 
She was leaning on her father's arm; 
they were going away ; but some one 
had stopped Sir John and engaged 
him in talk, and Marie, seeing Christ- 
mas, turned and touched him. There 
was a strangely weary and harassed 
expression upon her face, which Christ- 
mas recalled to memory long after; 
but she looked cruelly beautiful to the 
young man, and her eyes had a bewil- 
dering softness and sweetness in them. 

*'You did not come and speak to 
me," she said; '*and now we are go- 
ing away." 

**You are going soon?" Christmas 
asked, uttering any inanity that his 
lips could form. **I hope you are not 
tired?" 

**I think I am tired — a little per- 
haps." 

**The room is warm," said Christ- 
mas, with a bursting heart. 

^^It is. I have spoken to Miss Jan- 
sen, and I like her very much. Will 
you tell her so — ^from me? " 

'^I will." He had not sense enough 
left in him even to wonder why he 
was selected to convey the message to 
Miss Jansen. 

'* Good-by ! " and Marie held out her 
hand. '* Good-by 1" and it rested for 
a moment in his. It then did not 
strike him as strange that they should 
have said a sort of farewell. 

" Glad to see you, Pembroke. Gk)od 
evening; we are going," Sir John said, 
looking round. '*Can we take yon 
anywhere?" 
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"No; thanks, Sir John." "Mr. Pembroke of course admires 

"No; you are not going yet, of her," Miss Jansen said. "All men 

course. Good evening." Sir John do, I suppose." 

nodded, smiled, and made his way, Christmas felt as if he were being 

with his daughter, through the crowd, put to the torture. He knew that the 

the curiosities, and the crockery. blood was rushing to his face. 

"Is she not charming? Oh, w "You mean Miss Challoner?" he 

charming I Don't you think so?" Mrs. said, with desperate effort. "She is 

Seagraves asked of Miss Jansen. very handsome, and she is very kind. 

"Who?" Miss Jansen coldly asked. I have always found her " and he 

"Marie Challoner. She is the sweet- could not get any further, 
est of girls — so fresh and unconstrain- "Is she to be married to that young 
ed." man who has just been here — son of 
"She is the sort of woman," Sybil some lord, people tell me?" Miss Jan- 
said emphatically, "who keeps us as sen asked. Mrs. Seagraves had disap- 
we are." peared. 

"Is she really? Does she really? "I don't know; I suppose so." 
Keep us as we are?" Sybil took a cruel pleasure in tor- 
When Mrs. Seagraves did not quite menting him and watching his win- 
understand what somebody meant, she cing, while she tormented herself as 
repeated the words generally, turned well. 

them over in a kind of puzzled delight, "Is she in love with him do you 

as if she meant to say that she liked think? " 

the idea very much in advance, and "How should I know?" Christmas 

was sure she would like it still better said, with a gallant resolve to seem 

when it was more fully explained. easy and indifferent. "Do women 

"Yes. She is one of the women fall in love now. Miss Jansen? " 

who, having all they want themselves, "Not women of that sort, I should 

declare that women have no wrongs think — ^unless loving a title and rank 

to complain of, and get praised by be falling in love. Don't you wish 

men for saying so. Men may admire you were the son of a lord, Mr. Pem- 

that sort of woman — ^/ don't. broke?" 

"Oh, but you are too severe, my "Not particularly. Why should I? '* 

dear Sybil — far too severe — and on my "Then you might have a chance, 

Bweet favorite — ^my model girl ! No — you know, of competing for Miss Chal- 

I don't mean that, you know — ^not a loner. Now you look angry — I like 

model girl by any means. I should to make men stfigry — it is a sort of tri- 

hate a model girl: pattern of propri- umph." 

ety, and all that. Oh, no, Marie isn't "Miss Challoner sent you a vQry 
a model — quite the reverse in fact. Of friendly message," Christmas said, de- 
course I don't mean quite the reverse, termined that the spiteful little priest- 
you know ; but you understand — and ess should have no such triumph over 
she really is such a sweet girl. Mr. him. 

Pembroke — ^Mr. Pembroke — do come "Indeed! Through you? " 

here and defend my favorite." "Through me." 

Christmas was coming to speak to "Truly? What was it?" 

Miss Jansen, conscious that he ought "She asked me to tell you that she 

to have done so long ago. She receiv- liked you very much." 

ed him very coldly, and he assumed "How kind of her — so patroniz- 

that she thought him guilty of rude- ingl" 

ness. He was sorry if he appeared so, ^'No, no; she didn't mean it in that 

for he felt himself so shut out of life way; you don't understand her." 

and lonely that he could ill afford to "No? Perhaps not. Will you take 

lose one friendly look. a message from me to her in return? " 
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*'I may not see her again — soon,'' 
said poor Christmas. 

** That would be a pity. But if you 
should see her, will you tell her that 
she is very kind, but that I prefer not 
to be patronized) and that she and /, 
holding such very different opinions, 
could have nothing in common? '' 

** I shan't tell her that," said Christ- 
mas. '*I shan't tell her anything. 
And I know you don't mean what you 
say." 

**Well, I am going," Miss Jansen 
said ; *' I am tired of this place." She 
looked very pale and weary. 

Christmas made no offer to be her 
escort. He was sorry for her, disap- 
pointed with her. **Is this the way, 
then, of all women?" he asked him- 
self. "Are they like this — ^bitter, fa- 
natical, so wedded to their own little 
theories and crotchets that they must 
hate and detest all who differ from 
them? Or is it simply a miserable jea- 
lousy because she is rich and fortu- 
nate? Are women all so mean and 
miserable? " 

Perhaps it would have gratified his 
mood at present if he could have 
thought so. But he could not. He 
had heard from Marie Challoner some- 
times satirical and scornful words, but 
never the expression of one small, ig- 
noble thought. But then she is so 
happy ! She has everything ; and poor 
Sybil has so little. Why should I 
blame her? he thought. Envy comes 
into our hearts in spite of us; only 
women, I suppose, cannot shut it in 
there and hide it. 

Still, as he walked away from Port- 
land Place, he felt really sorry that 
Sybil should have shown herself so 
maUgn— merely because Marie Challo- 
ner did not share her opinions on wo- 
man's rights, or was richer and hap- 
pier than %he. The contrast set off 
Marie with a lustre which was posi- 
tively oppressive to him now. How 
handsome she looked! How sweet 
she was! He had never loved her 
more passionately. How often now 
he thought of Dione Lyle's warnings 
against allowing himself to be fasci- 



. nated by Marie Challoner. What is 
the use of such warnings? He could 
not even flatter himself that he had 
been deceived or trifled with. Marie 
was his friend from the first, and she 
was his friend now — ^just the same. 
No coquette that ever falsely smiled 
men's hearts and senses away could 
have been so fatal in her companion- 
ship to Christmas as that sweet serene 
friend. It was all his own fault. 

That miserable Sunday Christmas 
walked miles and miles, until he had 
walked himself clean out of London. 
But he could flnd no solitude. Even 
when one is fairly clear of street and 
suburb, there is no solitude round 
London on the Sunday evening. He 
went doggedly along and around, hav- 
ing a vague idea that if he made him- 
self dead tired, the mere physical ex- 
haustion would distract him from too 
much thinking. Men weary in the 
snow keep repeating the multiplication 
table, because they know that if for 
one instant they relax the exercise of 
the mind, they must fall into the sleep 
of death. Christmas kept his limbs 
in unceasing motion, fearing that one 
instant's rest would allow him to fall 
into the terrors of thought and mem- 
ory. 

The poor young Hypatia, too, had & 
weary time of it. She was miserable 
and bitter, and her mother wondered 
whftt mournful change was coming 
over her girl. Sybil went to a Sunday 
evening meeting somewhere and deliv- 
ered an impassionate address all about 
the sensibilities and the sufferings of 
woman ; about the bird beating itself 
to death against the bars of its cage; 
about the heedless strength and 
thoughtless cruelty of man ; about the 
tyranny of rank and class ; and a great 
deal more to the same effect. More 
than one earnest young mechanic or 
clerk fell profoundly in love with her, 
and thought her an angel of^ eloquence, 
and spent half the night thinking of 
her, and found their lives and their 
surroundings mean and narrow and 
odious, because of her. She went 
home and tried her very best to be 
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cheerful and pleasant to her mother, 
and not to make short or pettish an- 
swers ; and when she was in bed and 
everybody else in the house was asleep, 
then she almost drowned herself in 
tears. 

Christmas came late to his cham- 
bers, to the painted goddess on whose 
(Veiling he now hardly ever turned a 
glance. He sat for a while and made 
up his mind to something. Then he 
went to his desk and took therefrom, 
preserved with tender and loving care, 
the little fragment of sweet-briar 
which had clung to Marie's dress on 
the day when last they walked among 
the trees at Durewoods, and which he 
had treasured ever since. There was 
no^re in the grate, but he lighted up 
some paper there and made a great 
blaze and laid his bonny briar on it, 
and watched and watched it until it 
became only ashes. 



CHAPTER XVn. 

A PIOUB FRAUD. 

Sm John Challoneb leaned against 
the chimney-piece of his library next 
day in a happy and hopeful mood. 
Things had gone well with him hither- 
to, and they were now promising to go 
stiU better. Ronald VidaPs Parlia- 
mentary success was an unmistakable 
fact, and a thing to *be proud of; and 
it would settle the young man down 
for life. Marie's friendly ways toward 
Vidal left Sir John in no doubt about 
her answer to the question which was 
to be put to hpr that day. She would 

before long be the wife of the son of a 
peer who bore an ancient and famous 
title. Sir John for a moment almost 
wished that his wife was living to share 
in the pride that was coming to them, 
until he remembered that aftier all she 
was not a woman to shine in society, 
and that she was probably much better 
off in heaven. He was thus reconciling 
his mind to her unavoidable absence 
when a servant brought him the an- 
nouncement that Mr. Pembroke partic- 
ularly wished to see him, 



"Kiow him in — of course." He 
wondered why Pembroke chose to be 
so formal when he might hare come 
into the library unquestioned. But he 
hoped Pembroke had some favor to 
ask. At present it would have re- 
lieved his mind to do a favor for some- 
body. 

** Come in, Pembroke," he called 
cheerily ; and Pembroke came in, look- 
ing pale and thin and troubled. This, 
however, was not evident to his pa- 
tron; for, as we have said, Sir John 
was in a happy mood, because all 
things seemed to go well with him. 
There was something almost caressing 
in his manner as he welcomed Christ- 
mas. Indeed, he had begun to feel 
very parental to the young man of late,, 
and to think as Christmas came and 
went that it must be very pleasant for 
a man to have a son who could be his 
confidant in business. 

** Sit down, my boy," he said smil- 
ingly, and pushing a chair toward 
Christmas. 

**I have wanted to speak to you 
this some time back, " said Christmas, 
** very particularly." 

** Yes? " Sir John said encouraging- 
ly and still smiling. 

*'It's not about business. Sir John." 

**No?" Sir John said, with equal 
encouragement in his tone, and now 
beginning to think that he saw his 
way to what was coming. 

** I have been thinking over it this 
long time; and I was not certain 
whether I ought to say anything about 
it to anybody — even to you. But I 
can't help it — I can't help telling it to 
you — ^you have been so kind to me that 
I don't think I ought to have any se- 
cret from you — even this." 

**The young fool is privately mar- 
ried ! " Sir John said to himself. 
'*Well, Pembroke," he said aloud, 
*'go on, my boy. We don't need so 
much preface, do we — ^you and I? " 

**I'd give half my life, I think," 
said Christmas with energy, '* to any 
one who could tell me whether I ought 
to speak of this to you, or ought not. 
I think I ought to speak of it — but I 
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am so ignorant of what is the right 
thing." 

** My dear fellow, I'll tell you with- 
out asking for any part of your life. If 
you would tell this story to your fa- 
ther, tell it to me." 

^< It's not the same," Christmas said; 
'^you will soon know how different 
it is." 

^* Of course I don't mean to say that 
you could feel to me as to your father 
— you needn't tell me that, my boy. 
But you may put confidence in me as 
much as if I were." 

''It was not that I meant, Sir John, 
at all — ^it was something quite differ- 
ent — ^you will soon see." 

*' Well, let me see as soon as possible, 
and don't have us guessing riddles, 
Pembroke — or shall I make a guess? " 

''I want to leave England, Sir 
John." 

''You want to leave England? I 
certainly did not expect that. What 
on earth do you want to leave England 
for? " 

" I think of going back to Japan." 

"But why, Pembroke? I thought 
you had come to tell me that you were 
an(!horing here for good? " 

"Oh no. Sir John; I want to leave 
England because I am very unhappy 
here, and I can't endure life here any 
longer. There is the truth. I'll tell 
you all the reason, if you wish to know 
it — if you don't know it already." 

" Indeed, Pembroke, I do not know 
it — but I am very sorry to hear of this 
— ^I thought you were very happy ; and 
we are so anxious to make you happy. 
Why should you leave us? I am so 
sorry, and Marie will be " 

A sudden ejaculation, a sort of 
groan broke from the young man's 
lips ; and his face grew crimson. He 
was standing now near the chimney- 
piece as Sir John wheeled his chair to 
look at him. 

" Pembroke," said Sir John gravely, 
" you had better come to the point and 
tell me in plain words what this is all 
about. It is clear that I was out in 
my guessing, and I don't care to guess 
any more." 



* ' Well, " Christmas said, with a kind 
of desperation, '* there's nothing to be 
ashamed of. It's not my fault — ^I cant 
help it — and it need not trouble any 
one but me. I — I'm — it's only this — 
Sir John, I love your daughter! " 

Sir John too stood up, with a flush 
of anger on his face. ^ 

"You may blame me if you like," 
Pembroke went on, now finding his 
tongue fluent enough, when the ice 
was broken and the worst was done. 
" I can bear all that — ^I don't deserve 
it ; but you may not think so. I tried 
as hard as any human being could do 
not to give in. I have been trying for 
months. I never would have told & 
word to mortal if I could have got 
over it. But I couldn't, and now my 
mind is made up. I will go away, and 
not trouble any one. You may blame 
me, if you like. Why should you 
blame me? I can't help having feel- 
ings." 

"My good boy," Sir John said 
soothingly, "who talked of blaming 
you? But of course I am taken by 
surprise ; and I am sorry. You know 
how useless this is? " 

"If I didn't know that, how should 
I ever be able to make up my mind to 
go away? I always knew it was use- 
less — ^from the very first." 

" And when," Sir John asked, with 
a faint flicker of a smile coming over 
his lips — " when, Pembroke, yas the 
very first?" 

" The first day I siw her," answered 
Christmas promptly. "No — ^not the 
first — I mean the second. The first 
time I hardly saw her; she had her 
veil down, and we only spoke a few 
words. It was the next day." 
" You knew it then? " 
"Yes. I knew it then; at least I 
felt very strangely. I must have 
known it then. But I didn't know 
then how strong it was and how it 
would last. I thought I could conquer 
it and crush it down; and I fought 
hard — you would not blame me if you 
knew how hard I fought — and it was 
all no use ! " 

" One word, Pembroke, before we go 
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any farther, although I hardly think I 
need say it. My daughter, I presume, 
knows nothing of this? '' 

'* Oh no, Sir John. How could she 
know? " 

** Well, of course, I know you would 
have said nothing without having told 
me first. I didn^t mean that. But 
might anything in your manner have 
led her to suspect? " 

'*No," Christmas said, shaking his 
head, and speaking in a tone of the 
profoundest conviction; ** she has not 
the least suspicion. She never had." 

*' Well, I think so too. But how do 
you know so certainly?" 

** Because she has been always so 
friendly to me. Even yesterday, " the 
young man added, with burning 
cheeks. 

** I am sure you are right, and that 
at least is something." 

**It is something," Christmas said 
sadly. '*If she ever suspected it, she 
would be sorry for me ; and she would 
not be so friendly, and I should always 
feel as if I had been the means of giv- 
ing her pain somehow. Now I shall 
not have that to think of. Well, Sir 
John, I feel more like a man, and less 
like a child or a coward, now that I 
have told you this, and that you know 
aU." 

" Bit down," said Challoner, " and 
let us talk this over a little." 

They both sat down. Christmas bu- 
ried his hands in his pockets and 
gazed downward, his head bent on his 
breast. 

**Of course this is bad enough," 
Sir John began, **but it might be 
worse. Pembroke, you are a very 
young man, and you'll get over it. I 
know such consolation is not quite in 
keeping with your feelings just now, 
but you'll live this down, my dear boy. 
You'll get over it." 

Christmas shook his head. 

"I'll never get over it. Sir John — 
never. You think people always say 
that? Perhaps they do; but some of 
them mean it and know it. We are a 
terribly unchanging lot," he said, with 
a melancholy smile that flickered on 



his pale face like a weak sunbeam on 
snow ; '*my father's last words were of 
the woman he — he cared about, and I 
hope mine will be the same." 

** Well," Sir John went on, not car- 
ing to press that ppint, " at all events 
we may look at whatever good side 
there is to the thing. Suppose, let us 
say, that Marie had known of this, and 
were romantic and susceptible — and 
all that — and that she felt as you 
do- 
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'*OhI" Another ejaculation broke 
from Christmas, and again the blood 
rushed into the face that a moment be- 
fore had been white. The bare 
thought, the mere suggestion of such 
a possibility sent a wave of passion 
through him which seemed to surge 
directly up from his heart to his head. 

"I say suppose that had been so. 
I talk to you plainly, Pembroke, as to 
a man of sense and of the world " 
(Sir John knew that even a young 
lover is flattered by being regarded as 
a man of sense and a man of the 
world). '* Suppose that had been so? 
What would have come of that? I 
presume that you have been studying 
my daughter's character. But you 
hardly know her as well as I do. 
Have you seen that she is ambitious? 
Most women are, but she is especially 
so. I have not seen in her much of 
what you young people call the-capa- 
city for love. She will go into society 
and shine there and be happy. I tell 
you, Pembroke, I love my daughter 
far more even than fathers generally 
love their daughters, and yet I say, 
with all my heart, that a young man 
like you would not do well in marrying 
her. Does this sound harshly? It is 
the truth, my boy. There are women 
to whom mere love will not suffice ; and 
Marie is one of them." 

**I suppose so," Christmas said 
blankly; **I don't know much about 
women — ^I should not have thought 
it." 

**0f course you would not have 
thought it. My dear boy, to you a 
woman is an angel still." 

Christmas shook his h€ad« 
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•*Not every woman," Sir John cor- . spirit too great for such conditions— 

rected himself; '*bat perhaps some you won^t mind my speaking plainly? 

one particular woman." — ^and that before long she would re- 

'*! don't know about angels," g^et lt{ and you. Do you think it 

Christmas said. '^I neyer thought strange that I should speak in this way 

whether your daughter was an angel of my daughter? " 

or not." ' *' No," said Christmas bluntly, "for 

" They do in romances — ^the young I suppose it is like this you would wish, 

men I mean — don't they? " hereto be." 

Christmas winced under this dry, "It is; you are quite right. I wish 

chill analysis, as he might under the her to be ambitious. I am glad she is 

touch of a cautery. now " (and he laid some stress on the 

*' I only know what I feel," he said, word now) " on the threshold of such a 
" and I could not put it into words, life as suits her. But that doesn't bin- 
Sir John. Ill put it into acts I I know der me from being sorry, deeply sorry, 
what your daughter seems to me to be. " for you, my poor boy I I wish you had 

**My dear Pembroke, you may be not got this wound in my house. I 

sure that you could not have a higher ought to have known — ^I ought to have 

opinion of Marie than I have; but it foreseen." 

is perhaps a different sort of opinion He laid his hand kindly on poor 

— taken from a different point of view. Christmas's shoulder. Perhaps this 

A father does not need to think his lad's misfortune really did touch him. 

daughter is perfection in order to love There was silence for a moment, 

her ; but a young man looks at things Christmas turned toward the chimney- 

differently." piece and so concealed his face. He 

Christmas made a somewhat impa- was very young, and he was hit very 

tient gesture, as if in protest. hard. He could not have looked in 

"It's not that," he said. "I love any sympathetic face just then. 

Miss Challoner because I can't help it, "Well," said Christmas, after a mo- 

and it's my misfortune — that's all. I ment; " the worst is all out now — ^you 

have to bear the consequences, and I don't blame me? " 

mean to bear them. But don't let us "I have so often wished that I had 

try any mental analysis, Sir John — I a son, " Sir John answered fervently, 

confess I am not equal to that." With " If I had a son, Pembroke, I should 

all his grateful feeling to Sir John, a like him — under such conditions— to 

strange sort of hostile sensation was have acted as you did." 

beginning to grow up in his heart. He held out his hand, and Christmas 

"Well," said Challoner, "I only grasped it. The great financier could 

meant to show you for your own good, have wished at the moment that his 

Pembroke, how utterly hopeless all young friend were a good deal less 

this would be." strong — ^for Sir John's hands were soft 

"I know all that. You couldn't and fat, and • adorned with rings, and 

teach me anything about that, Sir Christmas's emotional gripe was like 

John — ^I always knew it." the clutch of Goetz's iron hand. 

"No, no," Sir John said gently. "We'll talk of this again," Sir John 

**You really do not quite understand said, bearing the grasp without showing 

me, Pembroke. I am assuming for the sign of pain, but gently withdrawing 

moment that things were exactly as his hand as soon as possible; "and I 

you would have them ; that my daugh- don't know whether it may be neces- 

ter felt as you do, and that I saw my saw for you to think about leaving 

way to give my consent. I tell you England, or doing anything in par- 

f rankly, Pembroke, that you would be ticular, for some months to come a^ all 

doing a mad thing ; that you would be events ; and perhaps by that time you 

marrying a woman of ambition and may look at things in a calmer light. 
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m explain to you in a day or two. It was a comer room like that which 
You see we must do nothing rashly — she had at Durewoods, and was cho- 
we must not call people's attention." sen by her because of the likeness, and 
"One word," said Christmas: "Sir it had been fitted up at her wish in 
John, under any circumstances, she is just the same way. Marie was seated 
not to know." at her writing desk when her father 
Sir John laid his hand gently on came in, and was looking oyer old let- 
Pembroke's — ters, unfinished sketches, scraps of 
"Trust aU that to me. If you were versemaking begun and put aside, and 
my own son, your confidence could such other litter as people usually look 
not be more sacred. To-morrow — or at only in their rather melancholy 
ne^ day — ^I'll speak to you of this moods. Sir John thought she was 
again. Now, good-by." looking pale. She smiled very warm- 
Sir John turned toward the window, ly for him, however, and put her pa- 
and when he looked round to the pers down. 

hearth again, Christmas was gone. "I was looking over scraps of old 
To do him justice, he was sorry for verses, dear," she said. "In Dure- 
Christmas, and he was sorry for what woods, long ago— when I was young, 
had happened. But at the present you know — ^I used to fancy myself des- 
moment his principal anxiety was that tined to be a poet. I have been read- 
there should be no going away, and ing some of the verses now ; they are 
farewells, and half -ostentatious renun- such dreadful rubbish I " 
ciations of a career on the part of the "I suppose all young people write 
young man. Some instinct told him verses — it's the right sort of thing to 
that for the present it might be im- do when one is young. Are you dis- 
prudent to have any manner of scenes appointed at not turning out a poetess, 
or explanations. For all his praise of Marie? " 

his daughter's ambition and his pro- "Could a poetess get into good so- 

fessed faith in it, he dreaded the pos- ciety, papa? — a real poetess, I mean ; 

sible consequences of her regarding not a lady of fashion who writes 

this handsome, chivabous young man verses? " 

as in any sense a sufferer or martyr. "Why do you ask such a question? " 

*' One never can tell," he said to him- **Mr. Vidid thinks professional poets 

fielf, "which will have the stronger are only tolerated in society — ^like a 

fascination for women — success or fail- sort of Christy's Minstrels, perhaps, 

ure — ^the man who is up or the man Is that so? / don't know. I saw a 

who is down." Also, according to his poet the other night, and people all 

familiar fashion, he asked himself seemed very attentive to him, and 

'whether it was not possible that Christ- women were fluttering about him. 

mas, single-minded as he was, might But Mr. Yidal says he doesn't call 

have some lurking motive of his own that sort of thing being actually in so- 

in making the confession he did. ciety." 

Suppose the poor lad had still a faint "Well, Marie? *' 

hope of touching Marie's feelings? "Well, dear — ^that's all. I only 

Suppose the proposal to banish him- wanted to know. For I should not 

self back to Japan were made with a like to have sacrificed my career for 

vague idea of that kind? "No; he the sake of writing poems. I shan't 

mustn't go," Sir John decided. "That have to earn my bread, you know, 

would never do — ^we can think of papa, and I suppose my first duty is to 

something better than that." be respectable." 

He looked at his watch. It waa Lady Disdain was in one of her cyni- 
half-past four o'clock. Ronald Yidal cal moods, which were becoming some- 
was to call at five. He left the library what frequent of late. He did not 
and went to his daughter's room. like her present way of putting things. 
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It seemed like a reproach to him, or '*I should not have thought it — hot 

at least a reminder that he was still how could any one jadge ? She seems 

nnder some conditions with regard to to me so sharp and vehement — and — I 

his place in society. don't know. I am glad if he is going 

**I suppose people like us can afford to be happy — ^I am very, very glad." 
to do as they please, Marie. I am rather *^ There are some difficulties in the 

too busy myself with the realities of life way just yet, " Sir John said carelessly, 

to have time to think much about ^^He does not think of marrying at 

poetry or poets. But I always thought once — ^it would be out of the question 

that some of our poets were in very at present. And Marie, my dear — ^this 

good society. By the way, poetry is only told to me — ^perhaps I ought 

makes me think of music, and music not to have whispered it even to you — 

of Ronald Vidal. He is coming here and by the way," he added, with a 

at five to-day? " sickly effort at saving his conscience, 

Marie colored a little, but only said **you will please to remember, dear, 

listlessly, *' I suppose so." that I have not, in fact, told you any- 

'^I have had a visit already from thing of what he said to me, and of 

another young lover — ^I mean from a course you won't breathe a word of 

young lover," her father said, with this to any one." 
an appearance of easy sprightliness. **You need hardly caution me, 

** Christmas Pembroke, Marie." dear, " said Lady Disdain, rising grand- 

'* Indeed?" ly; **I am not likely to speak of Mr. 

* ' He came to make me his confidant. Pembroke's love-secrets. " 
Do you remember I told you some **You know," Sir John said confi- 

time ago that I was sure he would dentially, **one must not mind too 

keep no secret from me? " much what boys of that age may say 

You did, dear." on such subjects. They hardly know 

Well, I was right. He came to- their own minds. Our young friend 

day and told me all." may have changed his mind long be- 

*'It was — as you expected? " fore anything comes of this." 

This easy question, put in a tone of Sir John spoke with two purposes 

the quietest interest, apparently, was vaguely present to his mind. The one 

to Sir John like the sight of the in- was to prepare his daughter for the 

strument of torture to some prisoner probability that Christmas never would 

of weak fibre, who knows that if marry Miss Jansen ; and the other, to 

pressed he will swallow shame and save satisfy his own conscience that he was 

himself. He was not a man of scruples not doing wrong in treating with in- 

in the beaten ways of the world, but to difference an emotion which was pos- 

deceive his daughter by something even sibly only the passing dream of a boy. 
broader than an equivocation seemed **I should think Mr. Pembroke 

an odious act. He did not expect so knows his own mind," Marie said 

direct a question ; he had taken it for carelessly. ** She is a very pretty girl, 

granted that his daughter would as- and very clever. I don't think we 

sume the purport of Christmas's con- ought to blame her if she Chafes a lit- 

fession, aad deceive herself. In the tie against the ordinary lot of women, 

one flash of hesitation it came on him We do play a very poor part in the 

oddly and with a painful sense that if world, I think." 
he had been bred a gentleman like **I hope you will play a brilliant 

Ronald Vidal he never could have hesi- part, my dear." 

tated. 'But this did not now give him ** I hope so. One ought to do some- 
pause, and he answered, thing." There was some bitterness in 

"Yes, Marie; it was as I expected, her tone, 
of course." **It rests with yourself, Marie, I 

** Then it is so? " said Lady Disdain, fancy," Sir John said quietly. 
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" I sappose she will give up declaim- 
ing against the world's laws,** Marie 
said meditatively, and without reply- 
ing to his words, " when she is happy. 
I suppose she is very fond of him.'* 

**0h, yes — ^I suppose so." 

**And he is in love with her! So 
soon ! It seems strange — ^I don*t know 
why." 

A servant entered with a card. 

"Vidal is helow," Sir John said. 
*' You will see him, Marie ? I have to 
write a letter." 

There was half a moment of silence 
— he looked at his daughter. 

'*0h, yes," Marie said at last, "I 
w^ill see him." 



CHAi'^rER xvm. 

**0, VATEB, LASS HNS ZIEHN." 

Mabie Challoneb knew perfectly 
well what Mr. Vidal had come for that 
day, and her father knew that she 
knew it. Mr. Vidal had been thrown 
so much with her of late, and evident- 
ly by her father's desire, that she had 
gradually grown to accept his atten- 
tions as a matter of coursfe. When on 
a visit lately with two of Mr. Vidal's 
aunts, she had heard hints plain 
enough on the subject of his admira- 
tion for her. Still, she seemed always 
to shrink from contemplating the pos- 
sible result of all this, and drew back 
even from asking herself what answer 
she ought to make in the probable or 
indeed almost certain event of his ask- 
ing her to marry him. She had put 
the thought away as a nervous man, 
unused to speech-making, still puts off 
collecting his thoughts, and persuades 
himself that the chairman of the pub- 
lic dinner will not, after all, call upon 
him to respond to any toast. Now the 
moment had come, and it was too late 
to think of collecting thoughts or 
making up mind. The response had 
to be given at once. 

Sir John Challoner looked after hei 
as she entel^d the drawing-room, and 
then be went to his library. He found 
himself unusually nervous, and he felt 



a little irritated for the moment with 
the providential arrangement which 
had made lads and lasses, and im- 
posed upon fathers in his position the 
responsibility of seeing that their 
daughters married the right man. In 
financial affairs he was strong, cool, 
and fearless — ^his enemies sometimes 
said unscrupulous ; but he was flurried 
now in his own house, and a little 
abashed in the presence of his own 
daughter. He seemed to have lost his 
courage. He could not understand 
why he felt so humbled and hurt be- 
cause he had had to deceive his daugh- 
ter a little, and in a matter which prob- 
ably would have been to her almost un- 
important. Nobody could say in any 
case that he had not acted properly 
and for her good. What would be the 
use of wounding her sensibility by al- 
lowing her to know that this poor boy 
was in love with her? Besides, he. 
Sir John, was solemnly bound not to 
reveal Pembroke's secret. To be sure, 
he had implied that Pembroke had a 
secret of a very different kind, and 
that certainly was going rather far. 
Still, it was only a precaution of rea- 
sonable prudence un(ier the circum- 
stances, and women have always to be 
managed more or less by stratagem. 
**Good heavens!" Sir John peremp- 
torily asked of his unsatisfied con- 
science; '*who ever dreams of telling 
all the truth to women ? " But, again, 
not telling all the truth is one thing; 
telling something which is not the 
truth is another. And deceiving one's 
daughter, who looks up to him as a 
guide and a light, and Marie, who was 
so transparently truthful herself, and 
who seemed to be instinct from her 
very birth with that principle of honor 
which is so rare among w|imen ! In 
short, Sir John felt that the subject 
had better not be thought over too 
much. He put it away from him with 
a resolute effort to lay the whole 
blame of the transaction on Provi- 
dence, which had not created him 
with a clear, uncompromising soul and 
conscience like that of Pembroke's 
father, or at least set him from his 
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birth with men of the class of Ronald 
Yidal, who mast always speak the 
trath as a necessary condition of their 
education. 

He was waiting in momentary ex- 
pectation of Vidars coming to him. 
He knew that Yidal would come to 
him the moment his interview with 
Marie was over, and he knew that 
whatever were the result Marie would 
be sure to disappear to her room and 
not be seen for some time. Sir John, 
usually so composed in all his ways, 
was almost palpitating with uneasy ea- 
gerness while that interview was go- 
ing on. The evening was gray and 
unusually dark, and lights had not yet 
been brought. Sir John paced up and 
down the room, and lost himself in 
vague excitement and expectation. 
His thoughts wandered back and back. 
Suddenly he started — ^it seemed to him 
as if he heard the wail of an infant. 
In a moment he returned to himself, 
and knew that it was but some sound 
on the road outside, but he knew too 
why his imagination had deceived him. 
He had never walked up and down in 
a library alone, and in such anxiety of 
expectation, since the evening when 
Marie was bom. That was the infant's 
cry which now rose up out of the past 
and reached his ears. 

He rang for lights, and almost at the 

same moment with the servant Ronald 

» 

Yidal entered. He was coming hastily 
toward Sir John when he saw the ser- 
vant at the lamps, and he stopped 
short, took a book from a shelf, and 
appeared to be engaged in looking for 
some passage in it. Challoner noticed 
that Yidal's hands were trembling, and 
this alarmed him. Gould Marie have 
refused hipi? 

The servant left the room. 

"Well?" Challoner asked eagerly. 

"Well?" replied Yidal, coming 
over to the hearth and standing just 
where Pembroke had stood, with one 
foot on the fender, while he pulled at 
the ends of his moustache and made 
them join on his chin — **I believe 
it ia well, Challoner — but I hardly 
know. " 



"You hardly know? Did you ask 
her? " 

"Oh, yes, I asked her." 

" And what did she say? " 

"Well, she didn't say no." 

"Did she imply yes? " 

" She did — I think so— in a sort of 
way." 

"What a bold suitor I" Sir John 
said with a smile, feeling now suf- 
ficiently reassured as to the result of 
the interview; "who goes to propose 
to a lady and comes away without be- 
ing quite certain whether she has said 
she will or she will not I " 

"But that's just it. Your daughter 
wouldn't say anything for certain. 
She is to teU me more distinctly in a- 
day or two." 

"Meanwhile you are bidden ta 
hope?" Sir John said smiling, and 
thinking within himself what idiots 
even clever young men of the 
world were where women were con* 
cemed. 

"I suppose 80," Yidal said simply; 
"she was very frank — and awfully col- 
lected, Challoner ; a deuced deal more 
than I was, I can tell you. She said 
she hadn't the least objection to me — 
rather liked me in fact— quite friendly 
and encouraging. She said there 
wasn't any reason why she should re- 
fuse me, but she would just think it 
over. I suppose it's all right, Challo- 
ner — ^you ought to know — ^I never did 
that sort of thing before." 

"Of course it's all right," Sir John 
said almost angrily. "What I don't 
understand, Yidal, is what else you 
would have, or why you should tWk 
it is not all right." 

"I don't know exactly, but the 
whole affair seemed so unlike what one 
expected, don't you know ? I expect- • 
ed something awfully emotional; 
wasn't it natural tiiat I should? I can 
tell you /was emotional enough." 

"Can you remembeip anything you 
said? " Sir John asked rather amused. 

' * Not a word. I tried to be very el- 
oquent and touching, but I broke 
down. Miss Challoner was so awfully 
composed — and she wouldn't help me 
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oat one bit ! I am sure girls in gener- 
al are not like that." 

"My daughter hasn't been brought 
np like girls in general, Vidal." 

"No, by Jove," exclaimed Vidal, 
with something like enthusiasm in his 
tone — *' if she had — if she were one bit 
like girls in general, I shouldn't have 
been as much embarrassed as I was; 
but I am downright in love with her, 
and I only wish I could think, Ghallo- ^ 
ner, that she was in love with me." 

"Girls don't like to show their feel- 
ings too readily." 

"It isn't that: I wish it were. I 
know a little more than that, Ghallo- 
ner. There wasn't a gleam of emotion 
about her. She is not in love with me, 
bhalloner." 

"All that will come in time — at all 
events she's not in love with anybody 
else." 

"No; there's something in that. 
Then you think it's all right? " 

"Certainly. If Marie meant to re- 
fuse you, she would have done so at 
once." 

"I hope, you know, that she isn't 
merely taking me to please her father? 
We mustn't allow her to do that, Chal- 
loner." 

"You are a more sentimental lover 
than I ever thought you were likely to 
be," Sir John said smiling. 

"Am not I?" Vidal asked simply. 
" Yes ; you have no idea how queerly 
I feel about the whole affair. I never 
felt like this before — and I didn't think 
it was in me ; I have done a great deal 
to try and please her, Challoner — you 
know. I haven't a share of any kind 
in any theatre; and I've given up — 
everything in fact. I do hope she will 
come to like me a little, Challoner." 

"I think I can answer for her; but 
If you like, I'll ask her myself." 

"I wish you would — ^I really wish 
you would, Challoner. I can't bear 
the idea of our forcing her into any- 
thing. I sometimes think we seem 
like a pair of conspirators." 

"We are only conspiring to make 
her happy if we are conspirators. " 

"I would rather make myself un- 



happy than her — ^I would a thousand 
times," the perplexed Vidal exclaimed 
with energy. 

Sir John got rid of the young lover 
as quickly as he could, thinking that 
he had' had rather more of love's rap- 
tures th^ he was quite able to relish 
for one day. Ronald V^dal's account 
of his daughter's composure and self- 
command pleased him greatly. He 
wias very glad to find that she was not 
one of your emotional people, and he 
felt satisfied that she would make all 
the better wife for not being sentiment- 
al on such an occasion. When Vidal 
had fairly gone. Sir John sent for his 
daughter. He had now nearly shaken 
off the uncomfortable impression pro- 
duced upon him by the pious fraud in 
which he had thought it prudent to in- 
dulge. The first novelty was over. 

"Vidal has gone, Marie, " he said, as 
his daughter entered the library. 

"Yes ; I supposed that he had gone, 
dear, when you sent for me." 

Sir John took his daughter's hand 
and drew her toward him. 

"Am I to congratulate Ronald Vi- 
dal? " he asked in a low tone. * ' Your 
answer, as he described it to me, did 
not leave him quite certain — and of 
course he is very anxious, poor fellow." 
" Is he very anxious? I am sorry." 
"But I may congratulate him, Ma- 
rie, surely?" 

"Oh yes, dear — if that is the right 
sort of thing to do. But don't you 
think I ought to be congratulated ra- 
ther than he? " 

" Why so, Marie? " 
"I am attaining the height of my 
ambition, papa — ^I am going to be a 
great lady in society. I am going to 
be wedded to an carle's son, like the 
girl in the ballad. What could be a 
greater occasion for congratulation? 
But I don't see why he should be con- 
gratulated." 

"Not for getting such a wife, Ma- 
rie?" And Sir John gently put his 
arm round his daughter, and turned 
her toward the mirror. She looked at 
herself very composedly. 

"Yes," she said, "I forgot all about 
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that. He is really very kind and com- 
plimentary — ^in the most practical sort 
of way too. I suppose he does see 
something attractive in me. If I were 
a man, I am sure that is not the sort of 
woman I should admire.^* 

''What sort of woman, then, might 
you admire, dear? " 

'' Something petUe^ and sweet, and 
gracious ; full of affection and tender- 
ness — all that sort of thing. There are 
80 many charming girls I have seen 
who would jast suit Mr. Vidal." 

''^e doesn^t think so. His ideal 
wife is one of whom he can be proud, 
and whom every one will admire, and 
who will make a brilliant figure in so- 
ciety." 

''Having been specially trained for 
that purpose, regardless of expense, in 
the fashionable circles of Durewoods," 
Marie said gravely. " Well, the great- 
er my deficiencies the greater his gen- 
erosity, papa." 

"He is really very ardent and sin- 
cere in his love for you, Marie." 

"Is he? I am very sorry." 

" Sorry, my dear? " 

"Yes. I am not worth all that 
warm and strong feeling. It is thrown 
away on me." 

"But you do feel some attachment 
— some liking for him, Marie? " 

" Oh yes, dear — ^I think so." 

"Remember, Marie, there is not the 
slightest constraint or pressure upon 
you. I have not even used a word of 
persuasion; and your promise is not 
yet given. You must not marry Ro- 
nald Vidal if you don't like it." 

"I will marry him, papa, if he 
wishes it. There isn't any reason why 
I should not. It will please him and I 
know it will please you — and why 
should I not do what you both would 
wish? " 

"I wish you would tell me exactly, 
Marie, how you feel about this propo- 
sal." 

" Dear, I don't feel anything. That 
is what surprises me. I have no emotion 
at all. I don't care to be married par- 
ticularly — I would rather remain as I 
am a great deal ; but I suppose I should 



have to marry somebody at some time, 
and I like Mr. Vidal very well, and no 
one could possibly be more kind and 
considerate." 

• "You have no stronger feeling o( 
any kind — either way V " 

"Npne, dear; my mind is a blank— 
except for what I have told you." 

" I am sure you will be very happy, 
Marie, and that you will have a good 
and a clever husband." 

"Oh, yes, I am sure." 

She seemed almost absolutely indif- 
ferent to the whole subject. Sir John 
was much puzzled. 

"You seem unhappy, Marie? ^ 

"I am not so, dear, indeed. I am 
quite happy — I think." 

"Not disappointed?" 

"With what, papa?" 

"Well, with your prospects, so far." 

"No, I think not. Things are al- 
ways different in reality, I suppose, 
from what people expect. Life looks 
a little more prosaic as we get to know 
it. I used to think of something more 
romantic and full of color, and really I 
don't know what. I think I am a Ut- 
tle disappointed in myself, perhaps. I 
used to think I had an emotional sort 
of nature, and I find that I have not— 
that is all." 

"The better for you, dear child, in 
actual life. One cannot be too strong.'' 

"I suppose so. It all seems so 
strange ; I seem so unconcerned. This 
won't be very soon, papa? " 

"This what, dear?" 

"This marriage." 

' ' Not if you don't wish it. Ronald, 
of couj^e, will have arrangements to 
make. I have a great idea, Marie, for 
the mean time. How should you like 
to see America? " 

"America? The United States? " 

"Yes. I have a good deal to do 
with several projects in different parte 
of the States ; and people on both sides 
have been urging me to go over and 
see things for myself. I have all but 
made up my mind to go ; and if yon 
would like to come with me, I will 
make up my mind at once." 

Marie's eyes flashed, and her whole 
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face brightened with delight at the went into all the details of the pro* 

prospect. posed trip with an eagerness which 

'*I should love to go I I should love amazed and perplexed her father. She 

to go ! There is nothing in the world was all aglow with delighted expecta- 

1 should like so well — to travel in tion at the prospect of a trip to Amer- 

America I Should we go far? " ica, and she had hardly exhibited even 

**All the way across, dear — to San a languid interest in her engagement 

Francisco and the Pacific." to be married. 

"And see the Golden Gate ! " The *' Then you won't keep this poor f el- 
words sprang from her lips involunta- low long in suspense, Marie? " Sir 
rily. With them too came an unbid- John said, as he was leaving her. 
den memory — ^a picture in the mind. ** What poor fellow, dear?" 
In one moment she was standing on the '* Ronald Vidal. You will give him 
height at Durewoods and looking over his answer soon? " 
the bay, with its islands, and listening **0h yes, dear; whenever you like, 
to Christmas Pembroke as he told of You may give it for me — ^that will be 
San Francisco and the Golden Gate, best, perhaps- -to-day if you wish." 
The time seemed so far off, and so '* I don't suppose he would like that 
childlike somehow in its poetic happi- quite so well, Marie," her father said 
ness, that its memory filled her with with a smile. "I should think he 
sweet pathetic feeling, and tears start- would prefer to have his answer from 
ed, she did not know why, into her your own lips." 
eyes. She turned her head away. ** Very well, dear. To-morrow, or 

*' Ronald can't very well come," Sir whenever you and he wish." 

John said meditatively ; ** but we can- *' You have always been the best and 

not help that." dearest of daughters," Sir John said, 

"We shall be all the happier to our- drawing her toward him and kissing 

selves," Marie said eagerly, and with- her with an affectionate enthusiasm 

out stopping to think; "it will be de- such as he did not often show even to 

lightful, papa — ^you and I alone — ^like her. "You cannot but make a good 

the old times I " wife, my love, who have been such a 

And now, as she looked up, her fa- daughter." 

ther could not but see that there were But she did not show any emotion in 

tears in her eyes. He was touched by return, and her father found that her 

her affection for him — surprised, per- lips were cold. 

haps, that there should be such emo- He was a little sorry for that, but he 

tion in one who seemed lately so cold ; had never supposed that she greatly 

and he felt proud of it. He kissed her loved Ronald Vidal, and therefore he 

tenderly. did not expect from her any positive 

"Well, my love" (even to her Sir delight in the prospect of marriage. 
John hardly ever used the word But he was as profoundly convinced as 
*'love"), "you and I are very old the most conscientious and disinterest- 
friends and fellow-ramblers, and Ro- ed father could be, that he was secur- 
nald and you will have plenty of time ing his daughter's happiness while ad- 
to travel together. He won't grudge vancing his own ambifion and hers. 
me this last holiday with you. Then "The Honorable Mrs. Ronald Vidal," 
that is settled, dear ; and we will go as he said to himself over and over again 
soon as ever you are ready." after he had left her. Then at last he 

" I am overjoyed at the idea. How should see himself actually connected 

long shall we be away? " with the British aristocracy. Ronald 

"Let me see — ^it is a large place, Vidal had told him again and again, 

and we shall have much to look at. with the odd frankness which was part 

Four or five months, perhaps." of his nature, that his people wanted 

"That will be deliffhtful." ^nd she him to marry a girl with money, and 
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thoagbt he ought to do so, but were of that ineffable outburst of yague 
terribly afraid of his either taking up longing: ^* Let us go; oh, father, let us 
with some unpresentable woman from go. There, far away — lies our path ! '' 
Manchester or getting mixed up with . Marie seemed to have hardly any 
actresses ; and that they welcomed with ^ feeling left within her but a longing 
delight the prospect of his getting for the American journey. She bum- 
such a wife as Miss Challoner. All his ed with anxiety to be going away, 
people, he said, thought her ^'perfect- away, far away out of London and her 
ly splendid," and the moment the present surroundings. She would not 
thing was settled there was no limit to have cared so much for travel, no mat- 
be put to the cordiality with which ter how far, on the European conti-* 
they would take her up. nent. That would be too much like 

The American journey had been a the usual kind of thing ; and people 
flash of inspiration to Sir John just they knew in London might meet them 
now. For some time it had seemed there. But when once the Atlantic 
clear that he must go out and have a interposed to divide them from all old 
look at things in the States. At first associations, then she thought she 
his idea was that Ronald and he would could begin to enjoy travelling, and 
go together. Then Ronald took up the free air would bring healing on its 
with a Parliamentary career to please wings. Healing from what? She did 
Marie, and make her proud of her fu- not ask herself the question, 
ture husband, and of course he must She only knew that she would enjoy 
stick to his work. Sir John himself the change, and the travel, and the 
had never gone in for politics, and freedom, and that four or five months 
was therefore by no means tied to the of respite seemed now like a happy 
House. Then Sir John thought that eternity — ^at least like a time into 
he would go alone after the marriage which every possible hope and joy 
of his daughter. But now this un- ought to be crammed, and to the end 
lucky affair of young Pembroke's made of which one must not think of look- 
it absolutely necessary that Marie ing. Perhaps the end would never 
should be taken out of the way for the come I Anyhow, it seemed to her now 
present, or else Christmas would sud- that without that free holiday on the 
denly go, and there would be a paipt- other side of the Atlantic, she must 
ing and questions, and all that kind of stifle, as if for want of air. 
thing; and Sir John held that women. She did not dislike Ronald VidaL 
like kings, according to the Scottish On the contrary, she liked him much 
saying, were '* Kittle cattle to shoe be- better than she did most other people, 
hind " — ^there was no telling how they She had no particular dislike to the 
might bear with the operation which prospect of being married. That was 
one considered the most needful for a thing which must come some time, 
them. So while he was actually talk- and it might as well be soon as later, 
ing with his daughter the idea of go- She was absolutely unconscious as yet 
ing to America at once, and taking her that there was any feeling in her heart 
with him, flashed into his mind and which ought to prevent her from ac- 
proved itself a success. cepting VidaPs proposal. For a long 

'*Then, Marie," he said, as she was time, indeed, she had looked forward 
leaving him, **you get yourself ready to that proposal as certain to come, 
as quickly as you can, and we'll have Her father had in a quiet, vague way 
such an exploring of the new world as taught her, almost by imperceptible de- 
Christopher Columbus never had." grees, to look to Mr. Vidal as the hus- 

** Vater, lass uns ziehnP^ Marie an- band she ought to have. A kind of 

swered in the words of Mignon, and net had gradually seemed to close 

she went to her room murmuring to around her, and she had imperceptibly 

herself the sweet melancholy phrases seemed to part with even the power to 
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to be free. There was no one other women seem to feel. I suppose 

she would have cared to marry or I was bom without any nature like 

ght of marrying. Yet with all that. I may as well marry Mm — ^he is 

kind of negative content her heart .very good and cleyer ; and I suppose he 

ed stifling as she thought of her likes me better than any other woman." 
ng life. The very absence of Thus she reasoned with herself as 

ion was terrible. The future she sat in her own room alone. She 

sd so blank — ^it showed in antici- thought of Christmas Pembroke and 

m like a life without air. All the Sybil Jansen; and she envied those 

kutic dreams of her girlhood had who could love and who were loved, 

\ to this reality I '* I have no love and thought of her own loneliness, and 

e," Lady Disdain said sorrowfully at last, in the gray of the twilight, she^ 

er own heart; ^'I cannot feel as burst into tears. 
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CHAPTER TCnr. keep him engaged in expeditions 

.. «„ hither and thither in the northeni 

** O, SAW YB NOT FAIB INEZ f " .^ j i-n. . x i -x ^ 

' Cities ; and Christmas knew it was for 

THE Saucy Lass bore Christmas the best, although he chafed at it too. 

Pembroke one eyening of early But he had made up his mind that he 

summer to the Durewoods pier. He would not see the Challoners any 

had not visited Durewoods since his more. He would not see Tier married, 

first stay there, and he had often He would return to Japan. It was es- 

been smitten with a sense of ingrati- pecially to tell Miss Lyle of his deter- 

tude toward his friend Miss Lyle. mination to leave England that he was 

There were reasons why for some time now visiting Durewoods. "Dure- 

back he had rather shrunk from com- woods has been my Sedan," he said to 

ing under her eyes, and having per- himself. 

haps to answer the kindly peremptori- The heart of the poor youth swelled 
ness of her questions. But she, he cruelly with amotion as he began to 
thought, knew nothing of, his excuse see the pier at Durewoods, and the 
for avoiding her, and he feared she cottages and the trees on the hill, 
must think him ungrateful. The fear amid which Marie^s home was stand- 
was confirmed when on writing to ask ing. Durewoods without her was like 
her if he might pay her a visit, he re- the forlorn chamber when the coffin 
ceived a reply, which he could not but of the loved one has been carried away, 
regard as a little cold and curt for her, It was like the ghost of Durewoods. 
telling him that he would be welcome. Pembroke felt a pang of remorse at 
He started for Durewoods next day. the thought that the dear, kind friend 
The Challoners had left England, who still lived there was after all so 
They were to reach New York before little to him — that her presence did 
the heats of summer set in, and after not remove the death-like atmosphere 
spending a few days there and in Bos- which for him now hung over the place, 
ton, to cross at once to San Francisco, But when the boat touched the pier, 
where the months intolerable in the and he leaped ashore and saw old Me^ 
Atlantic States would be delightful; lin waiting to carry his portmanteau, 
and when autumn came they were to he brightened up, and gave the brave 
return to New York again, visiting Breton a cheery shake of the hand, 
many places on their way. Christmas and asked him voluble questions about 
had not seen Marie before her leaving Miss Lyle and about himself, and the 
London. Sir John had taken care to boat and the garden and the fiaher-f oik 



DEAR LADY DISDAIN. 



141 



liss Leel well — ^beaat'f ool well — 
^s well. Merlin take care of her. 
Marie gone to Am^rique — over 
reat sea — ^near the fisheries of the 
bundland. Many fishers go there, 
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liss Lyle is lonely, perhaps, with- 
[iss Marie ? '' 

^0 — no, no — not lone. Miss Leel 
one — ^f or Merlin take care of her — 
n not gone to Am6rique." And 
n chuckled much over this pleas- 
, and smote his brave breast. 
Ton grow tall," said Merlin as 
walked along. 

?all. Merlin ?. Not taller than be- 

» 

)h, yes. / know. Tall I — ^More 
aan. Tall — old; very old. You 
very old 1 " 

ristmas smiled at this tribute to 
>mpleted manhood, for so he un- 
3od Merlin's words. But Merlin 
t too to convey the idea that 
tmas was looking paler and thin- 
ban he had expected to find him. 
)s Lyle received Christmas with 
. and gracious courtesy. They 
1 together, and Janet waited, and 
thing was just as it used to be. 
the news which Miss Lyle told 
LOW and again suggested change. 
I Challoner had been ia Dure- 
s for two or three days before her 
^, and Miss Lyle had seen her 
al times. There was discourag- 
ews from Natty Cramp, whereat 
)or mother was greatly concerned, 
as not getting on so well as he 
txpected to do. 

en they went into the balcony, 
Christmas praised the beauty of 
cene, and thought to himself of 
Lttle hollow in the woods, lonely 
m for evermore, as everything 
3d to be now. Then he said to 
Lyle that he had something to 
ler, and she showed a friendlier 
ist, and listened while he ex- 
sd, as well as he could, that a life 
mdon did not suit him; that he 
t think he was a big enough man 
kke much of a success there, and 
le thought lie could do better on 



his old ground in Japan. At last he 
got to the end of the story somehow. 

** Is that all ? " Miss Lyle asked. 

That was all. Christmas thought it 
was a good deal. 

'* I didn't want to say anything un- 
til you had finished. Have you fin- 
ished ? " 

** Yes, Miss Lyle. That is all I want- 
ed to say. As some of our American 
friends Would say, I'm through." 

*'I don't understand slang," said 
Miss Lyle — "even English slang. I 
am not fond of it." 

There was a pause. Christmas won- 
dered if she were going to say nothing 
more upon the subject of his resolve, 
and if the matter were to drop there. 
For a while she had seemed to be 
growing more friendly, but again 
there came a marked coldness in her 
manner. Christmas did not wonder 
at that. He felt with renewed pangs 
of conscience that he had been but an, 
inattentive friend for some time, and 
must not expect instant pardon. 

*'Then you have made up your 
mind to renounce London and go 
back to Japan ? " she said at last in a 
tone of some dissatisfaction. 

" I have," Christmas answeredf glad 
that she had said anything. "I am 
afraid you will think me a variable 
personage. Miss Lyle, without much 
of a mind to make up." 

''It i» strange," she said, following 
up apparently some train of thought 
of her own. " Your^father was above 
all things a man of steady purpose. I: 
begin to think you are not like him at 
all, Mr. Christmas, and that I have 
been rather mistaken in you." 

*'Well, Miss Lyle, you will do me 
the justice to admit that I never 
claimed to be like my father, or fit to 
be compared with him," 

"Still," she said, in an almost irri- 
table way, " it i« strange how the sons 
degenerate. I don't understand it. 
Where did you learn these fickle ways, 
and that want of trust, which I can 
tell you I like still less ? " 

Miss Lyle, as Mme Oh&llouei: \\Ad. 
said long ago, trba ^\cX'v«^«^3^'ek \si 
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everything she did. Few people look 
dignified when out of humor, but in 
the gesture with which she drew her 
white shawl round her shoulders, as if 
wrapping herself in a garment of of- 
fended pride, there was something 
effectiye and dramatic. 

* ' Want of trust — ^in you^ Miss Lyle ? " 

** In me, yes. Do I not deserve your 
confidence ? Did I not offer myself 
to you from the beginning frankly as 
your friend? and how could you doubt 
that I was so ? I tell you, Chris Pem- 
broke, I should almost have loved 
a lap-dog called by your father's name, 
not to speak of his son ; and I did so 
wish to be your friend, for his sake; 
and this is what comes of it ! To you, 
perhaps, it may seem ridiculous that I 
should feel in this way. Very well — at 
least you see that I do feel." 

**But you are entirely mistaken, 
and you do me a great wrong. The 
thought of going back to Japan was 
only fiickering in my mind for some 
time; and Sir John Challoner asked 
me to put off deciding for a little 
while. I did so. But now I have 
made up my mind, and I came to tell 
you. He does not know of it yet — ^I 
mean I have not yet written to him." 

** 'Sk)u choose your confidants well," 
Dione said scornfully. "I don't 
mean merely your going to Japan, 
Christmas; but you confided to John 
Challoner your reason for flying out of 
England — you never told that to me, 
I waited to-day patiently to see if that 
would come out even now, and it 
didn't I No; your full confidence is 
kept for him." 

Christmas grew red and hot. He 
<5ould hardly believe his ears. Could 
it be possible that Sir John Challoner 
had actually betrayed his confidence — 
and for what reason ? He looked at 
Miss Lyle in positive alarm and began 
to speak, and then became silent. 

"I will spare your blushes," Dione 
said — feeling some pity for his confu- 
sion — "and I am glad you have the 
grace to blush, Chris ; but you might 
have told me of this as well as John 
€2iaiioiier." Having, as she thought. 



compelled the young man to feel con- 
fused, she began to soften to him. 

** Did Sir John tell you — ^Miss Lyle, 
are you serious ? I can't understand 
this ! But if he did, then at least yon 
must know why I felt bound to tell 
him and not you " 

"I don't see that, Mr. Christmas. 
But let me ease your mind. It was 
not from Sir John I first heard the 
story — although when I asked him he 
didn't deny it." 

** Not from Sir John ? Then from 
whom — for no one else on earth could 
have ^" 

**You ridiculous boy, don't you 
know that men of the world never 
keep anybody's secret absolutely? 
They always let drop hints. Why you 
should have insisted on any particular 
secrecy in this affair is as great a won- 
der to me as why you should have 
chosen him for a confidant. I presume 
you didn't suppose that the thing 
could have been kept a secret from us 
all for ever, even if you did retreat to 
Japan with her." 

Christmas was now utterly bewil- 
dered. There was evidently some ex- 
traordinary misunderstanding some- 
where. 

**I don't know what to say," he 
broke out at last. ** We don't under- 
stand each other, Miss Lyle." 

**Come, I really begin to think you 
are more foolish than distrustful, 
Christmas. I suppose boys are shy of 
talking of these things even to elder- 
ly women. But you could have found 
no trustier friend than me — ^nor one 
less likely to care for social prejudices 
and that kind of thing. I don't be- 
lieve your father's son could make a 
very bad choice. Well, I forgive you 
your secrecy. And so you have fallen 
in love, my poor boy, and are going 
to be married ? So soon ? " 

Christmas started with such evident 
and genuine surprise that Miss Lyle 
was startled in her turn. 

^^ Is this not true ? " she asked sharp- 
ly — " are you not going to be married f 
Are we playing at cross purposes ? " 

'^We are indeed," said Chiistmafl^ 
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with an aching heart. " There never 
was such playing at cross purposes I 
Who told you that story, Miss Lyle ? 
Not Sir John Challoner, at all events." 

^*But is all that really not true? 
Have you not fallen in love ? and are 
you not going to be married ? " 

'*A man less likely to be married, 
Miss Lyle, is not to be found anywhere 
between this and Japan. '^ 

'* Oh I Have you quarrelled ? " 

** Quarrelled with whom ? " 

"With the young lady, of course, 
I suppose we needn't now make any 
mystery of her name — ^Miss Jansen." 

Christmas rose from his chair in 
amazement. In all his trouble of heart 
he was boyishly inclined to laugh. 

"Is that the story, Miss Lyle — ^is 
that the mystery — ^the confidence ? " 

" But is it really not true ? Is it all 
a mistake or a delusion ? Are you 
more deceitful than I could have be- 
lieved, or are people going out of their 
senses ? Do let us come to some un- 
derstanding." 

"Miss Lyle, there isn't one single 
particle of truth or meaning or any- 
thing else in that story. I know Miss 
Jansen ; but I never felt anything for 
her but friendship — and there is even 
much about her that I don't like ; and 
I am not certain now whether she is 
not rather unfriendly to me than the 
contrary. As for any other idea, it 
never even occurred to me until this 
moment ; and it would be ever so much 
less likely to occur to her. To begin 
with, she hates the whole race of 
men." 

"Yes; I don't mind that," Miss 
Lyle said quietly. "They soon get 
over that — girls, I mean. But if you 
tell me seriously that this is not 
true— 
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"But, Miss Lyle, to say it is not 
true is nothing. There isn't the faint- 
est conceivable foundation or excuse 
for it. The wonder is how any one 
could ever have thought of it. Did 
you say that some one told you this ? " 

" Oh, yes," Miss Lyle answered, com- 
posedly: " Marie Ghalloner told me." 

"Miss Challonerl" Again Christ- 



mas's face burned with emotion ; and 
at once there flashed upon his memory 
the fact;, hardly noticed at the time, 
that Marie had sent with a peculiar 
expression of look and voice her 
friendly message to Sybil Jansen 
through him. He felt unspeakably 
wretched. Strange contradiction of 
human impulses ! The one thing he 
dreaded most an hour ago was that 
Marie Challoner should know of his 
love for her. Now it seemed a thou- 
sand times worse that she should be- 
lieve him to be in love with another 
woman. 

" This is terrible," he said. 

"Of course such things are always 
provoking; but one can't help them. 
This seems to have been a very singu- 
lar misunderstanding." 

"Did Miss Challdher speak of this 
as a guess on her part ? " 

" No. Marie Challoner, Chris, is an 
impulsive girl — so truthful that it is 
hard for her even to keep a secret: and 
she said something here which aroused 
my curiosity, I can tell you, and I am 
afraid I extorted the rest. Then she 
said that her father had enjoined se- 
crecy on her — but Marie was never ex- 
emplary in the way of obeying injunc- 
tions." 

"But it was^not Sir John Challoner 
who told her this story ? " 

"Indeed it was." 

"Miss Lyle," Christmas said grave- 
ly, "you are mistaken in that, I assure 
you." 

"My good boy, lam not mistaken. 
The poor girl, conscious of having ' 
broken her father's trust, insisted, in 
her proud honesty, upon telling him 
that she had done so and asking his 
pardon, and I insisted on telling him 
that the fault was mine, and of course 
the whole story came out then." 

"Sir John Challoner said I was in 
love with Miss Jansen ? Sir John said 
that?" 

' * He did. At least I told hun what 
Marie said; and he said Marie ought 
not to have told it to anybody, and he 
seemed greatly vQxed at the whole 
affair." 
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Christmas was lost in conf asion. It 
seemed natural enough that if Miss 
Challoner or Miss Lyle had made a 
guess of any kind, Sir John might 
have allowed her to remain under a 
delusion rather than give any clue to 
the truth. But, as he understood Miss 
Lyle, there was something more than 
this. 

*' Did I understand you rightly, Miss 
Lyle ? Did you say that Sir John told 
this story — told it himself — ^to Miss 
Challoner ? " 

** Certainly, Chris; he and she both 
spoke of it in that way. Sir John said, 
more than once, that he was to blame 
for having revealed to his daughter 
what you told him in confidence." 

Christmas leaned upon the balcony 
and thrust his hands deep into his 
pockets. He was perfectly bewil- 
dered. 

'^But there must be something in 
all this," Dione said impatiently. ^'It 
can't be all midsunmier madness. Tou 
did, surely, tell John Challoner some- 
thing in confidence ? " 

*'Idid." 

*^And had it nothing to do with 
Miss Jansen ? " 

** Nothing." 

**Wa3 it any sort of love confes- 
sion ? " 

With eyes doggedly downcast Christ- 
mas answered, **Itwas." 

'* And in heaven's name, Chris Pem- 
broke, why did your father's son select 
John Challoner of all men on earth as 
the confidant of his love story ? Oh ! " 

The exclamation broke from Miss 
Lyle because of the sudden expression 
with which Christmas had looked up 
when she put her imperious question — 
an expression which was a revelation. 

** You unhappy boy," she said in a 
low tone and leaning toward him, 
"was«Aa«it?" 

** That was it. Now you know all. 
Now you know why I told him, and 
why I didn't tell you." 

**Did you not know that she was 
engaged to young Vidal ? " 

**Idid. I guessed it." 

*' Then what on earth was the good 



of your speaking to her father ? What 
did you hope to get by that ? " 

"Nothing." 

*'You had better have told me a 
hundred times. You didn't suppose 
that John Challoner was a person to 
be touched by your romantic attach- 
ment, and to say, ' Take her, my boy I 
Bless you, my children ' ? " 

*^Miss Lyle, I imagined nothing and 
hoped nothing. I couldn't endure the 
place any longer. I tried hard, and 
I found that I couldn't do it ; and he 
had been so kind to me that I didn't 
like to seem ungrateful or changeable ; 
and I couldn't invent lies. I thought 
the best thing to do was to tell her 
father all, and beg of him to help me, 
and to — ^to cover my retreat, in fact. 
I suppose it was an absurd thing to do 
— ^I thought it was the most honest 
way." 

There was a moment's silence. The 
evening was darkening. The scents 
of the flowers came more richly out, 
and the plash of the water below 
sounded sadly in the ears of the poor 
youth on whom Dione turned her pity- 
ing eyes. 

**I am glad you did whatever you 
thought was honest, my boy," she 
said. **You never can be sorry for 
that. Well, weU I " 

Christmas did not speak. He could 
not pour out his soul readily, even to 
her. He was at once frank and shy, 
as nature and his early way of life had 
made him. 

**This is a great misfortune, Chris 1 
Tell me — do you know yourself — will 
this last ? " 

'*0h yes," he answered in a low 
tone, and without looking at her. *'It 
will last my time. Miss Lyle." 

'*0f course all young people say 
that ; and I shouldn't mind it much in 
your case, my dear, but for what I 
know. And so you got this wound 
under my roof, my poor boy ? I wish. 
I had never found you (Iht, Chris, and 
brought you here, for this." 

*'No, no I " he said eagerly; "don't 
wish that, Miss Lyle — don't wish that. 
I have your friendship— I couldn't wiih 
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to lose that, and I don't want to lose — . am glad you have the coorage to look 

the memory even of — anything that that straight in the face. The only 

happened. I'll come all right — I mean thing now is — what is to be done ? " 

m fight my way on through life." "My mind is clear," said Christmas ; 

**You would not be without the " Pll leave England and go back to Ja- 

memory of your dream, then ? " pan." ' 

** Would my father have given up "But why do that? why not stay 

the memory of his ? " firmly here and make an honorable ca- 

Dione's lips trembled. She leaned reer for yourself? A man has some 

back in her chair, and remained silent other business in life than falling in 

for a moment. love and brooding over it." 

"Now, Miss Lyle," said Christmas, **I have other business, and I mean 

**you know all; you have got this all to do it. Miss Lyle, and not to brood, 

out of me somehow, which I never But if I remained in England I should 

meant to have told to anybody but be likely to brood on to the end of the 

one. I am not sorry, but I don't chapter." 

mean to plague you any more with my ** There are other women too, Chris. " 

troubles. I didn't come here to make ** There are no other women for me, 

you uncomfortable. I'm not going Miss Lyle, and good advice is thrown 

through life with an everlasting la- away on me, I am afraid.* Sooner than 

ment in my mouth. I am no worse stay here and see her — see her married, 

off than ever so many better fellows." Miss Lyle, I would leap off the pier be- 

**I thought it a bad omen at the low and swim straight out to sea as 
time that you should have met her the far as ever I could go, and sink quiet- 
very first moment you stepped ashore ly down when I could swim no fur- 
here. I didn't want yoii to meet her. ther. It wouldn't be half a bad thing 
Then, when the thing was done, I to do — ^godown with the setting sun." 
thought it best to say as little as pos- "You won't do that, I know," Miss 
Bible, and seem to make light of every- Lyle said. "You'll not do that cow- 
thing. But I did give you a warning, ardly thing, Chris. That might do for 
Chris." Natty Cramp, perhaps, or some egotis- 

" You did, I remember. But it was tical fool of his kind; not for you. 

too late then, and it wouldn't have But we'll say no more of this just now. 

been of any use in any case — not the It's a surprise, and I must tMnk it 

least." over. You used to like to smoke a ci- 

"I suppose not. You don't blame gar in the evenings ? " 

her, Chris ? " Christmas understood the very clear 

"Blame her ! Her ! For what ?" hint. She held out her hand to him, 

"You don't think she meant this — and he saw that her eyes were filled 

or trifled with you ? " with tears. Heaven knows what boy- 

"Oh, no. She is as true as light, ish impulse made him kneel beside her 

She was my friend always; she is now. chair and press her hand to his lips. 

It is no fault of hers. She never sus- Then she gently laid the hand upon his 

pected." head. There passed through Dione's 

"I am glad. I should have thought mind at the time the sweet, strange, 

so, but I am glad to hear you say so. unspeakably tender saying of the 

One word more. You have not any Duchess of Orleans about Dunois — 

larking hope — about her ? " that he was a child stolen from her. 

Oh no; no hope." She was glad when Christmas left 

You are i%lit, CJiris. I know her, for there was something which 

Marie as well as any one can, and I puzzled her in all this, and which she 

know that all tho fworld could not had not spoken of much to him. In- 

make her engage herself to Mr. Vidal deed, the moment the question arose 

if aho oared for anybody else. But I in her mind she kept the talk, such as 
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it was, away from that. Christmas friendship. There was nothing to be 

had told Sir John Challoner that he done. The boy must take his fate and 

was in love with Marie. Sir John had bear it. The less said now about the 

voluntarily, distinctly told Marie that misunderstanding and the perverted 

Christmas had made to him an ac- confidence, the better. Let that all 

knowledgment of love for Miss Jan- seem to be a misunderstanding, and 

sen. There wasno possibility of mis- let it drop. She would not argue any 

take or misapprehension on either side, more against Christmas's resolve to go 

on any point. Why did John Challo- back to Japan ; all things considered, 

ner tell his daughter that lie ? it would be the best course he could 

Strange, she thought, if John Chal- take, 

loner's deceits should have come be- But she could not still help wonder- 

tween the son, as they did between ing over the strange stroke of fate, or 

the father, and the woman he loved whatever it was, which had brought 

and might have married I the son of her old lover across so many 

For there could be to Dione's mind thousand miles of earth and sea, under 

no explanation possible of Sir John's her roof, to have his heart pierced 

proceedings but an anxiety to render there by the daughter of his father's 

it impossible for his daughter to think old rival, 
of Christmas, and thus to hurry her 
into a marriage with Lord Paladine's 

son. He must have feared that Marie 

might fall in love with Chris. That CHAPTER XX. 

must have been his motive. "professor Nathaniel p. cramp." 

But then Dione had talked with Ma- The genius of young liberty had in- 
rie only the other day in full and deed not yet proved propitious to Nat- 
warm friendship and confidence about ty Cramp. • He landed at Hoboken, on 
her marriage, and Marie had not given the New Jersey shore of the North riv- 
the faintest indication of any feeling er at New York, one sunny and lovely 
that could stand between her and it. morning, and he gazed across at the 
She did not seem to have any delight somewhat confused and unalluring riv- 
in the prospect, and it was only too er front of the great city, with the air 
clear that she had no romantic attach- of a conqueror. The fresh breath of 
ment to Mr. Vidal. But even when freedom, he proudly said to himself, 
Dione spoke to her in some wonder of was already filling him with new man- 
her seeming coldness and lack of inter- hood. But New York is in some ways 
est in her future, Marie assured her a discouraging place to land at. There 
again and again that she was marry- are no cabs ; and there are no street 
ing of her own free will, and at no porters; and to hire a '*hack" car- 
one's persuasion, and that since she riage is expensive ; and to track out 
must marry she knew no one so accept- one's way in the street cars and the 
able for a husband as Mr. Vidal. stages is almost hopeless work for the 
Again and again, too, had Marie told new comer. Then the examination at 
her that she did not think she had a the Custom-house was long and vexa- 
nature formed for the kind of emotion tious ; and yet, when Natty got 
which is described in books as love. through the Custom-house, he felt- as 

" So many girls say that," Miss Lyle if he were thrown adrift on the world 

thought, ** until the time comes. But without any one more to care about 

I think it must be so with her." him. As Melisander in Thomson's 

John Challoner then must have been poem declares that, bad as were the 

deceived — such was Dione's conclusion wretches who deserted him, he never 

— out of excess of caution, as was his heard a sound more dismal than that 

wont. Poor Christmas was right— of their parting oars, so, little as Na- 

Marie felt nothing for him but an easy thaoiel C^ramp liked the brusque ways 
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4>i the Custom-house officers, he felt a 
aort of regret when they had released 
him and his baggage, and he found 
himself absolutely turned loose upon 
the world and his own resources. 

This small preliminary disappoint- 
ment was ominous. Natty had come 
out with a little money and a great 
faith in himself and his destiny. He 
had the usual notion that New York 
and the United States in general are 
waiting eagerly to be instructed in 
anything by Europeans, and especially 
by Englishmen. Having failed utter- 
ly in London, he thought he must be 
qualified to succeed in New York. His 
idea was to give lectures and write 
/ books — poems especially. He soon 
found that every second, person in 
America delivers lectures, and that 
every village has at least three poets — 
two women and one man. He had 
brought a few letters of introduction 
from some members of the church of 
the future in London, to congenial 
spirits in New York, and he made 
thereby the acquaintance of the editor 
of a spiritualist journal, of a German 
confectioner and baker who had a 
small shop on Fourth avenue (and 
Fourth avenue is to Fifth avenue as 
Knightsbridge is to Park Lane or Pic- 
cadilly), and of a lady who wore trou- 
sers and called herself the Rev. Theo- 
dosia Judd. The influence of these 
persons over New York, however, was 
limited, and although they endeavored 
to get an audience for one of Natty's 
lectures at a very little hall in a cross 
street far up town, the public did not 
rush in, and Nat delivered his lecture 
so feebly that a few of the few who 
were in went boldly out again, and 
one elderly man produced from his 
pocket a copy of the New York * * Even- 
ing Mail," and read it steadily through. 
Yet the spiritualist journal had had 
several little notices preliminary of 
Natty, whom it described variously as 
Professor Cramp and Doctor Cramp, 
the celebrated author and lecturer, 
from London, England ; and this was 
a secret delight to Nathaniel, for the 
blind fury with abhorred shears might 



slit away his audiences, but not the 
printed and published praise. It cheer- 
ed him for a little while to be thus 
publicly complimented, and he said to 
himself, with great pride, that that 
came of being in a land of equality, 
and that he would have been long in 
London before the hireling and subser- 
vient press of that city would thus ^ 
have spoken of him. 

Still New York as a community was 
absolutely unawakened to any recog- 
nition or even knowledge of Natty's 
existence, and his money was melting 
away. He ** boarded" very modestly 
in a quiet little cross street, where he 
paid but a few dollars a week, but he 
was earning nothing. There were aw- 
ful moments when, as he passed some 
of the showy hairdressing shops in 
Broadway, and saw the richly dressed 
ladies going in and out, he began to 
wonder whether he had not better take 
at once to the single craft and mystery 
whereof he was really possessed, and 
do for the curls and chignons of Broad- 
way what he had done in other days 
for those of Wigmore street. But his 
pride would not as yet suffer this. He 
went home to his bedroom in the 
boarding-house and read over again 
the paragraph in the spiritualist paper 
which spoke of his literary gifts, and 
he vowed that he would never stoop to 
curl heads of hair again — never. 

Suddenly another chance opened up 
for him. His friend the editor of the 
spiritualist journal came to him one 
day with the grand news that he had 
procured him an appointment to deliv- 
er a lecture in the Lyceum course of 
Acroceraunia, one of the rising cities 
on the northwestern confines of New 
York State. Acroceraunia was begin- 
ning now to hold its head pretty high 
in the world. It had already celebrat- 
ed the twentieth anniversary of its 
foundation, and as its neighbor and ri- 
val, Pancorusky City, had long been 
having its Lyceum winter course of 
lectures, Acroceraunia had at last made 
up its mind for a winter course of lec- 
tures as well. All the leading citizens 
had come forward most spiritedly, and 
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go liberal were the promises of assist- American stars, there was not nearly 

ance that Acroceraunia put itself in enough of money still in prospect or 

communication at once with the Amer- possibility to enable them to get one 

ican Literary Bureau of Kew York, to of the British luminaries as well, 

engage a certain limited number of Therefore Nathaniel Cramp was posi- 

"star" lecturers, the other nights of tively a godsend. *'The celebrated 

the course to be filled up with local English orator. Professor Nathaniel P. 

and volunteer talent, and any rising Cramp, from London, England, " would 

young lecturers who might be known look- very well on the placards and ad- 

to private members of the committee, vertisements. The people of Acroce- 

and might be willing to offer their lee- raunia were in general a steady-going, 

ture for a modest sum in consideration home-keeping community. They rose 

of the opening thus afforded. Now, early, they worked hard, and when the 

the brother of the spiritualist editor gentlemen of a family came home in 

was one of the most important men in the evening they generally went to 

all Acroceraunia. He edited the Re- sleep on the lounge after supper, and 

publican journal of that city. He were awakened by their wives in time 

wrote to his brother in New York re- to go to bed at a proper hour. They 

questing him to recommend some never dreamed of trips to Europe in 

promising young lecturer who would the summer, and they did not take in 

not object to take twenty-five dollars the British journals. Forhalf of them, 

and his expenses. The ** stars " would then, the name of Natty Cramp would 

not any of them shine for an hour on do just as well as that of any of the 

Acroceraunia under a hundred dollars, more distinguished Britons who were 

and many of them could not even be stumping the States that fall, 
tempted out of their ordinary spheres So Nathaniel accepted the offer, and 

by such a sum as that ; and some again when the time came he took the train 

were so heavily engaged in advance for Acroceraunia. He travelled all 

that Acroceraunia would not have a night and arrived at Acroceraunia 

chance of getting them on any terms about eleven o'clock next morning, 

for many seasons to come. In fact, He was straining his eyes anxiously for 

Acroceraunia had only engaged two the spires and domes of the city where 

genuine stars for her course, one to he was to make what he really held to 

open and one to close it. There seem- be his debut as a lecturer in the States ; 

ed a great deal too much local talent but when the train stopped he could 

and singing society in between, and see no spires, no domes, no city. The 

therefore some padding of a less famil- land wherever his eye could reach was 

iar kind had to be sought out. Hence covered with snow ; he saw nothing 

the offer to Natty Cramp. but snow. Natty was beginning to 

Nathaniel jumped at it. He was be- think this could not be the right sta- 

ginning to fear that he never again tion at all, when the brakesman at the 

should have a chance of testing his upper end of the car, who had been 

rhetorical skill ; and besides twenty- madly straining and tugging at hi3 

five dollars, look you, are equivalent to piece of mechanism like a sailor set all 

five pounds, and would be a substan- alone to work at a capstan, suddenly 

tial gain to Nathaniel Cramp. It so dashed open the door and shouted 

happened, too, that Nathaniel suited *'Acrocerauny I" and Nat had to bun- 

the conditions of the Lyceum course of die himself out, portmanteau and all, 

Acroceraunia very well. That season, as quickly as he could, on the wooden 

and indeed for some seasons back, all platform of the station. He stood hes- 

the Lyceums had had some lecturer itatingly a few moments, expecting to 

from London, England, in their course, find some one to receive him. But 

But when Acroceraunia had secured, there was clearly no one there to escort 

and with immense diflSculty, its two him, and the train had gone its way. 
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He took up his portmanteau and 
-walked slowly, doubtfully out of the 
station, wondering what he should do 
next. Outside the station he saw two 
staggery and ramshackle looking om- 
nibuses waiting. One had in its day 
been a Fulton ferry omnibus in New 
York, and bore on its side the well- 
known pictorial ornamentations, a lit- 
tle faded, which distinguish that con- 
veyance as it rumbles up and down 
Broadway and Fulton street. This 
omnibus now belonged to the '*Acro- 
ceraunia House." The other was in 
the service of the "American Hotel." 
Natty thought as he had to choose he 
ought to give the preference to the hos- 
telry which assumed the name of the 
city which had honored him with its 
invitation, and so he got into the car- 
riage of the Acroceraunia House, feel- 
ing very much out of spirits, and di- 
vided mentally between an anxiety to 
know where Acroceraunia was and a 
feeble wish that the moment of his ar- 
rival might be postponed as long as 
possible. 

There was no other passenger in the 
omnibus as it jolted away. Nat was 
rather glad of that. He was rattled 
along white road after white road un- 
til he began to wonder whether the 
town had any right to consider itself 
as in any manner connected with the 
railway station which bore its name. 
At last a few houses appeared, each 
standing separately in its piece of 
ground. Most of the houses were 
built of wood, and had bright green 
shutters and little Grecian porticos, 
and every house had a clothes-line. 
Natty must apparently have passed in 
review the *' pantalettes " of the whole 
female population of Acroceraunia as 
he drove along. At last the omnibus 
turned into something which bore re- 
semblance to a street, or at least was 
like a high-road with houses at each 
side. But Natty saw a little placard 
on a wall as they were turning into 
this street or road which for the mo- 
ment withdrew his attention from 
everything else, and made him blush 
and feel shy, proud, terrified, and de^ 



lighted. For he could see on it the 
words ** Lyceum Lecture Course," 
**This Night," and "Professor Na- 
thaniel P. Cramp, of London, Eng- 
land." Natty positively drew himself 
into a comer of the omnibus as if every 
eye must have been looking out for 
him, or as if he were Lady Godiva rid- 
ing through Coventry and had just 
been seized with a suspicion of the 
craft of Peeping Tom. But pride soon 
came to Natty's rescue again, and he 
felt that at last he was coining to be 
somebody ; that this was the beginning 
of fame, and that the world comes to 
him who waits. He delivered to him- 
self in a proud undertone the closing 
sentences of his lecture. 

The omnibus stopped at last in front 
of a house of dark brick, with a sign 
swinging above, and after a good deal 
of clattering and stamping on the part 
of the horses, and cries of "Git up" 
on the part of the driver, it backed up 
to the porch and Professor Nathaniel 
P. Cramp got out. He made his way 
into the office of the hotel, a gaunt, 
bare room with a stove in the midst, a 
counter at one side, and a grave man 
behind the counter. When Nathaniel 
walked up to the counter the grave 
man turned round a huge ledger or 
register which lay before him, pushed 
it toward Nat, and handed him a pen 
without saying a word. Natty knew 
the ways of the new world well enough 
now to know what this meant. He 
inscribed himself in the book, Nathan- 
iel Cramp, London, England. The 
grave man marked a number in the 
book opposite to Nat's name, and 
handed a key with a corresponding 
number to an Irish porter, who took 
Nat's portmanteau and preceded hirn 
up stairs. The porter opened the door 
of a small. bare bedroom in a gusty 
corridor, and showed Natty in. 

"Guess you'll want a fire built?" 
said the porter. 

"I should like a fire," Nat mildly 
answered. 

The attendant put down the key of 
the room on the table, and Nat ob- 
served that the key was stuck or set in 
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a large triangular piece of metal like 
the huge and ill-shaped hilt of a dag- 
ger. 

"What do you have that thing on 
the keys for ? " Nat asked. 

"To keep the guests from putting 
'em in their pockets — don't ye see ? " 

"And what matter if they did put 
them in their pockets ? " 

" Then they forget 'em there, don't 
you see ? When a guest is in a hurry 
he never rec'lects to give up his key. 
Last fall every key in the Acrocerauny 
House was carr'd right off one morn- 
ing. Now we fix 'em that way, don't 
you see ? They can't put 'em in their 
pockefts anyhow." 

And the porter took himself off, 
loudly whistling as he went "The 
Wearing of the Green." 

Presently he came back with wood 
and lit the stove. Natty was too dis- 
pirited to talk. He looked out of the 
window at the one long street white 
in the snow. Opposite was a "dry 
goods " store with a liberal display of 
red and white "clouds" (light soft 
shawls of fleecy worsted or some such 
material) for women, and with some 
spectral crinolines dangling at the 
door. Next was a shop where "rub- 
bers " — ^india-rubber overshoes — were 
sold; next was a hardware shop; next 
a grocery store ; then a blank wall, 
ornamented with a huge announce- 
ment of some sort of pill, and a small, 
square bill, which Natty knew to be 
the placard of his own lecture. It was 
now barely noon. Dinner, he had 
been informed, was at two ; supper at 
six. What was he to do in the mean 
time ? 

A tap at the door. Natty called 
** Come in," and two men — one young, 
bright-eyed, handsome, and awkward ; 
the other tall, hard-featured, and of 
middle age — came in. Nat bowed. 

"Professor Cramp, J presume ? " the 
elder visitor said. 

Nat intimated that his name was 
Cramp, but he did not make it clear 
that he had no claim to the title of 
professor, 

'' Professor Cramn." the vo\inf!:eT 



man struck in, "I have the pleasure of 
making you acquainted with the pres- 
ident of our society, Mr. FuUager." 

Mr. Fullager and Nat solemnly shook 
hands. 

"Professor Cramp," said Mr. Fulla- 
ger, "I have the pleasure to make you 
acquainted with our secretary, Mr. 
Plummer, jimior." 

Nathaniel and Mr. Plummer shook 
hands. "There was a little mistake 
with regard to our meeting you at the 
depot," Mr. Fullager explained ; and 
Nat luckily remembered that " depot," 
in Mr. Fullager's sense, corresponded 
with ' * station " in Nat's. ' * The train 
was on time to-day, which it usually is 
not, and when Mr. Plummer and I got 
to the depot you were gone, sir." 

Nat aflirmed that it didn't matter at 
all, and that he was much obliged. 
His visitors were now seated, and were 
waiting calmly in silence, evidently un- 
derstanding that the responsibility of 
the conversation rested on him. He 
felt that he must rise to the dignity 
of the situation somehow. A sudden 
inspiration possessed him, and he 
said — 

"Yours is a very charming town, 
Mr. Fullager. It seems to grow very 
fast." 

"It is quite a place, sir — quite a 
place. " 

* * What population, now, have you ? " 
And the wily Nat crossed one foot over 
the other knee, nursed the foot with 
his hand, put his head sideways, and 
waited for an answer with the air of 
one who had studied populations a 
good deal. 

"Well, sir," Mr. Fullager said, after 
some grave deliberation, "we have 
forty-five hundred persons in this city." 

"Forty-seven hundred," Mr. Plum- 
mer said. 

"I guess not, sir— not quite so 
many." 

"Not if you take in the houses on 
the other side of Colonel Twentyman's 
lot, Mr. Fullager ? " 

"Ah, well ; yes— ^perhaps if you do 
t^iat^e ^ovjX^L^^Te up to forty-seven 
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"That is a remarkable population," 
Mr. Cramp said patronizingly, .** for so 
young a town." Nat hardly knew one 
population from another. . 

*' We are only twenty years old, sir." 

"Twenty years only I Wonder- 
ful I " Nat observed, with an air of 
dreamy enthusiasm. 

Then there was another pause. The 
two visitors were perfectly composed. 
They gazed at the stove, and did not 
feel that they were called upon to say 
anything. They had come to pay their 
respects to the foreign lecturer as a 
matter of courtesy and politeness,. and 
when they considered that they had 
;remained long enough they would rise 
and go away. There are plenty of 
talkative Americans, no doubt, but the 
calm self-possession of silence is no- 
where so manifest as among the men 
of some of the States. 

But Nathaniel was much discompos- 
ed, and racked his brain for a topic. 

"What kind of audiences do you 
have here, Mr. Fullager ? " he asked, 
in another rush of inspiration. 

"Well, sir (after some deliberation), 
I should say a remarkably intelligent 
audience. You would say so, Mr. 
Plummer?" 

"Decidedly so," said Mr. Plummer 
with a start, for he had been thinking 
of nothing in particular at the time. 
** Decidedly so, Mr. Fullager. Sever- 
al gentlemen have told me that our 
audience is far more intelligent than 
that of Pancorusky City." 

"Oh, yes. I should certainly have 
expected that," said Nat, with the air 
of one who was rather surprised to 
hear the comparison made, and who 
would not on any terms have consented 
to bring himself down to an audience 
such as that of Pancorusky City. Nat 
was really developing a considerable 
aptitude for playing the part of distin- 
guished foreign visitor. 

"Would you like to see some of our 
institutions, sir?" Mr. Fullager ask- 
ed — "the City Hall, the ward schools, 
our water power. Deacon Rensselaer's 
sawmills ? " 

Nat said he should like Jt of all 



things ; and he remembered that he 
must call on the editor of ihe Republi- 
can journal, to whom indirectly he 
owed his renewed chances of fame. 

"We'll call on them both, sir," said 
Mr. Fullager — "we'll call on the edi- 
tors of both our journals — the Demo- 
crat and the Republican. We have no 
politics, sir, in our association, and 
they both, sir, have said kind words 
about your visit and your lecture." 

Nat professed himself delighted to 
have the chance of being presented to 
both the editors, and felt indeed a 
greal deal more proud than he would 
have cared to tell. If the people at 
home could only see him thus treated 
like a distinguished stranger and made 
a regular lion of, what would they say ? 

So Natty was conducted over the 
town, and had all its growing wonders 
pointed out to him, and was presented 
to the editors of the rival journals, and 
Was not invited to "liquor up," or, 
by any form of phraseology, to drink 
anything. This latter fact we mention 
with some hesitation to English read- 
ers, being aware of their preconceived 
opinions on the subject of American 
usages. It is an article of faith in 
England that every conversation in 
America opens with an invitation to 
drink. Nathaniel had already discov- 
ered that, outside the great cities 
where the foreigners abound and dif- 
fuse their customs, nine out of ten 
Americans rarely taste any liquid 
stronger than tea. 

Tlie day thus wore away pleasantly 
enough for Nat, who found it more 
and more agreeable to be allowed to 
play the part of distinguished stranger. 
But when he returned to his room in 
the hotel, and the evening came on 
bringing the hour of his public appear- 
ance terribly near, his spirits sank dis- 
mally. When the gong sounded at six 
o'clock for supper, and he went down 
to the lighted room where the guests 
were refreshing themselves on tea, hot 
"biscuit," and preserves, he had a 
nervous consciousness that every eye 
was turned xiij^ii \i\ni ^SixA ^iJft».\. \v^ ^^^^ 
looking aw\LWMd. ^e^ >l\\«v\^>^ ^ ^^ 
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\.'iy objectionable institution which "You live here, I presume?" Na- 

ooiiged the lecturer to take his meals thaniei said, anxious to turn the con- 

iu public and to be seen swallowing versation from his oratorical deficien- 

hot dough, denominated biscuit, im- cies. 

mediately before his appearance on "In Acroceraunia ? No ; I live fur- 

the platform. He would have liked ther westward," and he mentioned the 

so much better to burst upon Acroce- name of a town which Nat had heard 

raunia all at once, and for the first time, of, and where there was a large and 

when stepping forward to deliver his well-known State college. *'I hope 

harangue. He nearly choked over his to have the pleasure of seeing yoa 

biscuit with blended nervousness and there." And presently the blue-eyed 

self-conceit. . man, having finished his supper, rose 

Opposite to him at the same narrow from the table, bowed to Nat, and left 

table Nat saw a handsome man with the room. 

soft blue eyes, a bald head, and a full If Nat had been a little less deeply 
fair beard and moustache, who was engrossed in the thought of his lecture, 
evidently regarding the distinguished he might have been struck with the 
lecturer with interest. When Nat strange and picturesque sights which 
looked toward him the blue-eyed man met his eyes as he proceeded with Ms 
said — friends Mr. FuUager and Mr. Plum- 
"I think, sir, I have the pleasure of mcr to the hall where he was to con- 
addressing Mr. Cramp." front his audience. The earth was 
Nat started and awkwardly admitted white all around with the crackling 
the fact. and glittering snow. The "red-lit- 
**I have heard you lecture already — ten windows" of the hall seemed to 
in the Avenir Hall, isn't it called ?— in have an unearthly color as they shone 
London." between the white of the ground and 
"Oh, indeed," Nat replied, with an the blue of the moon-lighted sky. The 
effort to be calm and dignified, which street and the houses were but sharp 
was combated by three emotions rush- black lines and cubes against the snow, 
ing upon him at once : a pang of home- The dark belt of a pine wood from 
sickness at the sound of the word whose depths, much thinned lately, 
" London," a distressing consciousness the bear had more than once made his 
that the stranger must have heard him way into Acroceraunian streets in Acro- 
make a sad mess of it, and a sickening ceraunia's earlier days, girdled the 
dread that the stranger must have also valley all around, and then above and 
learned that he was once a hairdresser, behind it rose the hills, through the 
" I was on a visit to Europe for some clefts of which a melancholy wind 
years," the new acquaintance said, swept down along the frozen roads, 
"and I spent a considerable time in The sleighs came rattling up to the 
London, and I went into Avenir Hall hall from outlying farms and villages, 
one Sunday and heard you lecture." and the sleigh bells tinkled merrily, 
"I didn't do very well that day," and the lights in the carriages sparkled 
said Nat. like fireflies out of season. Never had 
"You were evidently not used to Nat seen such a waste of brilliant 
public speaking, and you were nervous, white as that upon the earth, such a 
but I shouldn't think the worse of your profound blue as that in the sky ; for 
chances for that. If a man has any- the sky was not black with the hue of 
thing in him, he is sure to be nervous." the night, even low down on the hori- 
Nat was glad to hear that anyhow, zon where the moon least lighted it, 
although ' there was an easy patroniz- but a deep purpling blue. It was 
ing way about his friend which, as a strange to turn one's eyes up to what 
distinguished lecturer, he hardly reV- seemed the awful solitude of the hills, 
ished. and >iie \>e\\. oi ^\sia ^wA^ ^jasi th« 
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horizon, and then to drop one*s gaze suiting the paper. But he soon began 
suddenly to the little luminous and to feel afraid of facing the grave and 
bustling space just around the hall, silent audience. The echo of his own 
As Nat stood on the steps of the hall, words alarmed him. He lashed the 
which was on the side of a slightly as- weakness and excesses of the effete ar- 
cending street, the town was lost, istocracies of Europe, and the calm 
swallowed up in shadow and darkness, audience betrayed no fervor of republi- 
and outside the sphere of light which can enthusiasm. He narrated what 
radiated from the windows of the hall he held to be a very good story, and 
there seemed nothing but the hills, the on ne rit pas^ as the French reporters 
pine woods, and. the snow. Where used to say sometimes when an orator's 
did they come from — that cluster of joke failed to draw fire. He paused 
people with their sleighs .and sleigh- for a moment in one or two places for 
bells, and lights and furs, and rapid the expected applause, but it did not 
feet, and pleasant talk ? From the come, and he had to hurry on again 
drear waste of snow around, from the abashed. He became cowed and de- 
black pine woods, from the cold far moralized. He forgot his task, and 
bills ? There was something strange, he hid his face in his manuscript and 
unearthly, uncanny in the sudden read, conscious that he was reading a 
crowd and the twinkling lights thus great deal too fast, and yet thirsting 
starting up out of shadow, out of to get done with the now hopeless ef- 
darkness, out of nothing. At a breath fort. The essay was awfully long, 
one might have thought the whole Several persons quietly got up and 
vision would disappear, the lights glided out of the hall, the soft fall of 
would go out, the bright-eyed lasses their india-rubber-covered feet having 
and tall sinewy lads, the sober elders in Nat's ears a spectral sound. There 
with the set faces, the stamping horses was a pretty girl with beaming eyes 
with the rattling bells — all would van- whom Nat had noticed as she leaped 
ish and leave the stranger alone with from a sleigh at the door when he was 
the drear hills and the moaning pines, entering the hall before the battle. 

But Nat Cramp did not give many He saw her too when he began his lec- 

thoughts to these things. His may be ture, and the beaming eyes were turned 

called a subjectiye mind, and he only upon him. Alas ! the beaming eyes 

saw a hall where he was to give a lee- were now covered with their heavy 

ture and a little crowd of people, lids, and the pretty girl was asleep* 

whom he thought with a certain terror To add to his confusion and distress, 

he should presently have to address. Nathaniel saw that his friend of the 

He had chosen a theme which he con- supper was among the audience, and 

sidered must especially appeal to the was broad awake, 
sympathies of a republican audience. At last the final word of the dis- 

His subject was '* The Worn-out Aris- course was pronounced, and the ro- 

tocraciesof Europe." leased audience began to melt away as 

The hall was tolerably well filled, rapidly as possible. Nat sat upon the 

for people in Acroceraunia went to platform with downcast eyes, utterly 

every lecture in their winter course miserable. 

regularly as a matter of duty. But **Our audiences, sir," Mr. Fullager 

they were to Nat's thinking sadly un- explained with grave politeness, '* are 

demonstrative. American audiences, accustomed to lectures of about three 

especially in country places, hardly quarters of an hour in length. You 

ever applaud. They listen, as if they have occupied an hour and a half, 

were really interested, with a motionless They are early people here, and they 

and an awful interest. Nat kept his make arrangements accordingly. - You 

manuscript open before him, but tried will therelorei ivo\. «AX.Tife\\\.^ \}c^^ Y^^\ssaf- 

to speak as far as possible without con- ture departure ol aoisi^ oi owx ^VCokqi^ 



154 DEAR LADY DISDAIN. 

to any want of respect for you. I have will do for us fiere in the States, 

no doubt they all enjoyed the lecture Now I am a blunt man, as you see. 

very much." Can I serve you in any way? I see 

**It was remarkably instructive," you have got on a wrong track, but I 

said Mr. Plummer. think there *s something in you, and I 

Instructive I Nat had intended it love London ; so what can I do for 

for a burst of brilliant and impassioned you ? " 

eloquence,, blended with scathing sar- **You are very kind — ^but there is 

casm. nothing." 

As they came out Nat heard a young **0h, yes, there is. Let me see. I 

lady say — am Professor Clinton, of the Universi- 

"It didn't interest me at all ; just ty of New Padua; and I am going 

not one bit." home to-morrow — a few hours in the 

'^English orators don't amount to cars. Come and pass a few days at 

anything, I guess," was another com- my house, and we'll talk things over, 

mentary which Nat caught in passing. We want all sorts of clever young fel- 

For him the sky seemed to have turned lows about our university — and who 

from blue to black, and the moon to knows ? Come with me to-morrow." 

have withdrawn her light. He clapped Nat on the shoulder: 

He was sitting in his bedroom cold Nat burst into tears, 
and wretched. He had got rid of his 

friends of the committee, and the fire 

in the stove had got rid of itself, when 

a tap was heard at the door, and his CHAPTER XXI. 
bald and blue-eyed acquaintance of in the libbary op new padua. 
the supper table came in. For some The soft sunlight of the sweet mel- 
unaccountable reason Nat particularly ancholy Indian simimer is already pass- 
detested this man. ing like the dream of a poetic renais- 

**Come," said his visitor cheerily, sance over the woods, and fields, and 

and going to the very heart of the sub- waters of the town — ^the city we should 

ject at once, '* you must not be cast rather say — of New Padua, in one of 

down. You are not used to this sort the Middle States of North America, 

of thing, and you don't understand when we meet Natty Cramp again, 

our people here. In places like this Several months have gone since the 

they have forgotten all about the ef- scene described in the last chapter, and 

fete aristocracies of Europe, and don't Nathaniel is settled in New Padua un- 

care, as they would say, a snap one der the friendly protection of Professor 

way or the other. I suppose an Eng- Clinton. 

lish village audience wouldn't care New Padua is a university town, 
much for a lecture on the dangers of But let not any one be deceived by the 
our Third Term system. Half our name into fancying that New Padua is 
Acroceraunian folks have no other no- anything like Oxford, or Bonn, or even 
tion attaching to England than the for that matter like Cambridge in Mas- 
thought that your Queen is an excel- sachusetts, where the university of 
lent woman and a pattern mother. Harvard is situated. New Padua is 
Are you going to try again ? " the seat of what people in England 

"No," said poor Nat bluntly; ** I'm would call a great popular college 

not." rather than a university ; a college 

**Well, you know, it isn't every founded by the State of which it is the 

one who can hold an audience. I'm a educational centre, with special refer- 

wretched speaker myself, although ence to the needs of the somewhat 

I'm a professor. The mistake you rough and vigorous Western youth who 

English people make — excuse me ii 1 ot^ Wk^V^ to i^omt in there. The city 

say it— is in thinkin'^ that anything ot'5^e^^a.^^^^i^^c>Ti^^\c^^'^\55.\fc^^^Vi^ 
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not very long ago used to be described Nat for a long walk by the river, and 
as Western, but which the rapid up- would listen with kindly tolerance to 
springing of communities lying far Nat's theories and hopes, and ambition 
nearer to the setting sun has convert- and nonsense. Professor Clinton had 
ed into a Middle State now. The town made in his own way all the success 
is very small and very quiet ; remark- that was open to him, and he regarded 
ably intelligent and pleasant. The so- it modestly, knowing that in the 
.ciety, and indeed almost the popula- world's eyes it was not much, but find- 
tion, is composed of the professors and ing it enough for him. It pleased liim 
officials of the college, with their wives to .do kind things and to note the hu- 
and daughters ; the judges and magis- man weaknesses of those whom he 
trates ; the railway authorities ; the served, and Natty 's absurdities had a 
Federal officials ; the students ; and sort of interest for him. 
the editors of the newspapers. It is a Nat might have been happy enough 
sort of professional population all in New Padua. He did all manner of 
throughout. The professors of the work for the paper — reviews of books, 
university are mostly men of mark and descriptive reports of local events, and 
high culture. One or two are Ger- leading articles on European affairs — 
mans, one or two Italians ; one is which latter seemed, to many people 
French. Of the American professors, in New Padua, to show quite a won- 
two at least bear names distinguished derful knowledge of the famous per- 
even in Europe, and one of these is sonages of the old world. His pay 
our friend Mr. Clinton, who is profes- was small, but he could live on it and 
8or of astronomy, and is in charge of ' wear decent clothes. He "boarded" 
the observatory. Like almost all at the '* Franklin House " for so many 
Americans, Professor Clinton is some- dollars a week, and had no cares in the 
tl^ng of a politician. He contributes way of making the two ends meet. He 
occasional articles to the ** North went about a good deal in the pleasant 
American Review," and writes not a society of New Padua through the in- 
little on European affairs in one of the fluence of Professor Clinton's intro- 
New Padua journals. ductions, and was thought by some 
It was this latter connection which persons to be quite a remarkable and 
enabled him to be of service to Na- promising young man. He was con- 
thaniel. When the young man had stantly presented to strangers as *' Mr. 
been a few days in his house, and he Cramp, one of the editors of our leading 
saw that there was really a certain journal," for in most of the American 
amount of literary capacity about States any one who contributes regu- 
him with a great deal of energy, Clin- larly to a paper is popularly rated as 
ton obtained for him an engagement on one of its editors. He was the equal 
one of the New Padua papers, telling of anybody, and in New Padua no one 
the editor he would find a useful man knew anything of his early career in 
in Nat provided he worked him hard Wigmore street. He began to con- 
enough to work all the nonsense out of cem himself greatly in State politics, 
him and get pretty quickly down to and already to lay down the law there- 
the . good stuff at the bottom. Thus upon. He ought to have been content 
Professor ClinV)n started Nathaniel with himself and happy, 
fairly in a new career, liking the lacl One day when Nat was at the office 
with a sort of good-humored and half- of his paper looking over the * * ex- 
contemptuous feeling, and continuing changes," he suddenly saw a para- 
always kind to him. Professor Clin- graph in a San Francisco journal which 
ton^s house was always open to Nat. made him start and flush and trem- 
Many a night when Clinton's wife and ble, and see the chairs and desks 
sister-in-law (he had no children) had around him ftickex on^ toOk^Vxi %^y^^^- 
gone to bed. ho would Ft^rt out ^th natural f ash\oT\. Yot \L\ve >^'^.\'^^«:^ 
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4mD0iinced that among the last arriyals 
in San Francisco were the distin- 
guished English financier and member 
of Parliament, the Hon. Sir John 
Ohalloner, accompanied by his daugh- 
ter; and then there were a few lines 
descriptive of the programme of civil- 
ities and attentions which the leading 
financiers and others of San Francisco 
were preparing for their visitor. In 
another journal of the same city Nat 
saw a long leading article about Brit- 
ish capital and Califomian resources, 
apropos of the visit of the eminent 
British financier. 

Poor Nat I He hardly knew at first 
whether he felt delight or agony. He 
hardly knew, to use a vulgar phrase, 
whether he was on his head or his 
heels. Perhaps the predominant sense 
soon became one of pain. 8hs was on 
the same American continent with 
him ; and he had not got over his in- 
sane passion for her one single bit. 
Was it possible that they might meet ? 
and if they did, would she speak to 
him as to an equal ? He could feel, he 
could hear a heavy, distinct throbbing 
in his head. He looked to the p )iprti^>g 
weeks now with heart-sickei'i *^ 
ing and craven terror. 

From that moment he stt^ v.(i the 
Califomian papers with eager curios- 
ity, and wa? rewarded now and then 
by a paragraph further reporting the 
doings of Sir John Challoner — and 
once by a line, a thrilling line, of 
"personal" news which concisely set 
forth that "Miss Challoner, the great 
English heiress, is said to be the most 
beautiful Englishwoman who has late- 
ly visited the West." Nat seized the 
sub-editorial scissors, cut this para- 
graph out, and kept it for himself. 

Nat made "copy," howevef, and 
rather successful "copy "of the dis- 
tinguished visitors. He wrote a long 
account of Sir John Challoner: his 
wealth, his dignity, his splendid coun- 
try seat at Durewoods (which Nat de- 
scribed very fully), his town house 
(which Nat had not seen), and his 
heautUxil and brilliant daughter. Even 
ProfeaBor Ch'nton was taken in, and 



assumed that Nat must have been 
among the intimate friends of the 
Challoners in London. Another oc- 
currence greatly raised NathaniePs 
credit as an authority on European af- 
fairs. This was "The Cameron Af- 
fair," which seemed to New Paduan 
eyes likely to embroil Europe. It was 
the case of the gallant Captain Camer- 
on, who, having in some way fallen 
into dispute with his Carlist chiefs, 
had fiung up his commission, and was 
returning home in disgust, when he 
happened unluckily to fall into the 
hands of the other side, and was in a 
fair way to be shot as a spy. Would 
England claim him as a Civis Bomanusf 
Would she look tamely, aye, basely, 
on and submit to the murder of her 
gallant though mistaken son ? This 
was the question which Nathaniel put 
in tones of varying indignation day 
after* day in the pages of the New Pa- 
duan journal. Natty wrote columns 
about Captain Cameron, and was ra- 
ther sorry when the news came one 
day that the gallant Legitimist had 
been allowed to return quietly home. 

It was a great thing for Nat, how- 
ever, and he made the very most of it, 
speaking, when the news of the cap- 
tive's release came, as if it must have 
been the articles in the New Paduan 
journal which, flashed across the cable 
wires to Madrid, had effected the re- 
lease of the hero. 

"I was glad to say a word for poor 
Cameron," Nat would observe loftily 
to all listeners in turn. "He pressed 
me very hard to take service with him 
under Don Carlos. He was kind 
enough to think highly of my military 
capacity ; but of course my republican 
principles rendered that impossible. 
He is a man of ancient family, Camer- 
on, an honest fellow and a thorough 
soldier. " 

So Nathaniel was winning quite a 
reputation in New Padua as a man 
who had been pretty intimately con- 
cerned in the great political move- 
ments of Europe, and he began to 
take on airs of authority oven with 
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One memorable day Nathaniel began to descend into his soul, min- 
walked from the office of his journal gled up with much feeling of baffled 
toward the university grounds. These egotism and of hopeless love, a kind 
stood on an elevated plain a little out- of salutary sense that he, Nathaniel 
side the town, a simply laid out en- Cramp, was in general little better 
closure with broad oblong blocks of than a sham and an ass. 
building, bare almost as a barrack, How far this healing mood might 
but deriving a certain picturesqueness have grown upon him is not likely to 
from the situation. For, standing on be known by us. A friendly hand 
almost any spot of the university touched him on the shoulder and star- 
grounds, one could look on the river tied him. 

winding between the hills and bluffs, *' I have news for you," said Profes- 
and dotted here and there with little sor Clinton, his large blue eyes smiling 
islets, each feathered and tufted with benignly. **Your friends the Challo^ 
trees. The peculiarity of the scene ners are coming to New Padua." 
was that the town was set back from Had Professor Clinton announced to 
the river and sheltered in between the him that his crimes were discovered, 
bluffs which made the river's bank, and that the English detectives were 
and an inland range of low and roll- in New Padua to arrest him, and had 
ing hills. So when you stood upon he committed any crimes to merit ar- 
the university ground and turned rest, poor Nathaniel could not have 
your back upon the university build- looked more confused. He had now 
ings, you saw only the river, lonely, and then contemplated this as a possi- 
with no sign of growing civilization bility. New Padua lay not far out of 
on its banks, looking as it must have the track of the great Western Jiigh- 
looked when the red man shot along way, and it was a place that strangers 
it in his canoe. The very soul and liked to visit. Nat had had secret 
spirit of solitude might at certain soft visions at night of Marie Challoner 
sweet evening hours have seemed to coming to New Padua, and of his 
abide there. meeting her there — he no longer a 

The melancholy beauty of the Indi- London barber, no longer the mere 
an summer was on the foliage and the son of a Durewoods housekeeper, but 
water and in the sky this evening the son of his own works, and a rising 
when Nat Cramp entered the univer- citizen of the rising university town — 
sity grounds. As he. passed along a a man who might hold himself as good 
glimpse of the river attracted him, and as the best. But when the event 
he stood at the edge of the collegiate seemed close at hand his nerves were 
demesne and looked upon the scene, shaken. Would Sir John Challoner 
Its beauty touched him. He did not speak to him ? Would he tell people 
in general think much about inanimate who Nat was ? Would Marie call him 
nature: his own concerns occupied ** Natty, "and bring him, coram ;?i^5Zico, 
him far too much. His little self-con- news of his mother, and treat him as 
ceits and strivings and humiliations a kindly, proud English girl treats the 
filled his eyes and blinded them son of her old servant ? And the un- 
against the charms of trees and water, fortunate lad felt, amid all these ig- 
skies, stars, and flowers, as dust might noble considerations, that he loved 
have done. His poetry had always her more wildly than ever. The one 
been only egotistical emotion put into manly, unegotistical, refined emotion 
inflated rhythm, and his eloquence of his whole nature was just his absurd 
was phrase. But he was for the mo- passion for her. 

ment stolen from himself by the quiet He stammered out some awkward 
charm of that scene. The river flow- word or two expressive of delight, 
ing slowly eastward seemed to speak '* Yes, they are coming to sta.-^ lot ^ 
to him somehow of home, and there few daya witYi o\3ii '^t^^VvifcTiX.'''' VJiaa 
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president of the university), ** and they "Am I ? " said Nat, with a growing 

are going to see all our sights. Pro- redness and dampness ascending to 

fessor Benjamin is to tell Sir John his very hair; for every other emotion 

Ohalloner all about the mining re- whatever was for the moment absorb- 

sources of our State, and show him ed in the wild joy of the thought, 

everything. You didn't kno;w^ of this *'Then I shall certainly see her and 

before ? " speak to her." 

**No," said Nat simply. **How **Yes, I took care of that. I tdd 

could I have known ? I didn't see him that you were a personal friend of 

(iny thing in the papers." the Challoners, and that of course 



it 



1 thought they might have written they would expect to see you. I 

to you perhaps." didn't do wrong in that, did I ? " 

Ko, they haven't written — ^yet." For Kat's face betrayed the -most 

But they know you are here, I unmistakable embarrassment, 

suppose?" **No; oh, no. But I think, you 

"Well, I don't quite know," Nat know, I would rather nothing was 

answered slowly. "You see I left said about me until — ^just until we 

England rather suddenly, and my peo- meet. You see I don't know Sir John 

pie didn't half like my coming out so very well, and I'm not so absolute- 

here. I was always a republican. I ly certain that he likes me — and he's 

resigned my rank in the Volunteers an odd sort of man — ^and I know her 

because I couldn't bear arms in the much better." 

service of a monarchy, you know," "Oho," said the Professor, prolong- 

the young republican added proudly. ing the word into 'quite a cadence of 

"But why shouldn't you bear arms meaning — "is that the way? Now I 

in the service of your own govern- begin to. see — ^but you don't want to 

ment and your own country ? " avoid them ? " 

"Because I am a republican, as I "No! no! no!" Nat exclaimed 

have told you." with the most genuine eagerness, a 

"Stuff and nonsense I What's the horrible alarm seizing him that per- 
use of being a republican when you haps Clinton would tell the president 
haven't a republic ? " not to invite him. "I want to see 

"I remember poor Cameron saying her — ^them, I mean — of all things, 

just the same thing to me one day," Oh, she is a lovely girl ! And she 

Nat remarked with a forced smile, was so kind to me ! " he added in an 

"when he was pressing me to take involuntary triumph of his better na^ 

service under Don Carlos with him. ture and of grateful feeling. 

But he couldn't persuade rne, A prin- "Well,- well I all right," the genial 

ciple is a principle. So I came out here." Professor said. "You'Umeet them; 

"And very good of you too," said and the president, you know, isn't 

the blue-eyed Professor, with a smile ; likely to say anything about you be- 

" just like the others." forehand, for he hardly knows yon, 

"The others ! What others ?" and he's all full of his own concerns; 

"Lafayette, you know, and Kosci- and I could give Benjamin or Benja- 

usko — and the rest. Don't you see ? " min's wife a hint, if you like, that 

Nat did not see, and did not like you'd rather see how the old man was 

that sort of thing." disposed toward you before you were 

"The president's going to have a brought back to his recollection, 

grand reception for them," said Clin- Yes i I'll give Mrs. Benjamin a hint 

ton. "I mean for your friends the She's a bright little woman, and she'll 

Challoners, Cramp, not for your la- understand the whole thing." ^ 

mented predecessors Lafayette and Professor Clinton had found a ready 

Kosciusko ; and you are to have an in- explanation of Nat's embarrassment 

vitation,^^ k g,oo^-\<io^BMi^^ olweriah^ romantic 
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lad, very poor ; a pretty and doubtless had got any dresses home from Paris, 
romantic girl, very rich : a father was delighted to have an opportunity 
purse-proud and great in finance and of making a little display. Really the 
Parliament — ^it is easy to see why the feminine beauty of New Padua was 
lad should be at once longing to meet well worth looking at, even in its un- 
the girl and a little alarmed about the dress. Perhaps it ought not to be 
father. He whispered his ingenious called New Paduan beauty, for there 
romance to his wife and her sister, and were no bom New Paduans yet grown 
to Mrs. Benjamin, the wife of the min- up. Twenty years ago there was no 
eralogist, and it was generally under- such place as New Padua. The uni- 
stood that there were reasons why Mr. versity had gathered a .community 
Cramp did not wish to be brought im- about it from all quarters. The prin- 
maturely under the notice of his dis- cipal judge and his wife were natives 
tinguished countryman, but that these of the State indeed, but came from its 
reasons did not imply any rooted an- largest town a hundred miles away, 
tipathy between Mr. Cramp and his The president of the university came 
distinguished countryman's daughter, from New York. His wife, still a fine 
The result of all this was that at least woman, though passing her prime, was 
half a dozen ladies of New Padua had from Maryland. Professor Benjamin 
their interest in the approaching recep- was from Ohio ; his wife had drawn 
tion at the university considerably her early breath within sight of Boston 
quickened by the hope of seeing at Common. Our friend Clinton was a 
least a page from a living romance Vermonter, married to a lady from II- 
iMTOught under their eyes there. linois. The various foreign professors 
The day came. It was known through already referred to had some of them 
New Padua that Sir John and Miss foreign wives ; and' the editor of the 
Challoner had arrived at the house of journal to which Mr. Cramp was at- 
the president the previous evening, but tached had once been United States 
were not to be, so to speak, on exhibi- consul at Athens, and had brought 
tion until the reception in the univer- home to New Padua a countrywoman 
sity rooms. Society in New Padua of Sappho as his wife, 
seldom spread itself out much. Peo- Nat was invited to accompany the 
pie had pleasant evenings in each Clintons on the momentous evening, 
r's houses, where they ate ice- but he preferred to glide in to the 
creams even in the depth of winter, * rooms of the reception alone. Need it 
and apples, and drank tea, and looked be said that he dressed with care? He 
at engravings, and had bright, genial had always saved and scraped enough 
conversation — such genuine conversa- out of his earnings to keep himself 
tion, fair interchange of ideas on let- well dressed, but his pride was his 
ters, and art, and things in general, as evening costume, which he had hither- 
one only reads of now in England ; to had no occasion of displaying in 
and they went home early. The ladies New Padua. In his bedroom by the 
came very plainly dressed on most of ineffective light of a kerosene lamp he 
these occasions, and if a lady who had took this evening costume out and 
walked with her husband from her surveyed it with a melancholy affec- 
own home appeared in the drawing- tion. When all his preparations were 
room in her hat or bonnet, nobody nearly made for leaving London he in- 
considered it odd or unseemly. Only dulged in the wild luxury of ordering 
on rare occasions did the gentlemen a full suit of evening costume from a 
come in evening dress. But this re- first-class tailor. Then he believed 
ception of the English travellers at the himself going out to conquer the new 
university rooms was to be quite an world. It did not seem unlikely that 
exceptional thing, and every lady who the costume would display itself at the 
had been to Europe that year, or who dinner table oi \3aB "WoiXa '^ovsa^ ^X^ 
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Washington. It appeared certain that 
it must delight the eyes of many a 
brilliant assembly crowded in lighted 
haUs to hear the young republican 
orator from the old world. Alas I 
Nathaniel had never yet had a chance 
of displaying that well-made suit of 
clothes. In the States there is no uni- 
form proper to lecturing, and audi- 
ences rather mock themselves of the 
white tie and the dress coat^-despite 
the singular theory so devotedly main- 
tained in England that American men 
always wear dress coats. There was 
something Nat thought strange, sig- 
nificant, weird, fateful, in his putting 
on that costume for the first time that 
night. What might not that por- 
tend? 

Nat studied himself fondly and yet 
critically in the glass. He certainly 
was not a bad-looking fellow, and he 
looked browner, straighter, more inde- 
pendent, and less sheepish than he 
was wont to do under the burthen of 
his detested occupation in England. 
The coat was superb ; the trousers were 
faultless. As to the vest there was so 
little of it that it hardly called for re- 
mark; but the expanse of snowy and 
glossy shirt front was unexceptionable. 
The little studs of pink coral had a 
sort of poetic or romantic aspect, and 
the flower in the buttonhole spoke of 
emotion. Natty felt almost as he used 
to feel when he was new to the uni- 
form of the West Pimlico Volunteers, 
and the parades in Hyde Park and on 
Wimbledon Common, under the eyes 
of royalty. 

It was a pity that he could not call 
a hansom cab, leap into it, and rattle 
up to the hall of the reception. But 
there were no hansom cabs in New 
Padua, nor as yet even street cars, and 
people who had not vehicles of their 
own went afoot into society. In win- 
ter they put on ** rubbers," but it was 
not winter as yet, and the night was 
fine and the roads were dry. So Natty 
issued forth in his shiny boots and 
with a heart quick beating. Would 
she know him ? would she recognize 
him ? would she be friendly? Would 



Sir John snub him and let every one 
know of poor Nat's humble begin- 
nings? 

The gravel of the walks within the 
university enclosure was echoing every- 
where to wheels and hoofs and hurry- 
ing feet as Nat entered the grounds. 
The reception was to take place in the 
library, which was blazing with lights : 
its windows were squares of fiame 
against the night. Many guests were 
going in, and the sounds from within 
indicated a crowd already. All the 
graduates had had invitations, and 
such of their female relatives as hap- 
pened to be resident in New Padua, 
and so there was a goodly gathering. 
Nat had remained purposely late. As he 
set his foot upon the steps of the outer 
door a terrible thought pierced him. 
Suppose he had come too late; and 
that she had already withdrawn ? Or 
suppose she was unwell or fatigued, 
and could not make her appearance 
at all ? 

With a freshly perturbed heart he 
entered the library, greeted as he en- 
tered with a friendly shake of the 
hand by the president and his wife, 
both of whom shook hands as a matter 
of course vdth every one, and neither 
of whom at the moment remembered 
who Nat was. Nat was not sorry for 
that. He glided past ipto the crowd. 
He actually passed Sir John Challoner, 
passed him quite closely, brushed 
against him, ^nd was not recognized 
or even seen. Sir John was engaged 
in animated conversation with two or 
three professors and a judge. Nat 
breathed more freely. 

Had he had time for such emotions 
he might have wondered at the trans- 
formed appearance of the library; at 
the lights, the flowers, the green 
wreaths and festoons of leaves — above 
all, the company. Could these be the 
quiet and unpretentious dames and 
demoiselles of New Padua, these la- 
dies of the floating silks, the jewels, 
the bracelets, the laces, ;the wonderful 
structures of hair^ Nat felt doubtful 
whether he should be justified in 
speaking to Professor Clinton's sister- 
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in-law, unless she should previously 
lecognize him — she looked such a dif- 
ferent sort of personage in a blue silk 
dress and a train, and with white arms 
bare.' True, he had often seen the 
white arms still more bare than that, 
when she was engaged in her simple 
ited undisguised occupation of helping 
to make bread and piecrust and to cut 
up apples in Professor Clinton's modest 
household. What a grand lady she 
looks now, Nat thought. But, indeed, 
she looked a lady always, he said to 
himself; and in her home of late he 
always called her ** Minnie," as her 
folks and friends did. 

While ha was thinking whether it 
would be right to call her Minnie in 
her blue silk, and while he was still 
casting uneasy eager eyes this way and 
that, it suddenly seemed to him as 
though the lights danced and twin- 
kled, and the floor rocked, and some 
heavy, dizzying sounds were dinning 
in his ears. For in one of the recesses 
in the library — a recess set out with a 
table, wherein were engravings and 
photographs, and gaily ornamented 
with ferns and flowers — there at last 
he saw Miss Challoner. She was seat- 
ed, and was looking, or affecting to 
look, at photographs, and Professor 
Benjamin was acting as showman ; and 
a thrill of absurd delight went through 
Nat's heart when he saw that it was 
Professor Benjamin and not a young 
unmarried man. Mrs. Benjamin was 
there too, and round-eyed little Miss 
Benjamin. It was clear that Miss 
Challoner had withdrawn for the time 
with these two or three friends from 
the central throng. She looked weary, 
Natty thought, and distraite^ and very 
pale. But how beautiful she seemed 
to him, with the dark hair thick 
around her neck, and coming some- 
what low upon her forehead ; and the 
eyelashes long and dark, under which 
now her eyes were hidden I 

** Isn't she real splendid ? " a youth 
near Nat asked of another. 

** I expected to see an English girl 
more ruddy-like," the other replied, a 
young Western giant overlooking the 



crowd. ** She looks proud and stuck- 
up rather." 

*^Mrs. Benjamin says she's just 
lovely, " the other rejoined, emphati- 
cally, and using ** lovely " as English 
people employ ** amiable." 

** She don't seem like it," the young 
giant remarked. Natty turned round 
and glared on him, but the young 
giant did not observe the glare. 

Now, Nat said to himself, was his 
time — now or never I now, while she 
was thus secluded and only the kind 
Benjamins were near. He pushes his 
way through the crowd; he is near; 
he is nearer ; he is within the recess ; 
he is close to the table ; the Benjamins 
already see him, and smile on him, and 
interchange significant glances with 
each other. Nat's forehead is hot, and 
his tongue is dry, and falters; but 
there is no escape now, and he desper- 
ately says, **Miss Challoner I" and 
Lady Disdain looks up and turns the 
deep light of her eyes on him. 

A moment of doubt and wonder, 
and then ** Natty I" comes from be- 
tween the surprised and parted lips, 
and Dear Lady Disdain, all astonished 
but kindly, holds out her friendly 
hand to the palpitating youth. 

*' You didn't expect to see me here,'* 
the tremulous, delighted Nathaniel 
said. 

**No; we have been so long away 
from home, and your mother did not 
know when I saw her last. But I 
am glad to see you, Natty — ^Mr. Cramp, 
I mean." Lady Disdain corrected her- 
self with a gleam of brightness com- 
ing into her smile. 

Then she bade Nat to tell her all 
about his adventures, and said her fa- 
ther would be glad to see hifn, and in 
a moment was conversing quietly with 
him like an old friend. But in the in- 
tervening moment the Benjamins had 
seen enough. For nothing could be 
more clear to them than the fact that 
the first sight of Nat had filled Miss 
Challoner with emotion. Confused 
and palpitating as Nathaniel was, she 
was far more obviously and deeply 
moved. The color rushed at first into 
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her cheeks, and her voice failed her, Lyle, and Dione Lyle's warnings, and 
and then her eyes drooped and her lips the hollow in the woods — and Christ- 
trembled, and Mrs. Benjamin declared mas Pembroke 1 — ^and at the same mo- 
afterward that she saw the tears come ment there came on her, drawn by an 
into the dear young lady's eyes, and inseparable link of contrast, the sha- 
that she thought she was then and dow of the life that was awaiting her 
there going to faint. Marie did not in London : the marriage with no love 
faint, however, but recovered her com- in it on her side, the barren ambition, 
posure very soon. Yet was kindly the dull self-repression, the drilled and 
Mrs. Benjamin not wholly mistaken, disciplined heart, and all the unsatis- 
For the unexpected sight of poor Nat fying succession of empty, monotonous 
had been to Marie like the arising of a to-morrows. All this and much more 
ghost from some far dim grave. It was came rushing on Marie as she saw the 
not Nathaniel Cramp she saw, but the poor lad from Durewoods standing 
place, the past, the memories of which there before her, and her color did 
Nat's was a chance and incidental fig- deepen, and her lips did tremble, and 
ure, yet charged with all the full force it may even be that a tear did start into 
of irresistible association. She saw her eyes. 

Durewoods, and her home, and her But a very pretty little chapter of 

girlhood ; she saw again her breams romance began to circulate in the li- 

and longings ; she saw youth, and emo- brary of the New Padua University that 

tion, and the hope of love, and Dione night. 
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CHAPTER XXn. if nothing could interest her. She lay 

,.v^«^^« -„x«^xT^,x m,x™ ^^,,>™« ^ .«« l>ack in her seat in their ** palace car," 

IiOOKINa THBOUGH THE GOLDEN GATE. , • , x ^i i_ ji i i jj 

and for hours together hardly looked 

MARIE CHALLONER had seen at anything. Again she would some- 
many strange, delightful, won- times suddenly engage in conversation, 
derful sights in the new world before and talk and laugh and say sharp 
she arrived at New Padua. She had bright things in a way which much 
looked upon Niagara, and had crossed perplexed him. A sort of distance 
the Mississippi ; had been among the seemed to be opening between him and 
Rocky mountains, and passed through her. It made him sometimes angry 
the superb cations, and along the edges and sometimes gloomy to observe this, 
of precipices having more than Alpine "I suppose children are always un- 
steepness and grandeur, as her way led grateful,'' the successful man of the 
her through the gorges of the Sierra world said to himself, and he some- 
Nevada, in California. She had times almost wished that he never had 
watched the soft Pacific steeped in its a daughter. At least he sometimes 
sunstreaked mist as it heaved slowly to wished that he had come out on this 
and fro through that Golden Gate of journey alone ; he often wished that he 
which she had dreamed so much, was back again with his offices and his 
Prom the sandhills of San Francisco, city companies, his clubs and the House 
and from the balconies of the ClifE of Commons. Then, when he saw Ma- 
House where the visitors crowd to rie occasionally looking so bright and 
w^atch the never-diminishing swarm of handsome, and so much admired, he 
seals barking and struggling on the was delighted with her and proud of 
rocks, she had looked across those her, and felt terror-stricken at the 
sleepy waters, and in sight of the Pa- thought of her possibly sinking into 
cific remembered Durewoods. The bad health. She was always sweet and 
Golden Gate had a marvellous fascina- good in her manner to him — only not 
tion for her. When her journey turn- so affectionate, not so confidential as 
ed back eastward again, it seemed she used to be. It was not the same 
as if she were parting from some dear thing — and why ? 
familiar scene of childhood. **I am sorry to leave San Francisco 
Sir John Challoner could not under- because of the Golden Gate," she said 
stand the change in his daughter's languidly to him one day when they 
manner. She was alternately listless were in the railway on their return to- 
and satirical. Sometimes it seemed as ward the east. 
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** San Francifico disappointed me," **The moralizing was much too sim- 

ker father remarked. **I didn't ex- pie and commonplace to disturb you 

pect to see it such a sandy and dusty with then— I feel rather ashamed of 

place. It seems like a little London it. It is too like Sturm's *Reflec- 

get in sand." tions.' " 

"I don't care about* San Francisco, ** Still you have not told me why the 

but I love the bay, and Saucelito, and sight of the Pacific reminded you of 

the rocky islands, and the Gk)lden Durewoods; I don't see anything to 

Gate. " remind you. " 

"Why the Golden Gkite, Marie ? " Had Marie been evading the answer ? 

" Perhaps because it reminds me of Not consciously perhaps. But now, 

Durewoods, dear." when she did answer, it was with a lit- 

Sir John smiled: "How on earth tie hesitation, 

can anything near San Francisco re- "I think because I was on the hill 

nund you of Durewoods ? " at Durewoods one day, looking out 

Marie hesitated a moment, and then over the bay, when that poor boy, 

said, without replying to his question : Christmas Pembroke, began to tell me 

**How strange it was to sit in the of the Golden Gate. I believe I told 

balcony of that hotel 1 — ^the Cliff House him then I didn't care much to see it 

wasn't it ? — and watch those seals per- 3ver. I wish I hadn't said that." 

petually scrambling up the rocks and This was a particularly irksome turn 

then plunging down into the waves, for the conversation to take, so far as 

and always barking and restless I Some Sir John was concerned. They had a 

of them never seemed to keep quiet, little chamber or compartment of the 

One would scramble and fight his way palace car all to themselves, and Marie 

up to the very top of a rock and then had taken off her hat and was leaning 

only plash down again. They seemed back vdth her head and her ruflBing 

to me very like human creatures— only, hair against the crimson velvet that 

I suppose, every one has said that al- covered the back of the seat. She 

ready." looked strangely young and almost 

** Yes; people find out resemblances childlike to her father at that moment, 

in particular seals to particular men. He could not tell why. Perhaps it 

Don't you remember that they told us was the half-languid, half-impatient 

one seal was called after " ? a way in which she moved her head from 

well-known American politician whom side to side, regardless of the condi- 

Sir John named. tion of her hair, which gave him the 

**0h, yes; and I think I detected impression, 

several striking likenesses to people we ** Why do you wish you hadn't said 

know at home. But it was not that I it, dear ? " he asked tentatively, and 

meant ; I was thinking of mortal ambi- in something like the tone one might 

tion and projects, and that sort of use to a child. 

thing. Almost everybody is trying to ** Because it must have seemed so 

scramble up to something; and when cold and careless, and he loved the 

he gets there he will want to get to place so much, poor fellow I " 

some other place — ^unless he splashes '* Why poor fellow, Marie?" 

down before he is half way up and dis- Sir John's smile was now a good deal 

appears altogether ; and the human forced, and he studic 1 her expression 

race too is so noisy all the time. Why with sudden anxiety, 

not rest in the sunlight, or be happy to *'I don't know. I suppose because 

sink down, down in the soft waves ? " he's going to be married. There will 

"I didn't know that you were mor- be no more cakes and ale, I suppose, 

alizing so much when watching the when he is married." 

seals; I dare say I could have helped "I presume he likes it," Sir John 

out your comparison." a«a!9i, ^\iJcL ^^ol^d carelessness. 
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'* I suppose so. Is be not very young or money, or any place whatever in so- 
le be married ? " ciety, interposing for a moment be- 

"N — no, I don't think so," Sir John tween his daughter and a marriage 

said, with an appearance of easy delib- with a man like Ronald Vidal. 

eration. **I rather think not, Marie. Especially was he made angry by the 

I think he must be older than I was simple directness of a short postscript 

when I married." to Christmas Pembroke's letter: 

**Yes, that is true. But then you '*! have heard with a great deal of 

married very young. And you were pain that there is an absurd story about 

very happy ? " my being engaged to a young lady 

** Very happy, dear." here in London. I need not tell you 

** I hope he will be happy." how utterly untrue that is, but I should 

Then there was a pause, and it may take it as a great kindness if you would 
well be imagined that Sir John Challo- contradict the story whenever you have 
ner did not feel greatly inclined to re- an opportunity of doing so, with deli- 
new the talk on the former ground, cacy, of course. You will understand 
He thought long and deeply over his how painful such a foolish story is to 
daughter's words, and a new fear came me." 
on him. This was poor Christmas's almost 

Meanwhile he had in his pocket a despairing appeal. It was written in 

letter from Christmas Pembroke, of the sad hope that if, owing to any 

which he had said nothing to his misunderstanding or any false idea of 

daughter. The letter had only reach- thus preventing the truth from being 

ed him the very morning of their de- discovered. Sir John had allowed Ma- 

parture from San Francisco. It was rie to be deceived by a wrong guess or 

short, friendly, and melancholy, writ- a foolish rumor, he would at least un- 

ten soon after Christmas had been to deceive her as to that — now that Christ- 

Durewoods, thanking Sir John for his mas was not likely to see her any more, 

many acts of kindness, but expressing 'It made Sir John feel doubly annoyed, 

a desire to leave England, and a wish this throwing on him an insufferable 

that Sir John would, if convenient, re- responsibility. It seemed like forcing 

lease him from whatever engagements him to remember and admit that he 

they had together, and so allow him to had told a falsehood. **I must get 

go at once. this fellow out of the way at all risks 

Nothing could now happen better, before we return to London," was the 

it seemed to Sir John, than that Christ- resolve in his mind which made him 

mas should leave England and betake compress his lips as he studied his 

himself to Japan or any other place out daughter's face and wondered whether 

of the way of some of his friends. A his terrible suspicions could really be 

terrible suspicion was beginning to well founded. 

pass through Sir John's mind. He had **We may be looking forward to 

before this feared and guarded against London already, Marie," her father 

the possibility, remote and wild though said after a while, fearing that the 

it then seemed, of his daughter's com- journey was wearisome to her. 

ing to take too deep an interest in the **So soon, dear? Oh, surely not. 

young man. To guard against this Our holiday can't be coming to an end 

possibility he had deliberately deceived yet ? " 

her. Now the fear struck painfully to **It hasn't been much of a holiday 

him that his precaution had been taken to you, Marie, I am afraid." 

too late, and that his deceit had been **Dear, I have enjoyed it very much 

in vain. He was enraged with himself all the time ; I don't think I want it 

— ^almost with her, and certainly with ever to end." 

Christmas. He chafed to think of the ''You aeeixi to \>^ '^ft^irj ^<(^\si€c^^'^^ 

^asahihty of 8ucb a boy, without name and not to en^o^ t\miiga.'* 
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**And you are hunying home to and where Marie's reception of him 
dull and dreary London on my ac- diffused the little romance we have al- 
count ? I know I am driving you ready mentioned, 
home. Will you stay longer here if I How proud that reception made Mr. 
show that I really do enjoy everything ? Cramp, no words could tell. When he 
Only promise me, and you shall see 1 '' had been seen to sit beside Miss Chal- 
**I am a busy man, Marife; I can't af- loner and talk to her, he walked the 
ford long holidays. Don't you want rooms with the air of one who belongs 
to return home at all ? " to another world. He went boldly up 
*^ No, dear. At least not to London ; to Miss Clinton's sister and called her 
I am very well at home here. Home ? ** Minnie " in the full face of her blue 
— ^that is you and I — ^is it not ? We silk ; and he patronized her and every- 
are here, papa, and remarkably well body, and put on airs at once romandc 
oflE, I think." and lordly. He alternately looked or 
'^ And Ronald ?" Sir John tried to tried to look pensive and sentimental, 
seem easy and playful. like one of Angelica Kauffman's he- 
Marie colored a little. roes, or proud and grand. Poor Nat 
"Ronald is very busy and very was always ready to soar from abject 
happy, I dare say — and he is a good depression into ridiculous exaltation, 
kind creature, " she added hastily. He delighted to be questioned about 
** He is giving up everything for you, Miss Challoner, and to put the ques- 
Marie, " Sir John could not help saying, tions aside with a mysterious and some- 
** And I have nothing to give up for what of a wounded manner. 

him ! If I had " "Who is your friend, Marie ?" ffir 

"Well, dear ? " John said to his daughter as they were 

"I suppose I should not be so mag- leaving the University rooms — "your 

nanimous as he." young English friend ? I can't remem- 

"Have you answered his last letter, ber his face, but I know I have seen 

Marie?" him before." 

* * Not yet, dear, but I will when we * * Papa ? Not to know Natty Cramp !" 
stop at some place, only I don't well "My dear, who in the world is Nat- 
know what to say. It's of no use do- ty Cramp ? " 

ing guide-book work. Guide-books in "Oh, for shame — ^to forget Sarah 

print are bad enough, but in writing I Cramp, our faithful old Sarah Cramp 

And no one cares to hear about any- ^-of Durewoods, you know." 

body's travels. I didn't listen to half "Was that old Mrs. Cramp's son— 

the things poor Christmas — ^Mr. Pern- that young man ? " 

broke, I mean — used to tell me at first, "Yes, dear, that is Natty himself." 

though I see now that he described "He has greatly changed, improv- 

places wonderfully well. Did you like ed, I think — he used to be an awkward 

Miss Jansen, papa ? " sheepish looking cub, Marie — ^was it 

* * I hardly noticed her. " not so ? " 

" I wish you had ; I should like you "Oh, no dear — at least not very 

to have told me what you thought of awkward, and not at all a cub. A 

her. Was it not strange that he never good poor fellow ; clever, I think, in a 

should have told Miss Lyle ? " sort of way ; and shy and rather ridic- 

Sir John was glad when they reach- ulcus ; but I used to like him. You 

ed Sacramento, the first city at which must really promise me that you will 

they were to make any stay on their try to do something for him here, 

way eastward. From Sacramento he papa. You will speak to somebody, 

wrote to Christmas Pembroke, and won't you ? He looks upon me as a 

Marie wrote to Ronald Vidal. Thus sort of protector of his, and I should 

they came in process of time to New like to be so. I am afraid I rather like 

Padua, where they met Nat Cramp, to play the part of a lady patroness." 
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Sir John was glad to have a chance fast with me to-morrow, Mr. Cramp, to , 

of pleasing her. meet our distinguished friend. Sir John 

** Anything I can do, Marie, I'll do Ohalloner. If you will give us the 

gladly, and I suppose we may be civil pleasure of your company, Mr. Cramp, 

to hbn out here. Nobody knows, I we shall be delighted." 

dare say " Oh, happy, happy Nathaniel 1 The 

* * Knows what, dear ? " noise of wheels scraping up the gravel, 

'*Well, about his mother, and his a light tpuch of gloved hands, a sensa- 

early condition, and all that." tion blended strangely of dark eyes, 

** Oh, nobody would care here," Ma- rustling skirts, the sound of a carriage 

rie said enthusiastically. * * Here there door shut to — and Nat was standing on 

is perfect equality. A man here is a the threshold gazing up to the stars, at 

man, and only a man. He told me. the end, or nearly so, of the happiest 

He says he is happy here because he is night he had ever spent, 

the equal of any man — and I should be Nat was not alone, however. The 

happy too if I were he." president was still there, he and hid 

Sir John smiled. . wife being bound to stay until all their 

** Very good, Marie — only, for all guests had taken their leave, 

that, I think we will keep the mother **I shall be pleased to present you to 

and the hairdresser's shop to ourselves, my wife, sir," the president said; 

He won't be sorry for that, you may be ** she will be delighted to know you. 

sure." I am sorry to say that hitherto we 

Sir. John and Marie were waiting for ' know you only by hearsay. We have 

the carriage of their host and hostess, only gentlemen at breakfast to-mor- 

which was to carry them to the private row ; but after breakfast you must 

residence of the president of the Uni- come and see the ladies of our family, 

versity, across the grounds. Mean- and Miss Challoner, I have no doubt, 

while the president himself came up, will be pleased to see you." 

and at the same moment Mr. Cramp. .Up came Professor Clinton and his 

'*Papa, this is Mr. Cramp," Marie womankind, 
said. ^^ I think you hardly caught his ** Cramp, my boy," said the blue- 
name when you met to-night before." eyed prof essor, **willyou take my wife 

Nathaniel bowed with dignity, and Minnie home ? I want to arrange 

Even the haughty father could not one or two things here with the presi- 

abash him now. But to his surprise dent; but if you wait for me at our 

the father proved not to be haughty. place, I sha'n't be long, and we'll have 

**Mr. Cramp, I am greatly pleased to a walk and a star-gaze together." 

meet you," said Sir John, extending a Nat had proposed to himself a walk 

friendly hand. "You will forgive my round and round the president's house, 

not remembering you to-night at first, and a star gaze for some particular 

I have been seeing so many new faces window whicfi he could fancy to be 

lately, and I never expected to meet an Miss Challoner's. But he was so happy 

old acquaintance here." this night that he could have done 

'*Mr. Cramp is one of our rising anything with pleasure. There was a 

young citizens, sir," the president certain soothing sensation, too, in the 

good-naturedly observed. ** We mean thought of walking home with these 

to be proud of him, sir, some day. I two kindly, simple women, in whose 

hear a great deal of Mr. Cramp through eyes Nat knew that he was by this 

my esteemed friend. Professor Clin- time established as a sort of hero of 

ton." romance. They looked very pretty, 

Mr. Cramp murmured his thankful- both the women, with their heads and 

ness and delight. shoulders enveloped in soft and fleecy 

** Professor Clinton, sir, " said the white ** clouds " — the time for furs and 

kindly president, ** is coming to break- overshoes had not come as yet. TIIbs 
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Minnie carefully, and without any af- 
* fectation of indifterence, gathered up 
her blue silk all round, and with fond 
deliberation arranged it over her arms 
so that its skirt should not by any 
chance descend to touch the gravel and 
kiss the earth. Thus kilted, and with 
a great display of white petticoat, she 
gave her. arm to Nathaniel. Ladies in 
Chicago and New York may be prodi- 
gal of their dresses, and Saratoga may 
be reckless about a blue silk once ^r 
twice worn, but in the small and in- 
land towns the lasses do not find that 
blue silks come home to them every 
day; and they are almost as careful of 
their little fineries as a Swiss lady 
might be. Nathaniel's lofty soul was 
a little disdainful of Minnie's neat and 
careful adjustment. Despite his prin- 
ciples of equality and of democracy, 
his admiration and homage went up 
more readily to ladies who had no need 
to think about saving their silks, and 
who moreover went home in carriages 
at night when their revels were ended. 



CHAPTER XXm. 

NAT IS CRUSHED. 

The few days that the Challoners 
spent in New Padua promised to be 
the most delightful that Nathaniel 
Cramp had ever known. Nay, they 
. were, until toward the close, an ideal 
time to him. They soothed every van- 
ity, gratified every sense, and inflated 
him with the most fantastic hopes. 
He could hardly believe his senses 
when he found himself one of a small 
company of men brought together to 
breakfast with Sir John Challoner. 
When Sir John appealed to him at 
breakfast once or twice to confirm his 
recollection or impression of something 
in London, Nathaniel felt his ears tin- 
gle with pride. Sir John was particu- 
larly gracious, partly because Marie 
had asked him to be so, and partly be- 
cause, since Nathaniel had been some- 
how assigned to them as an old ac- 
quaintancef he thought it judicious to 
mBke the most of him, and so avert 



any suspicion of poor Nat's lowly rank. 
Sir John himself was far too new a 
comer into the upper air of society not 
to be a little nervous about his com- 
panionships. Therefore he was spe- 
cially friendly with Nat. Once he re- 
ferred to **my friend Cramp." Nat 
felt his heart sing with joy. 

Nat often saw Marie. Wherever her 
father and she went now he was al- 
ways, and as a matter of course, in- 
vited to make, one of the part. His 
consideration in New Padua began to 
go up immensely. His natural hesitan- 
cy and alarm when he heard that the 
Challoners were coming there were 
now misinterpreted in a sense particu- 
larly delightful for him. He was con- 
sidered to be remarkably modest and 
reticent about his intimacy with the 
British aristocracy; for of course Sir 
John Challoner was popularly regarded 
as a man from out the very heart of the 
British aristocracy. .Many people call- 
ed his daughter Lady Challoner or 
Lady Marie Challoner, and there was 
some discussion as to whether it was 
proper to address her father as the 
Honorable or the Right Honorable Sir 
John Challoner. Natty explained all 
that. He had not sprung from the 
servant^ hall or curled hair in a West 
End saloon for nothing. He acquired 
new consideration by his precise 
knowledge of the manner in which 
British titles are distributed and ap- 
plied. If the Prince of Wales had paid 
a visit to New Padua soon after, it 
would have been the confident expec- 
tation of most persons that Mr. Cramp 
would prove to be an old and intimate 
friend of his Royal Highness. To do 
Sir John Challoner justice, he had a 
kind of idea that it might serve Nat in 
New Padua, where he assumed that the 
lad was about to stay for the rest of 
his natural life, if he was understpod 
to have been on terms of friendship 
with great British financiers. It would 
probably help Nat, and it could not, 
Sir John thought, harm him in any way. 
Marie, on the other hand, was moved 
solely by simple kindliness and good 
iee^Ti^ VcTN^iX^ ^iXv^ lQ\Mig man who 
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used to be a sort of humble playfellow 
of hers when she was a little girl, as 
yet uninstructed as to differences of 
rank and social state, and who was 
the only son of a faithful old servant. 
She was undisguisedly friendly with 
him. Everything therefore conspired 
in Nat's favor, or rather conspired 
against him. 

One day when the stay of the Chal- 
loners was nearly at its end, there was 
an excursion to some mineral treasure 
or other which was giving evidence of 
its existence near New Padua, and of 
which Professor Benjamin was partic- 
ularly proud. It was but a short dis- 
tance, and everybody walked. Some 
dozen or more of professors and pro- 
fessors' wives were there, with a 
sprinkling of daughters. The way 
followed the windings of the river. 
Nathaniel placed himself resolutely by 
Marie's side and walked with her. 
There were two or three others with 
her also ; Professor Clinton, for exam- 
ple, and Mrs. Benjamin, and little 
round-eyed Miss Benjamin ; and there- 
fore Sir John did not mind his daugh- 
ter having Nathaniel as one of her es- 
cort. Probably Nat walked rather 
quickly. Somehow or other, no one 
could tell why, the remainder of the 
escort dropped behind, and at one 
winding of the path Marie found her- 
self alone with Nat. She was glad of 
a moment's opportunity to ask him all 
about his prospects, that she might 
bring a full and true report to his mo- 
ther; and she had not hitherto had 
any chance of making a direct inquiry. 

Nat's heart beat too violently, when 
glancing backward he saw that they 
were alone, to allow him readily to 
begin the conversation. But Marie 
saved him all embarrassment by be- 
ginning at once : 

'*Then you are settled here for- 
good. Natty?" 

** I don't know that, Miss Challoner. 
I like this place, and the people are 
kind to me^-but it is narrow and 
small. Not much of a career here, 
Miss Challoner, for a man's ambition ; 
and in this country one feels that he 



has a careef open to him if he has in- 
tellect and courage," Nat added, with 
careless grandeur. 

** Oh, I didn't mean New Padua. I 
didn't suppose you would stay here al- 
ways, although it seems a delightful 
little place. So full of quiet and sim- 
plicity ; and people only caring about 
books and education, and not about 
making money and getting on in the 
world. .But I know of course that 
men must have ambition " (and Natty 
for the moment whimsically presented 
himself to Marie's mind in the form of 
one of those seals swarming up and 
down the rocks near San Francisco), 
**and I only meant that you were set- 
tled in the States." 

**I don't know that I can be called 
settled anywhere yet. Miss — I mean 
Miss Challoner. I should like to 
make a name and a fortune 'and go 
back then to Europe ; I should like to 
show England what manhood can do 
elsewhere." 

Marie was amused in a pitying sort 
of way by Nat's idea about astonish- 
ing England's weak nerves in the per- 
son of her unprized son, successful in 
a more appreciative land. But she 
was in a soft and indulgent mood, and 
in a strange sort of way she seemed . 
almost to cling to Nathaniel Cramp 
for the sake of the memories that his 
presence brought. 

**I am so glad to hear that you are 
likely to do well," she said gravely. 
**We heard rather discouraging ac- 
counts at first ; your mother was great- 
ly alarmed." 

** Things did look bad at first," and 
Nat remembered, with a twinge, that 
the first difficulties had overwhelmed 
him with as unreasonable a depression 
as the first little movement upward 
had elated him with an absurd self- 
confidence. **They did look bad at 
first. The Americans, with all their 
man}fr great qualities — ^which no one is 
more proud to recognize than I am " — 
Nat interjected oratorically — **are a 
little jealous of. strangers; not unnat- 
urally, perhaps." 

''I should uol Yl^^-^^ >CtLWV^\. ^^* 
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People always tell us that they are '^What a beautiful scene this is,'^ 

anxious to get all manner of help from said Marie suddenly. ^'And this is 

the old world.'* winter with us. That sunlight^ is 

*^In a manner, certainly. But more beautiful than summer sunlight ;^ 
there may be, in certain cases, a little it is so soft and mild. It is the moon- 
jealousy too — in certain cases, I only light of the year, I think." 
say. They like their own orators — I **It is— just that," said Nathaniel, 
don't blame them, Miss Challoner ; far who had not been observing the sun- 
from it. But I haye got over all that, light. 

I am happy to think. It was indeed **I don't see any of our company, 

biit momentary, I may say. Now my We must have walked very quickly. I 

way is clear," the rising youth said think we had better turn back. Natty." 

proudly. In fact, Mr. Nathaniel, with ** May I -offer you an arm ? " Nathan- 

his few dollars a week in a village, iel said with sudden courage, and 

saw himself already swaying the des- hearing his heart beat loudly the while, 

tinies of parties, editing leading jour- Marie would have had no hesitation 

nals in New York, making and un- in saying to any one else that she did 

making Presidents, and perhaps even- not need support and preferred not to 

tually accepting the post of United take an arm. But she was afraid that 

States Minister to the Court of St. if she said this to Nat, he would have 

James. been hurt, and would have thought, 

His confident manner quite imposed quite wrongly, that she refused iiis 

upon Marie, as it had imposed upon arm because he was the son of Jier old 

himself, and she felt a throb of gene- servant. So she thanked him and 

rous gladness. leaned on his arm, and they turned to 

** I am delighted to hear of all this," walk back. Nat moved very slowly, 

she said; *'I shall tell your mother, " How strange it is," he said — **U8 

Natty, and I can see her joy already, two — ^I mean we two — ^walking in this 

She has no idea of anything so good, way — on this side of the ocean-i— and 

I suppose you did not like to tell her your arm leaning on mine I Miss 

too much until things became quite Challoner, it's like a dream." 

certain, lest there might be any disap- Marie looked up at him in wonder, 

pointment?" '*I don't know how it is to you," 

"You have divined my motive, the infatuated Nat went on, **but to 

Miss Challoner, " said Nathaniel grand- me, Miss Challoner — ^to me it's hea- 

ly. " One must not announce a vie- ven I " 

tory before he has won it." Never woman could have been more 

** Still, Natty, I think I would have amazed than Dear Lady Disdain. She 

told her something of the good news, did not as yet think of being angry 

I would have prepared her a little ; it or quite know that there was any rea- 

would have cheered her up. She suf- son why she should be so. Her first 

fered a great deal, I know." impression was that her- unfortunate 

**Men must work, and women must companion was really out of his wits. 

weep," said Nat with dignity. It came on her like a flash that his 

** But she is not young; and suppose talk had been marvellously grandilo- 

anything had happened and she had quent, and full of pride and confi- 
died not knowing of your success, •dence, for which she did not under- 

Could you ever have forgiven your- stand that there could well be any 

self ? " justification. Could the poor creature 

Nat modestly confessed that he really be out of his wits? In the 

could not, but he pleaded that it was same instant Marie's kind heart 

only very lately that his prospects had thought of his mother. 

begun to open with such a roseate ** Natty, "she said in a tone of sooth- 

glow. Vag Te\!CLOT\s\x^^<i^^ wpi^ \serhap9, for 
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the first time in her life, with a tremor 
of timidity in her voice as she glanced 
eagerly around. There was no one 
near. 

**Oh, hear me out !" the wretched 
Nathaniel went on. **I can't stop 
now — ^I must speak. You have a sym- 
pathetic soul ; you are above the mis- 
erable ways and prejudices of meaner 
minds. I know you are. You do not 
look down upon me as others do — as 
others did at home; you do not de- 
spise me because my birth was lowly 
and my occupation was at one time 



mean. 



»» 



*'No, Natty; certainly not. I al- 
ways thought the higher of you for 
endeavoring to raise yourself. We 
were always friends, Natty; but I 
don't think any one we ever knew 
was mean enough to think less^of you 
for — for not being rich." 

Marie now believed that she was 
only soothing an outburst of the mor- 
bid and half-crazy egotism of a self- 
conceited lad smarting under the mem- 
ory of fancied humiliations. She 
would as soon have thought of her 
groom, or her Newfoundland dog, or 
old Merlin at Durewoods making love 
to her, as of Mrs. Cramp's Natty. 

"Oh, yes, I have suffered; but not 
from you — ^never from you. Now 
things are changed. Now we are in a 
free and equal land, where a man may 
make his way to anything and be 
equal to anybody. Here, Miss Chal- 
loner, I may dare to say — ^with you 
leaning on my arm " 

Marie quickly withdrew her arm. 

"Don't be afraid. It's only this— 
we two alone, and I must say it here 
— under this bright heaven," Nat ex- 
claimed wildly, "that I love you — oh, 
Miss Challoner, yes — ^that I love you I " 

Marie was bewildered by this out- 
burst. She was not sure at first if she' 
had understood him rightly. Then, 
when there was no possibility of fur- 
ther misunderstanding, she was star- 
tled, angry, fall of shame and pity, 
and withal vexed by a shocking incli- 
nation to laugh. 

"Nattv, how cfin vou sn'^a'c in such 



away?" she said at last. "I could 
not have expected this or believed it 
of you. I was always friendly with 
you. Is this my return ? " 

"I can't help it," he exclaimed pas- 
sionately. " I love you; I 'ave always- 
loved you " (in his emotion he went 
back to the pronunciation of his early 
days, and he became conscious of the 
fact in a moment, and it added new 
agony to his sufferings); "I loved 
you since I was a boy " 

"Why will you speak in so foolish 
away," she said more gently, "and 
so prevent me from ever being friend- 
ly with you any more ? Your mother 
was a dear old' friend of mine, and I 
am sorry for this — ^for her sake." 

"Ah, but there it is," he broke out 
wildly; "that's where it is — ^that's 
why you despise me I My mother was 
a servant — ^a servant — a servant — and 
I'm only like a dog in your eyes. 
But you are wrong, Miss Challoner. I 
ain't — I mean I am not— a dog here. 
This is not your country of aristocrats 
and caste and class. A man is a man 
here." 

"A man ought to be a man any- 
where, and not a fool," Lady Disdain 
said, likely to lose her temper now. 

"Is a man a fool because he loves a 
woman above him in rank ? Half the 
best men in the world have been fools 
then I I am not ashamed. Call me 
anything you like — ^I must love you all 
the same. You despise me because I 
am poor and low! Oh, but if you 
have a woman's heart at all, you 
might feel for me, and make some al- 
lowance for me, and not trample on 
me, trample, trample on me, just be- 
cause I come of humble people." 

The unfortunate youth was trem- 
bling and shivering from head to foot 
with emotion. His cheeks were livid- 
ly pale, and his eyes, always rather 
small and lustreless, were winking 
and watery with tears. He seemed, 
indeed, like a half-mad creature ; like 
a loving dog whom his master spurns 
and curses. Lady Disdain looked at 
him with alarni, wid \vw wi%<Kt ^Hl 
meltod away and o^^ \>\\.i T^xv-^vasA* 
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'' It is not because you are poor, in- 
deed," she said earnestly, and trying 
to soothe him; ** but you know how 
absurd all this is ; and it is wrong of 
you to expect me to listen to it. I 
ought not to allow you to talk to me 
in such a way; but you are an old 
friend, and I know you only forgot 
yourself for the moment and that you 
will never do so again. Come, Natty, 
say that we may be friends again as 
we used to be. Did you not know, 
you foolish boy, that I am engaged to 
be married ? " 

^'Engaged to be married 1 " he stam- 
mered. 

"Yes, Nat; I knew you never could 
have heard of it, or you would not 
have talked such nonsense. Come, let 
us bury all unkindness and forget it — 
and never speak of this folly any 
more." 

"Engaged to be married to ^im .' " 
Nat asked fiercely, and following out 
a track of his own ideas. 

"Indeed, yes, Nat, to Aiw," she an- 
swered, following out a track of her 
* own ideas. "And so you see you are 
late in any case," she added with a 
smile, trying now to make as light of 
the whole affair as possible. 

"But he ain't a gentleman neither," 
Nat interposed vehemently. "At 
least he isn't what you would call a 
gentleman. I don't see why he* should 
look down on me and give himself 
airs. What was his father but a civil 
engineer — what is himself ? " 

"Nat," said Lady Disdain, turning 
rather pale, "you don't know what 
you are talking of, and I deserve any- 
thing for having listened to you so 
long." 

"Then it isn't he ; it isn't that Japan 
fellow — ^he s^ved my life though," 
Nat struck in with sudden penitence. 
"Oh, but don't go until you say you 
forgive me. Oh, don't despise me and 
hate me. Oh, Miss Challoner, you 
have made my life so wretched — so 
awfully wretched I " 

"If I have," she said, "I am sorry 

for it; I would have been your friend 

gladly. I — ^I am not so very liappy 



myself. But I will not listen to any 
more, Nat, and I will not stay here." 

"Don't tell any one," he pleaded, 
with a pitiful last outburst; "don't 
set them laughing at me ! " 

"I shall tell no one," she said, una- 
ble wholly to suppress her contempt 
for him. "I suppose if it were told 
they would laugh at me more than at 
you; and I deserve it." 

So she was turning from him, for she 
felt anger and scorn in one moment 
She pitied him again, for the unfortu- 
nate wretch had flung himself grovel- 
ling on the ground, and clasped his 
hands over his head as if he would 
shut out the sense of his disappoint- 
ment and his humiliation. She glanced 
at him and then along the path where 
their friends might soon be expected 
to appear. 

"Natty I Get up, you foolish fel- 
low, and show yourself like a man. 
These people will come along soon — 
— do you want them to see you, and to 
have all this talked of ? What do you 
think my father would say ? Qet up, 
and help me to conceal this ridiculoos 
affair. I promise to do my best to for- 
get it, if you will." 

Dear Lady Disdain was growing so 
impatient and alarmed at the prospect 
of their friends coming up that she felt 
inclined to rouse her grovelling ad- 
mirer with a thrust of her parasol. 

Nat got slowly up, looking wild, 
haggard, and scared. 

* * What am I to do ? " he stammered. 

"Here," and a flash of inspiration 
enlightened her; "you see that little 
tuft of — mallow is it ? — no matter what 
it is, down there, just at the water's 
edge — no, no, not that way — down the 
bank just beneath us. Climb down 
and get me that. There's no danger— 
I could do it myself, " she added, with 
an emotion of irrepressible contempt; 
"it will give you time to get com- 
posed, and will turn away their atten- 
tion." 

Poor Nat obeyed as a frightened 
■ child might do, hardly yet under- 
standing why she wanted him at 
^\\.e\i «^ ixiOTDLaxA. \.c> ^^^icTTcsi. ^ teat of 
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climbing. He was awkward enough at 
it, too, for his boots were new and 
very tight, and he had his gloves on, 
and the clayey, crumbling bank was 
rather deep, and there were only little 
brambles and branches to cling to. 
But Marie's point was gained. If Nat 
were now found puffing and excited, 
there would be sufficient reason for it. 
He was already nearly down to the wa- 
ter's edge when Professor Clinton, 
]yirs. Benjamin, and Miss Benjamin 
appeared. 

"Thank heaven I" Lady Disdain 
mentally ejaculated. The thought 
came into her mind that that was the 
first piece of deceit she had ever prac- 
tised, and she began to think that the 
cynical things said of women by old- 
fashioned railers must be true, and 
that the gift of ready deceit is the her- 
itage of all Eve's daughters. She felt 
terribly inclined to laugh, with a natu- 
ral revulsion of feeling, as she saw 
poor Nathaniel's awkward and floun- 
dering attempts to get up the bank 
again. 

"Mr. Cramp is a gall9,nt cavalier," 
she said to Professor Clinton, who, 
with his companions, seemed to be 
looking in some wonder at Nat's per- 
formance. "I admired the little tuft 
of flowers below, near the water, d,nd 
he has kindly gone to get it for me. 
Oh I " for at that moment Nat's foot 
slipped, and he seemed destined for a 
plunge in the stream. 

"He'll fall right in!" said Uttle 
Miss Benjamin, breathless. 

*' No ; he's all right, " Professor Clin- 
ton coolly said. "But I say. Cramp, 
you're not much on climbing — ^banks 
of clay at least. Here, hold on to 
that." 

He extended to Nathaniel the crook- 
ed handle of the walking stick he was 
carrying. Nat glanced up at first with 
eyes that meant indignant rejection. 
But at that instant he felt the smooth 
hard soles of the new boots beginning 
to slip again, and in despair he 
clutched the handle of the stick, and 
the stalwart Clinton tugged him safe- 
ly up. 



"You're not used to our clayey 
banks yet. Cramp," Clinton said, smil- 
ing. "I dare say you have often 
scrambled down there, little Mollie ? " 
he asked of Miss Benjamin. 

" Oh, yes. Professor Clinton; we all 
do it," was the prompt answer of the 
little round-eyed maid. "We all coast 
down that bank when the river's " 
frozen." 

" Coasting," it should be explained 
for the benefit of British youths and 
maidens, is lying upon a little " sled " 
or sleigh which rushes of its own im- 
pulse down some steep and frozen de- 
scent. Usually the owner of the " sled " 
brings it to the verge of the descent, 
gives it a push, and then, when it is 
in motion, fiings himself on it and is 
borne along with tremendous velocity. 
The regular thing is to sit or lie on it 
feet foremost, but it must be owned 
that the daring spirits of both sexes 
(pp to the age say of twelve) find joy 
in flinging themselves face downward 
head foremost, on the flying car. 

"Well, I dare say you have. Feet 
foremost or head foremost, Mollie ? " 

" Oh, feet foremost, Professor Clin- 
ton — mostly; but sometimes head 
foremost," added the little lass with a 
slight blush, and yet a certain pride 
in her daring. 

"I thought as much 1 Never mind 
your mamma — I dare say she has run 
as great risks in her time. You see. 
Cramp, your feat wasn't very great." 

"I don't want to have Mr. Cramp's 
services and gallantry depreciated, all 
the same, " said Marie. * * Thank you, 
Mr. Cramp; I am greatly obliged. 
What very beautiful flowers— and pe- 
culiar; at least they seem so to me. 
Now, Professor Clinton, I want you to 
tell me all about these flowers, for I 
don't think we have anything quite 
like them at home." 

Thus Marie succeeded in changing 
partners, so to speak, with Mrs. Ben- 
jamin, and she kept with Professor 
Clinton for her escort until the whole 
party came up. No one suspected that 
Nat had been making so painful an 
exhibition oi Yi\a -^a^asicm. ^TA\i\^ \sJ^^*^ 
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Nat disappeared soon from the party, 
making some stammering explanation 
about ^^journalistic labor, '* as he 
called it, that had to be accomplished ; 
and he hurried to his quarters in the 
Pranklin the most wretched of all 
Belf-conceited and humiliated men. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

" GO AT ONCE ! " 

Chbibticas Peicbbokb came down 
one morning at the beginning of win- 
ter to his breakfast in the room with 
the painted goddess on the ceiling. 
The moment he entered the room he 
saw one particular letter among others 
lying on his table, and he knew the 
handwriting of Sir John Challoner. 
His face flushed. - He seized the letter 
eagerly; and then held it a moment 
unopened in his hand. 

This letter he knew must be in an- 
swer to that one which months ago he 
had sent out to the States, and which, 
after wandering from place to place, 
always arriving just after Challoner 
had left, reached him at last the very 
day when he was leaving San Fran- 
cisco. It was written by Sir John from 
Sacramento, the first town at which 
he and his daughter stopped on their 
way eastward. For this letter Christ- 
mas had waited and waited. It seemed 
out of all possibility, not to say pro- 
priety, that he could take French 
leave of one who had been so kind to 
him as Sir John; he must first have 
his formal sanction and release. This 
was the reason Christmas gave to him- 
self and to Dione Lyle for lingering so 
long in London. But in his heart 
there was another reason, which the 
postscript of his letter to Challoner 
had dimly indicated. He would not 
leave England for ever until he knew 
that Marie Challoner did not believe 
him to be in love with Sybil Jansen. 
It seemed one of the most ridiculous 
of all vanities that he should wish to 
be assured upon that point, and yet he 
would not leave England without be- 
ing assured of it. In his heart there 



was ^'a kind of fighting" that would 
not let him rest about that story which 
Sir John Challoner had told or sanc- 
tioned — the story of his engagement 
with Miss Jansen. Christmas had not 
told Miss Lyle half what he thought of 
that strange story ; and we know that 
she had taken care not to tell him all 
that she thought. Why had Sir John 
Challoner told his daughter, or en- 
couraged her in believing, such a 
story ? The thought wounded Christ- 
mas in many ways. Did Sir John 
think so little of the confession Christ- 
mas had made to him — ^the confession 
of his hopeless love and broken heart 
— for broken the poor lad believed it 
to be — did he think so little of it as to 
make a jest of it ? Was he so cruelly 
deceived in Sir John, to whom he 
looked up with so much regard, and 
whom he believed to be so sympa- 
thetic ? Or could it be possible that 
Marie Challoner's father really had 
some deliberate motive in trying to 
make his daughter believe that Christ- 
mas Pembroke was in love with an- 
other woman ? This was the doubt 
that sometimes made Christmas trem- 
ble with wild fears and angers, and 
wilder hopes. Many a sleepless hour 
of the night, many a dreamy abstract- 
ed hour of the day, had that thought 
cost him. 

**Here is my sentence," he said to 
himself, taking Sir John^s letter in his 
hand. This is what he read : 

"My dear Pembroke:: Since you 
have made up your mind to leave Eng- 
land, I agree with you in thinking . 
that any further delay would be a 
waste of time. Do not let anything 
stand in your way so far as the oflices 
are concerned. I write by this post 
in order that arrangements may be 
made for supplying your place. 1 
think if I were you I would return to 
Japan by the overland route, and so 
have a passing glimpse at India, etc., 
which you may not soon f^ain have 
an opportunity of seeing. 

**Good-by, my dear boy; and God 
bless you. I need not say how glad I 
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should have been if I could have kept 
you always with me. But as you find 
that your own interests require another 
course, it is only for me to speed the 
parting guest. It is a great pleasure 
to me to have made your acquaintance, 
and I shall always look back with in- 
terest upon the time we spent to- 
gether. 

** I hope you will write to me when 
you get settled in Japan. 

"My daughter joins me in kind re- 
gards and good wishes. Ever, my 
dear Pembroke, 

** Your sincere friend, 

**JoHN Challonkb." 

Christmas put the letter down. Then 
he took it up again, and read it over — 
scanned every word of it. No new 
meaning shone through it. It was not 
so much a farewell as a dismissal. Had 
Sir John Challoner been turning from 
his doors an over-importunate depend- 
ant, he could not have been more 
<;oldly imperious in his tone. There 
was no getting over the bitter reality. 
Christmas was simply thrust out of the 
•circle of Sir John Challoner^s acquaint- 
ance and bidden to begone. The blood 
rushed into Pembroke's face. Good 
God I what had he done to deserve 
this ? What change had come over 
the man who had always professed 
such friendship and affection for him ? 
Or was Challoner simply insincere from 
first to last ? Often and often had 
Dione Lyle hinted as much, and he 
could never be brought to believe it. 
Now? 

" My daughter joins me in kind re- 
gards and good wishes." 

"She never said that I" Christmas 
cried out to his solitude. ** She never 
knew of it. She never would have sent 
me off with two or three cold words. 
She would have said something warm 
and friendly, or she would have writ- 
ten a few lines of her own. I know 
she would I — ^unless he told her what 
I, like a fool, confided to him. But 
even then why should she not feel 
some compassion for me, and say a 
kind parting word, when I am never 



to come in her way again ? Oh, no 1 — 
she knows nothing about this letter." 

Christmas set himself resolutely 
down to think this all over, as if it were 
some baffling problem. " There is de- 
ceit in that letter somehow," he 
thought, "and it must be found out." 
Suddenly he jumped out of his chair. 

* ' I'll not go I " he exclaimed. * * I'U 
not stir from England until I have 
seen her and spoken to her. There's 
some infernal treachery at work in all 
this. Why did he tell her a lie ? Why 
didn't he tell her I was leaving Eng- 
land ? Why does he want to get me 
out of the way before she comes back ? '' 

Then there came a depressing reac- 
tion, and he asked himself what was 
the excuse for the wild sort of hope 
that would keep burning within him — 
the hope that Sir John Challoner had 
some strong motive in preventing 
Marie from seeing him any more. We 
don't live in the clays when flinty- 
hearted fathers can compel their daugh- 
ters to marry, and Miss Challoner did 
not seem the sort of girl who could 
very easily be coerced in any case. 
Still there remained the unmistakable 
fact that for some reason, be it what 
it might. Sir John Challoner was play • 
ing off a piece of deceit — even of 
treachery. 

"No, come what will," Christmas 
vowed once more, "I'll not go until 
I have seen her. I can only make a 
fool of myself and be laughed at, and 
I don't care about thaV^ 

A new life and courage seemed to 
animate him. It was strange how 
completely he had become possessed 
all at once with the conviction of Sir 
John Challoner's treachery. He had 
not the faintest doubt on that point 
anymore. "Perhaps if I were wise 
and self-denying," he thought, "I 
would go away all the more quickly, 
and not interfere any more. Suppose 
I find out that her father is an insin- 
cere friend: will that please her or 
make her think any the more of me ? 
Can I do anything but mischief by re- 
maining ? " Yet he could not shake 
his own resolve. " I will not go I — ^I 
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will not go I*' he said again and ^'Delighted to see you, Pembroke, 

again. my dear fellow," Captain Cameron 

A whole hour must have passed said, as he grasped Pembroke's hand, 

away before he thought of looking at ** I have been resolving to look in upon 

the other letters on his table. One you this some time. Having breakfast 

was in the writing of Miss Jansen : — eh ? I think you are always having 

breakfast. You young fellows now 

"Deab Mr. Pembroke: Mamma have such healthy appetites." 

has been very ill, but is now better. Christmas expressed his satisfaction 

She wonders that you never came to ^t the sight of Captain Cameron, and 

see her; but perhaps you did not hear, ^e thought with a pang that his first 

She would be glad if you could come acquaintance with Sir John Challoner 

to-night, as she wishes to ask your ad- ^^s made in that room through Came- 

vice about something. She sends her j^n^g introduction. 

kind regards. ,,^^^ Janbbn " '' ^"* ^ ^^' ^^^ ^^ ^^^ looking all 

right," Cameron said. *' Growing 

'* What an idiot I am I" Christmas thin, I think, and pale. Ceasing to be 

thought; ^^and a shabby, ungrateful a boy, eh? Man's estate; and a very 

idiot at that" — and he mentally used pretty estate it is to succeed to I I'm 

an Americanism. For he had to con- disgusted with the world, Pembroke 

fess he had rather avoided the Jansens — disgusted, sir I " 

of late, feeling a little sore about the **Well, I don't know that I am 

absurd stories which Connected Sybil's greatly charmed with it," Pembroke 

name with his, and being ashamed to said. 

meet Sybil's eyes. Our youth had ** Poof, my dear fellow, what do you 

been brought up so far away from mod- know about it ? What does a fellow 

em civilization that he was strangely of your years know about disappoint- 

and perhaps savagely modest about ment, and ingratitude, and treachery, 

women, and assumed that every pretty and all that ? A smile from a pretty 

girl could have her pick and choice of girl, I dare say, would raise you into 

lovers, and that therefore Miss Jan- the seventh heaven. Wait till you 

sen could not possibly care to have her come to my time of life I Wait till 

name connected with his. Therefore you have your soul in some great cause, 

he had kept out of her way, fearing and work for it and sacrifice your time 

lest she should think he had been vain and your money — and your blood, by 

enough to encourage such reports. Be- Jove 1 — and see everything going to 

sides of late he had left little inclina- the dogs — and your advice neglected 

tion for women's society of any kind, and yourself put aside. Well, well I" 

The small needful gallantries and cour- **The Carlist affairs are going bad- 

tesies irritated him, and he preferred ly?" 

to nurse his pain in sullen solitude. '* Badly ? Wretchedly. Shameful 
A loud and resolute tapping at his ly. They are blind, sir, mad 1 Quoi 
door disturbed him. Christmas open- Deus milt — but that's an old quotation, 
ed the door, and the martial figure of I give you my word, Pembroke, that if 
Captain Cameron entered. Our hero my advice had been taken, the King 
had not seen the Legitimist since his would have been in Madrid before 
somewhat unsatisfactory return from now. Look here; I'll show it all to 
the wars. The Dux redux looked in you. You know Spain ? " 
no wise disconcerted. His manner *'No — ^I am sorry to say I don't." 
was as jaunty, self-reliant, and good- *' Never been there? Well, no mat- 
humored as evfer. He might, so far as ter. Just see now — follow me. Here 
all appearances went, have just seen are the mountains — this toast-rack. 
Don Carlos seated in triumph on his Very good. Here are our headqua^ 
ancestral throne. tex^— ^^a^ \Xv^s eruet stand. Now the 
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advance of the MadrUervos is just there 
— ^jammed up there, sir ; in a cleft stick. 
Now, you see what our course ought to 
be." Captain Cameron paused and 
looked triumphantly at Christmas. 

Christmas studied the field of battle 
with an air of profound interest. 

''Of course you see it; a school girl 
couldn't miss it. There's the way to 
the capital thrown right open — clear 
as the Thames embankment, by Jove. 
Just make a feint here — swing round 
your left — ^keep the fellows engaged — 



you know. You can Have no idea 
what they think of us in other coun- 
tries. They laugh at us. This affair 
of mine created quite a sensation in 
the United States, I can tell you. " 

''Indeed?" 

"Oh, yes. Isabel — ^Mrs. Seagraves, 
you know — ^has had some American 
papers sent to her with some splendid 
leading articles on the Cameron affair, 
as they call it. I have the papers — 
published in a city called Padua — evi- 
dently a very important journal — 



easy work ; and then on with your pitching into England terribly for her 



main force slap into Madrid I I show- 
ed it to them, sir; I showed it to them 
just as clearly as I am showing it to 
you now I " 

Christmas thought if that was so, he 
could perhaps excuse the Carlist gen- 
erals for not seeing it precisely at a 
glance. 

"And they couldn't see it?" he 
asked. 

*' Couldn't see it ? They wouldn't 
see it, sir. It wouldn't suit the book 
of some of them — oh, no I What 
would become of the influence of cer- 



want of spirit. I have a strong notion 
myself that the articles were inspired, 
you know, from the White House. 
General Grant must know my name 
well enough; he must have heard of 
me when I fought under poor Robert 
Lee for the flag of the Stars and Bars ; 
and I know he wants to pick a quarrel 
with England." 

Christmas had received some news- 
papers containing articles with Natty 
Cramp's name written in Nathaniel's 
handwriting at the bottom, and com- 
ing from New Padua. He therefore 



tain persons — ^I mention no names — of did not feel quite so confident about 



certain persons over his Majesty " (and 
Cameron performed a military salute 
in honor of the absent prince), "if a 
foreigner, a mere foreigner, were to be 
allowed to show the way to victory ? 
No, no; that would never do. You 
have no idea, Pembroke — you can have 
no idea — of the jealousy of these 
Spaniards where a foreigner is con- 
cerned. I believe they would rather 
be whipped by a Spaniard than led to 
victory by a foreigner. Sp I left them. 



the inspiration of the White House. 
But he was not inclined to get into 
any discussion, or to dash Captain 
Cameron's opinion of his own interna- 
tional importance. 

"Well, all that is past and gone," 
the brave Cameron resumed; "and I 
looked in to talk about you and not 
about me« Isabel tells me you are 
leaving England." 

" Yes, I think so — ^before long." 
" Quite right, my boy I England's 



What could I do ? You heard that I no place for a man of spirit any longer, 
was taken prisoner by the other f el- Where are you going ? " 

"Back to my old ground — Japan, I 
think." 

"Japan? Well, yes — ^let me see. 
Japan ? To be sure ; why not ? I 
have an idea of offering my military 
experiences and services somewhere. 



lows ? " 

" Yes, I heard that. It made some 
stir over here." 

"Stir? I should think it did. But 
England is of no account now. I al- 
most wish they had shot me, Pem- 



broke, just to see whether anything I thought of Siam — and I thought of 

could arouse England to a sense of China; and I have been thinking too 

her degradation. We are pigeon-liv- a good deal of Brazil. I wonder would 

ered, my good fellow, and lack gall to there be a good oi^enm^ ycl S^^sv\ 

make oppression bitter— Shakespeare, There's notihmg to \io\9L xsi"& \.o "Sijaxos^ 
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any more. I am afraid the cause of look in again very soon and talk with 

Legitimacy is lost, Pembroke, for our his young friend on the possibility of 

generation I Have you heard from the there being a good opening in Japan 

Challoners ? " for the brains and sword of the experi- 

*^ I had a letter from Sir John this enced soldier of a lost cause, 

morning," Christmas said, with a pang ''Everything fails us in life," Pem- 

shooting through him. broke thought, "but self-conceit I If 

"They're coming home very soon all else fails with me, I shall try to 

Yidal tells me. You know she's going persuade myself that the world was 

to be married to him — Dear Lady DLb- unable to appreciate me. I believe a 

dain, we used to call her." man is capable of dying consoled alone 

"Yes, I know." in a garret if he has self-conceit to 

"I suppose it's a good match for comfort him. That is really human- 

both parties ? Challoner has plenty ity's last friend I " 

of money, and the young fellow has But Pembroke was now far from be- 

family and rank, and all that. But I ing all unhappy, even though the 

don't know ; I shouldn't like it if I thought that Sir John Challoner had 

were her father — I think. Should been treacherous was bitter, and seemed 

you?" to shake the realities of things. A 

" I don't know much about JiimJ*"* new hope was exciting his brain and 

"Oh, he's all well enough for our filling his heart. There was something 

time. He ought to be a gentleman; yet to be done before he wholly snc- 

but what does a gentleman want mix- cumbed and disappeared. If Sir John 

ing himself up with stock-jobbing Challoner had been treacherous to him, 

speculations, and theatres, and actress- he was released from all fealty. His 

es, and harlequins, and all that sort of heart echoed again and again the 

thing ? Let a man be in business — if words of Captain Cameron, and he 

he can't help it ; all right. But if you did not believe that Ronald Vidal was 

are a gentleman, continue to be one, I worthy of Marie, or that she could 

say. It's all right, however, I dare have loved him. A thousand little 

say. They know best. He's well memories crowded back upon him, 

enough for our time. But I shouldn't conspicuous among them the memory 

have thought Marie Challoner would of her pale, weary expression when he 

care about him." saw her last, that day in Mrs. Sea- 

" He's a good-looking fellow," said graves's house, and of the touch of her ' 

Pembroke generously; " and clever, I hand when she said " Good-by I " 

believe." " She doesn't care for him," he said 

" Good-looking 1 yes, like a fiddler aloud in his excitement. " I am not 

or a dancing-master. Clever 1 a sort an idiot — any more. She does not 

of cross between a stockbroker's clerk care for him ; I know that much at 

and a third-class painter. And that's least I " 

the son of an earl, the scion of a noble He felt a strange lightness all 

house, sir, nowadays I And that's to through him ; the exalted sensation of 

be my dear little Lady Disdain's hus- a man who finds that there is one last 

band I Well, it's no affair of mine, chance, yet one blow to be struck, one 

I say, Pembroke, why the deuce didn't decision to be given ; and that, let it 

you make love to her yourself ? You're fall as it will, all the old chapters of 

a deuced deal more like a gentleman life are closed for him. Let it end 

and an earl's son than he is. Tell you this way, let it end that, a new life 

what, you might have had a chance, begins. If only the time would pass 

Think of Jock o' Hazledean." quickly over I It. is the interval that 

Pembroke made no answer to this is hard to bear. 

suggestion, and Captain Cameron took Christmas went down to the dtj 

his leave after a whUe, promiBing to tce^mg xi'^ii aii^ and took formal 
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leave of his basiness connection with 
the house of Ohalloner, and ascertained 
the exact date when Sir John was ex- 
pected to return to England. He was 
pervaded and sustained by a strong 
resolution which he could not have set 
forth in plain words for the life of 
him. Did he propose to rush in at 
the last moment and carry off Marie 
Challoner like young Lochinvar? Did 
he think to break in on her bridal 
party like Edgar Ravenswood ? Did 
he expect that an inundation would 
arise somehow and wash Marie Chal- 
loner out of her engagement with Ro- 
nald Yidal and into the arms of him 
who conceived himself a worthier 
lover, as happens to one of Mr. Charles 
Readers heroines? No; he did not 
propose or expect anything of the 
kind. All his excitement and his 
recklessness of meaner considerations 
came out of his resolve — ^that at least 
he would speak with her once again, 
that she should know how he loved 
her, and that he would live and die 
loving her. Then he would take what 
happened. Let her then dismiss him 
to the other end of the earth. At least 
she would have known that he loved 
her, and only she would have spoken 
his sentence. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

• ANOTHEB Pious PARENTAL FBAUD. 

PooB Sybil Jansen sat long and 
wearily at her window waiting that 
evening for the coming of Christmas 
Pembroke. The once ardent and dis- 
interested priestess of the future, 
whose whole soul was concerned in 
the mission of women and the perfec- 
tion of the human race, had grown 
very morbid and disccMitented. She 
found her hopes of the coming time 
as unsatisfying as the applauses of 
Avenir Hall. She had not seen Pem- 
broke for some time. He never went 
to Mrs. Seagraves's Sunday afternoons 
now, and was seen no more at Avenir 
Hail. But Sybil had heard that Miss 
Challoner was soon to be married to 
Ronald Yida], and there was just 



enough of comfort in that to prevent 
her from eve^ settling down contented 
to take up the thread of her old career. 

Mrs. Jansen had seen her daughter's 
condition. She understood it only too 
well. But the mother and daughter 
never spoke on the subject. Mrs. 
Jansen watched her daughter's eyes as 
they turned eagerly now and then of 
evenings toward the door when a 
knock was heard. He did not come, 
and Mrs. Jansen went so far as to try 
a pious little fraud. She invented to 
herself some excuse for believing that 
she wanted Mr. Pembroke's advice, 
and she bade Sybil write to him. The 
mother had something of a reward 
when she saw her daughter's cheek 
color with pleasure and a kind of 
shame. What was the good of asking 
him to come for one evening, one hour 
more ? Only somebody in love, or the 
mother of somebody in love, could tell. 
What was the good of that last ride 
together, which yet Mr. Browning's 
lover thought better worth than all 
the dreams of poet, artist, or states- 
man? 

Well, Christmas Pembroke came 
that evening. His own excited and 
exalte condition made him animated 
and S3rmpathetic. He looked very 
handsome. There was, with all his 
masculine strength of frame, and what 
seemed to the Jansens his world-wide 
travels and experiences, a certain boy- 
ish simplicity and freshness which 
made him peculiarly attractive. He 
seemed to be absolutely without affec- 
tation or even self-consciousness. Mrs. 
Jansen, for her own part, had con- 
ceived a sort of maternal affection for 
him, and felt his absence, and thought 
that his friendly smile, generally with 
a tinge of boyish blush accompanying 
it, lighted up their melancholy room. 
But Mrs. Jansen had clear enough 
eyes, for all her mother's partiality, 
and she did not see in the young man 
any sign of more than friendship for 
her daughter. Yet she had practised 
her pious little fraud, and induced 
him to come that evenixv^^ qjqjOl ^«& 
glad wlienixe caui^. 
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Tlie business on which she wished 
to consult him was not much— did not 
eyen look to be much. It concerned 
the investment of some small, small 
savings bank in some Eastern railway 
project, which made Christmas trem- 
ble to hear of. Heavens I with what 
superfluous elaboration of argument 
and energy of description he showed 
Mrs. Jansen that such a scheme could 
not by any possibility begin to pay for 
at least fifty years, supposing it ever, 
by any rare combination of fortune 
and skill, to be made to pay at all. 
Christmas had not the least suspicion 
that any arriere-pensee or pious fraud 
lurked in the mind of the gOod and 
anxious woman to whom he was ex- 
pounding the principles on which 
alone such projects could be made to 
pay. Sometimes, in enforcing his ar- 
gument, he addressed himself to Sybil, 
in order to have her assent and her 
attention too. 

" But Miss Jansen doesn't care for 
all these dry unpoetic details," he 
said, fearing that he was wearying the 
young woman. 

'* Sybil is very, very fond of hearing 
anything that instructs her," Mrs. 
Jansen hastened to say. 

"You explain it all so well," Sybil 
herself said gently. " I begin to be 
afraid we women have not the heads 
for business that you men have." This 
was a meek propitiatory concession to 
the stronger sex, which a year ago the 
young Hypatia would not have be- 
lieved herself capable of making. It 
was something very like a hauling 
down of the colors. 

*'Well, you see, this is the sort of 
thing I have always been working at, " 
the unconscious Christmas replied. 
" In Japan perhaps a project like that 
may work well. I may be able to give 
you some information, or put you in 
the way of doing something." (He 
was really quite concerned about the 
small means which their frank dis- 
closures showed them to have. He 
considered himself poor, but he was a 
joung Croesus compared with Sybil 
Jansen.) **I shall be a good deal in 
thcLl line when I go back to Japan.^' 



" But are you going back really I " 
Mrs. Jansen asked. 

'* Oh, yes; I intend to go back very 



soon. 



(i 
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You are tired of us already ? " 
**No, indeed; but I don't seem to 
find my right place here; and I feel 
somehow as if I were driven back. It's 
just that, Mrs. Jansen. I can't stay." 
The little servant came in at that 
moment and brought some message to 
Mrs. Jansen, who thereupon excused 
herself, said she would return immedi- 
ately, and left the room. 

Sybil had risen, and was standing 
near the hearth. Christmas was seat- 
ed at the table, with the papers which 
he had been looking through lying be- 
fore him. He ro^e and went toward 
the hearth also, where the fire was 
burning brightly, and Sybil was busy- 
ing, or seeming to busy, herself in pre- 
paring tea. His heart was touched 
with regret for the kind and simple 
friends whom he was so soon to lose 
for ever ; the modest and quiet little 
household of mother and daughter, 
who were so poor, so good, so friendly 
to him, and whom he was not to see 
any more. 

* * Yes, I am sorry to leave England," 
he said. 

** Why should you be sorry ? " Sybil 
asked, without looking up. "I wish 
I were a man and could leave Eng- 
land." 

** Where do you wish to go ? " 

"Anywhere. I don't care — any- 
where out of this — away, far away." 

** Well, I suppose we are restless be- 
ings, most of us. But I feel sorry, too." 

"I don't see what you have to be 
sorry for. You lose nothing." 

** I lose some very dear friends," the 
young man said softly. 

" Oh, friends are nothing. You will 
soon forget your friends." 

" I shall not forget you — r-" 

Sybil's cheek glowed and her hand 
trembled. 

* * Nor your mother. " 

Sybil shrugged her shoulders. 
'* You will not think much about us. 
It Va Tio\. ^fe. Mi. Pembroke, who are 
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No, indeed I Who ever thought a greater lover — ^for the son of an earl I 

of such a thing ? Why should you There I Of course I know that you 

drive me out of England ? " are in love with her — ^with Miss Chal- 

** I said so," the young Hypatia went loner; and that you are leaving Eng- 

on viciously. ** I said it was not we land because you can't endure the idea 

who are driving you away." of seeing her married to Another, as 

"Why, of course not. Nobody is the romances say." 

driving me away." Sybil's eyes were sparkling, and 

"Oh, yes; somebody is." And Sybil her lips were trembling. It must be 

shrugged her shoulders again^ "I owned that at the moment Christmas 

know quite well." thought her an ill-natured and vehe- 

"Come now, tell me what you ment little person, and wondered why, 

mean." if she believed all she said, she did 

" I know that you are broken-heart- not sympathize with him rather than 

«d and despairing, and that you are thus rail upon him. He drew a. great 

fl3ring to the desert — and — all that, breath, and then faced the situation 

You are off to the wars again, like the boldly. 

sentimental youth in the song, because "If I were in love with her," he 

the lady you love is to be a bride with said gravely — " I'll not mention her 

a diadem on her brow I What feeble name. Miss Jansen — ^I don't think we 

creatures you men are I You are al- have any right to mention her name in 

ways making yourselves ridiculous talk like this — ^if I were in love with 

about some woman. There now — you her, and were thrown over, as you 

are angry I" say, that would be a great misfortune 

" No, I am not angry," said Christ- for me — ^would it not ? " 

mas, feeling, however, §k good deal "I suppose so." 

embarrassed, and wondering why a '* Suppose you had a brother, and it 

kind and clever girl could descend to were his case — it might be, you know — 

such commonplace and trivial teasing ; would you not feel sorry for him and 

"and this is an old story of yours, try to cover his misfortupe, and to 

Miss Jansen — ^I am used to it now. It lighten it if you could ? Yes, I know 

doesn't disturb me." you would, for I know that you have a 

"I don't want to annoy you, " she good heart." 

said, "especially as you are going " How do you know ? " 

away — and we have not so many " I can see what you are to your 

friends. We are not rich and sought mother, and I know well enough. Put 

after like the lady who is to be a bride me in your brother's place " 

with the diadem upon her brow 1 "Oh, in one's brother's case, one 

Well, let us say no more about her — would know the truth." 

only it is no use your trying to conceal "Well, you may know the truth 

from me the real cause of your return- from me if you will. I am not asham- 

ing to Japan. That sort of thing may ed, and I had rather you did know the 

deceive mamma, but not me." truth than hear you talk — in that way. 

"But I don't want to deceive any I never was thrown over for a richer 

one, and least of all such friends as lover. It never entered into Miss — 

you and your mother." into Tier mind — ^to think of me as a 

"Then why invent excuses? Why lover. I never thought of putting 

evade ? Have men no courage ? If I myself forward in such a way. I 

were a man, I should not feel asham- mever thought myself worthy ! But, 

ed " if you will know all — ^well, I can't 

"But, Miss Jansen, in heaven's conceive how any man could be 

name," Christmas asked warmly,, brought so near her and so often as I 

" ashamed of what ? " have been — without loving bar I 

"Ashamed of being in love and of There, you "have \iXiG ^\io\& \.TVJ^^Ja.^ w^^ 

being diaappointed— thrown over for that's all \'^ 
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Christmas stared doggedly at the make speeches and all that — and I am 

fire. Poor Sybil was cold, pale, and not unwomanly I Oh, no— only much 

trembling. Her excitable tempera- too womanly, I think — and you think 

ment had so nearly betrayed her! now, perhaps ? '' 

She felt penitent, ashamed, degraded; ** I never thought you unwomanly," 

and yet, as he stood there, so full of said downright Christmas; ''I told 

jealous pains and futile anger and you this moment that I knew what a 

love. kind, good heart you had." 

*' You'll not forgive me,'* she said at *' Thank yoi^. very much. Well, I 

last in trembling tones, *' for speaking am glad you are not angry with me. 

in such a way I Tou think me mean Now, when manmia comes back she 

and malicious." will ask you, of course, to stay this 

** Oh, no," Christmas said, turning to evening with us and have tea." 

her; ** I am not so unreasonable, Miss '* Yes ? " 

Jansen; I don't bear malice." "Well — ^please don't stay. Don't I 

*'You mean that /do?" she said You must have some pleasanter place 

piteously. to go; and we should be so dull." 

"No, no; I didn't mean that; I Christmas was beginning an ener- 

know that what you said was mere getic protest. 

ladinage,^^ "No— please don't stay. I had 

"I didn't know," the poor little rather you didn't. I am not very well 

priestess pleaded, "how serious it was. —and you don't mind? — ^you are not 

I didn't know that you cared — for her offended ? Thank you a* thousand 

— so very much — as all that." times. We shall see you some other 

Christmas took her hand in signal time — perhaps — ^before you go." 

of complete forgiveness. It was very So when Mrs. Jansen returned and 

cold. She drew it quietly away. asked Christmas to stay, he excused 

"I should not like you to think himself and went away. That night 
badly of me," she went on; "I am poor Sybil sobbed and cried a good 
not mean and spiteful and small-mind- deal in her mother's arms, and her 
ed, Mr. Pembroke — ^like so many wo- mother for the first time was allowed 
men. At least I try not to be. But I to know all without pretence at con- 
am unhappy — ^in many ways ; and dis- cealment. 

appointed ; and people don't like me. That was the end of poor Mrs. Jaii- 

«nd think I am unwomanly — ^because I sen's pious little fraud. 
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CHAPTER XXVL 

VABBWELL TO NBW PADUA. 

FOR some days after the walk by 
the riyer the Clintons saw no- 
thing of Nathaniel Cramp. At the 
departure of the Challoners eastward 
they were accompanied to the railway 
station by a large concourse of friends 
— the president of the university and 
his wife, the professors and their 
wives, the various officials, the minis- 
ters of religion, the editors; but Na- 
thaniel Cramp was not there. Clin- 
ton's womankind soon began to urge 
him to go and see whether Mr. Cramp 
was not sick, or whether something 
strange had not befallen him. 

Professor Clinton was superficially 
something of a martinet and discip- 
linarian with his womankind, but in 
the end it was found that they gener- 
ally had their way. They looked up 
to him as intellectually the greatest 
man in all the world, and submitted 
meekly to his discipline as regarded 
their general opinions, their reading, 
and their parts of speech. In the latter 
respect obedience sometimes brought 
its trials with it. For Professor Clin- 
ton was rather a purist as regarded 
the use of good Saxon English, and he 
rigorously forbade his wife and sister- 
in-law to use any of the euphemisms 
with which certain half-educated 
classes of persons in the United States, 
women more especially, are fond of 
disguising their ideas. If Jessie or 
Ifinnie had any occasion to speak of 
the lower limbs of herself or anybody 
else, she was compelled to say "legs" 
plumply out; and if she proposed to 
go to bed, she had to say she was go- 
ing to bed, not *' retiring"; she had 
to speak of "undressing," not of 
"disrobing*'; and so on with many 
•ther phrases which seemed very 
shocking Indeed to some of the ladies 



of New Padua. likewise tney were 
forbidden to speak of any of their ac- 
quaintances as "a very lovely lady," 
or "a very pretty lady," but were told 
by Professor Clinton that at all events 
where the person under discussion had 
to be described by any qualifying ad- 
jective, complimentary or otherwise, 
she must consent to be spoken of as a 
"woman." In all these matters of 
discipline Professor Clinton's wife and 
sister-in-law were obedient at any per- 
il of misconstruction. But in many or 
most other matters they generally con- 
trived to shape their ends, and where 
questions of feeling were concerned 
the professor was found at last a not 
unwilling subject of petticoat govern- 
ment. The two simple-hearted and 
kindly women were just copies of each 
other ; an elder and a younger sister, 
no more ; and Clinton was one of the 
men who like to have out with men 
all their intellectual and masculine 
talk, their arguments, dissertations, 
and speculations, and to have only 
sweet, familiar, easy conversation at 
home. 

Gradually, therefore, the feminine 
influence had been working more and 
more on Clinton in favor of Nat 
Cramp. The women did not see any- 
thing ridiculous about him, and could 
not have understood how Clinton could 
laugh at him and yet like him at the 
same time. Clinton therefore of late 
ceased to invite their attention to any 
of what he considered Nat's absurdi- 
ties, and only amused himself with 
them. In obedience partly to domes- 
tic urgency and partly to his own con- 
cern for Nat, he set out one evening 
for the Franklin House. He was told 
Nat was in his room, and he went up- 
stairs and knocked. There was no 
answer, and he opened the door and 
looked in. Thete, tjci b^ ^\«^^ ^s^^ 
Nat, bendin^ oveT vwi o^.«iTLi^ xx^ix^s.. 
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He looked round in a startled way 
when he heard the sound of the open- 
ing door. 

**Why, Cramp, my boy, what have 
you been doing with yourself? We 
have missed you all this time ; and my 
wife and Minnie have been so much 
alarmed that I thought I had better 
come over and see about you. I call- 
ed at the office; and of course you 
were not there." 

Nat came forward, looicing yellow 
and ghastly. He was in his shirt 
sleeves, and had clothes, books, and 
properties of various kinds heaped 
about him. He seemed as if he bad 
not slept for a long time. 

**You are looking very bad," said 
Clinton. ^*And what are you do- 
ing?" 

**I — I'm going to Europe. I've had 
bad news from England. My mother's 
dead." And Nat began to toss things 
rather wildly from one trunk to an- 
other. 

*' Come, come," the kindly professor 
said, taking him by 'the arm. "You 
are hardly in a condition for this kind 
of work just now; and you are not 
going to Europe to-day anyhow. Let 
these things alone; and put on your 
coat and come out with me for a quiet 
walk by the river. We are safe not 
to meet anybody at this hour, and you 
shall talk or be silent just as you like. 
I'm an older man than you ; and yet 
it's not long since I lost my mother; 
and I felt like a child, I tell you." 

"It isn't that," Nat stammered; 
"but I feel as if I was so ungrateful. 
And I was; I was ungrateful I " 

Nat was indeed looking white and 
scared like a man thoroughly con- 
science-stricken.' 

"Well, I dare say we were none of 
us as grateful as we ought to have 
been, either to our mothers or to the 
Power that gave us them and life," 
said the professor soothingly. "But 
you don't seem. a lad likely to have 
been any worse than the rest of us, 
Cramp. Come, walk out with me and 
tell me all about it ; or as much about 
it a*? von feel like talking of Just now." 



But Nat drew back, and seemed like 
a frightened bat that could not bear 
the light. 

"I haven't been out ever since," he 
stammered. 

"Ever since?" 

" Since I heard the news." 

"Well, but look here — ^the mails 
from Europe only came in last night, 
and you appear to have been out of 
our sight for nearly a week. Why, I 
never saw you since the day we were 
out with the Challoners and Ben- 
jamin." 

Nat looked confused and scared 
worse than ever, and he rubbed up his 
hair wildly, perhaps to hide his confu- 
sion. Professor Clinton had touched 
unwittingly the raw place of his re- 
morse. It was not grief for his mo- 
ther which had kept him hidden from 
the light of day. He had indeed only 
heard of her death the night before. 
He had been crushed by the weight of 
humbled self-love and of bitter disap- 
pointment. When after his abasement 
before Marie Challoner he had crept 
back to his lodgings he flung himself 
on his bed and lay there grovelling 
like a trampled worm. He hated the 
outer air. He believed that every one 
must be laughing at him and despising 
him. The whole story, he felt sure, 
would be all over New Padua. Sir 
John (/halloner must hear of it, and in 
his anger he would be sure to tell that 
it was a hairdresser's apprentice who 
had made love to his daughter. Nat 
was not one bit a coward so far as 
physical courage went, and yet for 
two days and more he trembled and 
started at every sound upon the stairs. 
He had vague terrors of Sir John's an- 
ger and of Sir John's vengeance. 

The shock of the news which told 
him of his poor mother's death came 
in positively like a strengthening re- 
lief to the pitiful tortures of his disap- 
pointment and his seared self-love. 
Much of his present agony of remorse 
was owing to his consciousness that 
his grief for his mother was swallowed 
up in mere selfish regrets and pangs. 
"ELe ttiekd to chastise himself into a 
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more fitting mood of sorrow by think- 
ing of her and of all she had done for 
him and suffered. And she was dead 
now — ^and long before this the grave 
had closed over her coffin. He re- 
membered how she had nursed his 
childhood, and how fond he was of 
her and delighted to be with her once. 
He thought of the glad holidays when 
he used to hurry from Durewoods to 
London, and she used to do all she 
could to make him happy, and have 
her little sweets and preserves for him ; 
and how he used to rejoice. in making 
her his confidante, and telling her 
«very small hope and trouble and 
pleasure; and how, then, he began to 
think that she didn^t quite understand 
him, and was not up to his mark intel- 
. lectually ; and how proud she was al- 
ways of his uniform and of himself — 
proud of him whom everybody now 
despised I — and how ungrateful he was. 
And now he should never see her any 
more. Thus at last he wrought him- 
self up to the boiling point of emotion, 
and his feelings broke into the steam 
of tears, and, disregarding all Clinton's 
efforts at consolation, he fiung himself 
down upon his half-packed trunk and 
cried like* a child. 

The professor let him have his way. 
In truth, he thought all the better of 
Nat for his irrepressible burst of grief, 
not knowing by what mental process 
of irritating the feelings this whole- 
some relief had been brought about. 
Orief for a mother is the emotion with 
which an American, like a Frenchman, 
finds his heart most readily sympathize. 
In the sentimental and pathetic song-: 
writing of the country the mother's 
name is the special Open Sesame of 
the feelings. Even the songs of the 
war were most often laments for or 
by absent mothers. Professor Clinton 
looked on sympathetically, and re- 
solved to tell his wife and Minnie 
-jrhat a good heart young Cramp had, 
and how he was not by any means the 
merely egotistic and feather-headed 
young fellow, he, the professor, had 
sometimes suspected. *'The women 
are generally right in these things," 



Clinton mentally acknowledged, re- 
membering how his wife and Minnie 
had always stood up for young Cramp. 

The tears did poor Natty great 
good. They relieved his feelings. and 
his conscience both. How could he 
any longer accuse himself of being un- 
grateful to his mother, or failing in 
pr6fundity of sorrow for her, when he 
had felt his own hot tears run down 
his cheeks at the thought of her ? The 
tears came again and again, until at 
last he rose, relieved, and told Clinton 
he was going to be a man once more. 

"A man's never more of a man," 
the professor said, " than when he is 
lamenting for his» mother. But it's as 
well to rouse yourself. Cramp, if you 
can, and think of what you have to 
do. Come, we'll go into the open air. 
Put up all these things for the mo- 
ment, and you will tell me why you are 
going to Europe, and when, and all 
about it." 

Nat allowed himself to be persuaded 
to dress and to shut up the lids of his 
trunks for the moment, and the pro- 
fessor and he walked out together. 
They made a little circuit to avoid the 
town and the grounds of the univer- 
sity ; and, to use the language of the 
place, they *' struck " the river a little 
higher up. They walked on by the 
bank of the stream in silence for a 
while. Evening was coming on and 
was growing a little chilly. The skies 
were very clear, and the sun, sinking 
on the one horizon, was beginning to 
be reflected in saffron, violet, and 
purple on the verge of the other. 
When Nathaniel was yet new to the 
place and fresh from the more misty 
and less lumiuous skies of England, 
the Clintons used to ''chaff" him 
mildly because he often mistook the 
glowing mirage of the sunset that 
showed itself in the east for the genu- 
ine pageant that was burning like a 
superb sacrifice in the west. 

Clinton put his hand gently upon 
his companion's arm, and they stop- 
ped for a moment. Clinton looked 
along the path of the river, sunlit be- 
tween ita qv]ae\,\i\^^ 
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"And are yoa really going back to 
Barope?" he asked gently, turning 
Nathaniel to look upon the peaceful 
and lonely beauty of the scene, as if 
in remonstrance against the thought 
of his deserting all that so soon for the 
noise and smoke of London. 

'*I must go back," said Nathaniel, 
in a tone of melancholy dignity. * ^ My 
poor mother has — has left me some 
money in fact, and there are things to 
look after. I must go back at once." 

*'But only m eonge, I hope? You 
will come back to us ? You can easily 
arrange things with the paper so as to 
have your place kept open for you. 
They'll do that for me, I know ; and if 
you like, I'll arrange it all." 

**I — I really don't know — ^I haven't 
thought of it — taken so suddenly, you 
see — ^and all that. I can't tell. Profes- 
sor Clinton, what may happen to me. 
I don't see what I want here or any- 
where — or in life at all." 

" You think so now, and that's nat- 
ural enough. But you'll soon live that 
down. I hope we shan't lose you, 
Cramp," 

''You're very kind," Nat answered 
gloomily, "but I am well aware that I 
ain't much — that I am not much of a 
loss anywhere." 

"My good fellow, don't be too mod- 
est. I assure you that you are well 
liked here. My wife and Minnie (and 
he gave a curious look out of his blue 
eyes at Nat) like you ever so much, 
and would be sorry to lose you, and so 
should I. You seem to have taken 
hold here, as we say, remarkably well." 

Truth to say, the professor and his 
kind little wife had lately begun to 
suspect that in Minnie's quiet bosom 
there was growing up a sort of tender- 
ness for the tall and fair young Eng- 
lishman who sometimes talked so elo- 
quently and poetically. Clinton him- 
self, even when he amused himself 
with ]Nat's little vanities and nonsense, 
liked the young man ; and liked Nat 
all the more because he had so served 
and befriended Nat. Clinton assumed 
that nothing ever would or could come 
of Nat's passion for Miss OhaWonei^ 



and he thought little Minnie, who 
would always, if she were allowed the 
chance, look up to Nathaniel as a great 
man, would be a far more suitable 
partner for him than the brilliant young 
English heiress — even if there were the 
remotest possibility of such a partner- 
*ship as the latter ever being accom- 
plished. So he gave a quick experi- 
mental glance at Nat when he men- 
tioned his wife — and Minnie. 

"I've been very happy here," Nat 
said, " but I suppose a man must fol- 
low his destiny." 

" Hum — ^ha — I fancy we can all gen- 
erally make our destiny for ourselves, 
my boy — barring accidents, at least. 
Are you ambitious of trying your fo^ 
tune in the great city — in London— 
again? Do you think that the only 
stage worth playing to ? " 

"No," said Nat, with some hesita- 
tion ; " it isn't that exactly." 

"Well, I once thought no stage in 
life was worth playing to but that of 
some great city. I tried it. Cramp — in 
New York when I was much younger; 
and in London not so long ago. I 
might have settled in London ; I had 
strong inducements. Your great sci- 
entific men are just too kind for any- 
thing ; and they nearly turned my head 
with their friendliness and their atten- 
tions — ^which I never expected, you 
know — and they told me if I remained 
in London I should be a sort of little 
great man. I had made one or two 
hits, you know — stumbled on an odd 
asteroid or two— watching and calcu- 
lating here of nights in the observato- 
ry yonder — and they made much more 
of me and my doings than I deserved. 
But I came back here." 

"I think I'd have stayed," said Nat 

"If I had been a younger man per- 
haps ; and yet I don't know. I should 
always miss those quiet bluffs and the 
sound of that river; and I like our 
pleasant peaceful ways here. I tell 
you what. Cramp — I have made a mod- 
erate success in my own way — ^more 
than ever I dreamed of when first I 
came a poor lad out "West thus far; 
wi^\\va.Nft\i^^^ome little triumphs — 
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such as I told you. But the sweetest 
memory I have is just the memory of 
the evening walks that Jessie and I 
used to have among the trees and along 
the bank here before we were married. 
And we'll have many evening walks 
here yet, please God I And she is not 
a very brilliant woman — my Jessie — she 
doesn't know quite as much about as- 
tronomy as your Mrs. Somerville, and 
she couldn't write like your Mrs. George 
Eliot; but she's made me so happy." 

*' That's all very well," said Nat, 
with a wan smile ; * ^ but there's no one 
to make me happy." 

"You don't know, my boy — you 
don't know yet. Come, let's get on a 
bit; I want to show you our new lot." 

They walked on a little further, 
drawing at every step nearer to a spot 
surcharged with recollections peculiar- 
ly painful to poor Nat. The "new 
lot" which Professor Clinton wished 
him to see was a piece of ground which 
Clinton had lately bought, and on 
which he was going to build a new 
house. He was very proud of the spot 
he had chosen, and had often spoken 
to Nat about it, and told him that 
when he first came to New Padua he 
had fixed upon that particular spot as 
the place where he should like to have 
a house if ever he could afford to buy 
land and build. Now he was at last 
about to gratify his ambition. 

"Our house is all right enough at 
present," Clinton explained, as they 
walked along, "and it suits us quite 
Well ; but it hasn't such a view as this 
new one will have; and besides, this 
has been'a dream of mine so long that 
I may as well gratify it. You see, we 
haven't any children, and so we may 
as well indulge our whims, Jessie and I. 
We shan't sell the old house, though." 

"No?" said Nat, interrogatively, 
and trying to seem as if he were lis- 
tening with interest. 

"Well, no. We feel more like keep- 
ing it among us. Very likely we'll 
give it to Minnie as a wedding present 
when she marries. She'll be marrying 
one of these days. She's a dear good 
girl, Minnie." 



Professor Clinton glanced again at 
Nathaniel; but the young man was 
only becoming more and more depress- 
ed and embarrassed. Clinton said no 
more on that subject. Suddenly he 
touched Nat's arm, and said — 

" Stay, Cramp, my boy. This is the 
place " 

" Come on I " Nat said, hurriedly, 

"No, no. This is the place." 

"Do you think I don't know itt 
Do you think I forget it ? " 

" Well, I didn't think you knew it. 
Anyhow, take a look at it and tell me 
what you think of it." 

" I don't want to look at it — I won't 
look at it ; I've seen enough of it I " 
Nat exclaimed wildly. " Come on. 
What did we come here for ? " 

"Well, this is my new lot, you 
know, that I've been telling you about. 
I'm afraid you were not listening to all 
my gossip, my poor boy." 

"Oh," said Nat, coming to himself 
and sinking at once from excited ner- 
vousness into deep depression. "This 
is your new place? Yes, yes, to be 
sure. It's very nice." 

But he only looked at the spot and 
its surroundings in a furtive, timid, 
unwilling way, as a murderer in some 
old story might try to look with seem- 
ing indifference and ease at the hollow 
in the wood beneath the mossy earth 
of which he has buried his victim. 
For this was the very spot where he 
had broken out with his fatal love 
declaration to Miss Challoner — Clin- 
ton's new homestead was to rise on the 
very ground where Nat had grovelled 
in his shame and agony. He wondered 
how Clinton could have forgotten that 
it was just near this he helped him, 
Nathaniel, up the steep and clayey 
bank. But that incident was not 
fastened into Clinton's mind as into 
Nat's by the spearhead of a painful 
memory, and Clinton just now remem- 
bered nothing about it. 

"Well," the professor said, believ- 
ing that Nathaniel's grief for his 
mother was too heavy on him yet to 
allow him to withdraw his thoughts 
for a TOomeivt \o V\\e qotl^l^tcv^ <i\ qXX^^t^ 
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— '* we'll 'come and hare a look at this 
place another day. Anyhow, you'll 
oanythe place in your mind, Cramp, 
if you do go away ; and you'll remem- 
ber what it looks like — and that some 
of your friends are living there." 

* * Aye, " Nat said gloomily ; * * FU re- 
member. I shan't forget this spot." 

**And you'll go back to the old 
country — there's no way of inducing 
you to stay ? " 

**No, Professor Clinton — I must go 
back." 

''Tempted by the big stage and the 
world for an audience, eh ? Well, 
Oramp — still you know the big stage 
requires a great strong actor, my boy I 
Tou haven't got the big buskins of 
rank and wealth to raise you up and 
add to your size, remember. I don't 
want to discourage you — far from it ; 
but it takes great lungs to fill that the- 
atre ? " 

"But it isn't that, t^rofessor Clin- 
ton. It isn't that, I do assure you. I 
haven't any ambition in me any more. 
I may have had aspirations once — I 
don't say I didn't have them. I may 
have thought there was something in 
me," and Nat smote his breast ener- 
getically; ''and I may have hoped to 
make the world hear, not without re- 
spect, the name of — ^my name, you 
know," he added, somewhat hastily, 
for it suddenly struck him that " the 
name of Cramp " would not close a 
period with dignity. "But all such 
ideas are dead within me now— dead ; 
I am crushed I " 

"Oh, no; nothing of the kind." 

" I am crushed I " Nat repeated sol- 
emnly. ' ' I only ask now for one thing, 
and that. Professor Clinton, is 
Death ! " 

Nat was theatric, and so far was a 
sham in his way of expressing his emo- 
tions. But there cannot be a greater 
mistake than to suppose that sham ex- 
pression always denotes sham emotion. 
Nat's feelings were well nigh those of 
despair. He was scorched by love and 
hate, by the bitter agonies of mortified 
self-conceity by grief and shame. He 
was juBt in the mood when the oVd. 
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stories would have made a man sell 
his soul for the promise of satisfaction 
to vanity and vengeance. If the false 
and baffled suitors could have present- 
ed themselves with their perfidious 
device for taking in the proud beauty 
now, this Claude Melnotte would prob- 
ably have jumped at it no matter how 
preposterous. 

Professor Clinton might have chaffed 
Nat openly about his tragedy airs at 
another time, and he might have 
smiled even now, but for the young 
man's miserable expression, haggard 
cheeks, and twitching lips. ' ' This is 
not merely the grief for a mother, " he 
thought. " I suppose the poor young 
fellow really is in. love with that hand- 
some English girL What a hopeless 
look-out I " 

"Well, Cramp," he said quietly, 

if you only want Death, I guess yea 
might as well wait here and spare your- 
self the trouble of going to Europe. 
He'll come and find you, here, you may 
be sure, if you only wait long enough. 
Seriously, my boy, I doubt whether you 
will do any good in any way, Cramp 
— ^in any way," he repeated, with em- 
phasis, " by going to Europe. I know 
something of England, and what the 
differences arc of money and position 
there ; and take the advice of a friend, 
Cramp, and think no more of that. 
You know what I mean." 

"Professor Clinton," Nathaniel said 
solemnly, "if you think I'm going to 
thrust myself on people that don't 
want me, you are mistaken. If you 
think I don't know what British purse- 
pride is, and what the barriers of class 
— of money, that is — are in a country 
like mine, you are mistaken I But a 
sacred duty calls me to cross the 
ocean, and perhaps a Fate 1 You may 
chance to hear something of me. 1 
don't know. But think well of me, if 
you can. Think the best of me you 



can. 
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Despite all the grandiose inflation 
of Nat's language (a style to which 
Clinton had indeed grown somewhat 
accustomed of late) there was a certain 
ea.Tkfta\.Tia«i&, «k^<M\. Q>1 ^'^«^^T«Ltion in his 
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manner, which impressed the profes- 
sor and made him think of it long 
after. They walked home presently, 
and almost in silence. It had grown 
quite dark by the time they reached 
New Padua. Nat hurriedly declined 
an invitation to step in and see Clin- 
ton's ** folks," and went to the Frank- 
lin House alone. 

The next evening, when Clinton and 
his wife and sister-in-law were sitting 
down to their modest supper (the 
final meal of the day was called supper 
there, and took place at least three 
hours earlier than an ordinary London 
dinner), a letter was brought to him 
from the Franklin House, accompa- 
nied by a parcel. 

"This is from Cramp," he said to 
his wife, and both glanced ominously 
at Minnie. 

The letter told in a. few confused 
lines, written evidently under the in- 
fluence of some excitement, that the 
writer would, ** before this reaches 
you," have left New Padua. It thank- 
ed Clinton for all his kindness, and 
declared that he was Nathaniel Cramp's 
best and only friend. It conveyed the 
writer's kind and grateful regards to 
Mrs. Clinton and to Minnie, and finally 
begged that Clinton would accept the 
copy of the Girondists, by Lamartine 
(Bohn's translation), sent herewith, 
that Mrs. Clinton would accept the 
photographic album, and Minnie the 
copy of Miss Jean Ingelow's poems, 
also sent in memory of their devoted 
friend Nathaniel Cramp. 

There were soft tears in the eyes of 
both the kindly young women. It 
was like Nat Cramp's luck, or, as he 
would have preferred to call it, his 
Destiny. A sweet and pretty girl 
might have loved him and looked up 
to him always, and he never knew it. 

'* Poor fellow I" Clinton said; **he 
has taken his mother's death greatly 
to heart." 

After his supper Professor Clinton 
went to the Franklin House to find 
out something about Nathaniel. He 
could only learn, in addition to what 
he knew already, that Nathaniel had 



gone eastward on ** the cars" and had 
had his baggage " checked " for N^w 
York. He had not said anything 
about the probable time of his return. 
The people at the Franklin House as- 
sumed that he was only going to be 
absent for a few days. 

So Professor Clinton went home and 
told his womankind. 

*' He'll come back soon, I dare say," 
he added cheerily, although somehow 
he did not expect to see Nat return. 

The misgivings were prophetic. 
When the train plunged into the deep 
cutting just outside the town, and 
Nat instinctively ran to the end of the 
carriage to get a glimpse.at parting of 
the university buildings on the bluff 
above the river, he saw New Padua 
for the last time. 



CHAPTER XXVH. 

" WHY WEEP YE BY THE TIDE, LADYB ? " 

Weld and whimsical were the pur- 
poses which filled Nat Cramp's mind 
as he journeyed back to New York — 
his career all over, he said to himself ; 
the star of his fate declined. It may 
be questioned whether to youthful 
self-conceit there is any pleasure of 
sense or soul more exquisite than that 
of despair. 

"Is it even so ?" says Romeo. 
** Then I defy, ye, stars 1 " Nat Cramp 
felt all the way as one who could de- 
fy the stars. The petty annoyances, 
discontents, disappointments of life, 
troubled him no more. He was re- 
leased from all responsibilities. He 
hugged to his breast with all the satis- 
faction of mortified self-conceit seek- 
ing redress the thought of an early 
death and of the sensation it must 
cause and the tragic dignity it must 
shed over him. "They won't laugh 
at that," he said to himself. 

But death will not come by mere 
asking ; and Nathaniel was not quite 
clear yet how it was to come to him. 
He had always been fascinated by the 
manner in which the hapless hero of 
Victor Hugo'^ " Tt^^^\!AKQx^'^\'ii.\£kKt' 
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oontrives to finish his career — standing him the news of her death and of the 

on a rock which the rising tide must fact that she had left him what little 

cover so that just as the ship bearing she had managed to save and scrape 

his beloved away, the wife of another, together. Long before he reached 

sinks below the horizon, the water — England the grave, he knew, must 

the same water which bears her — have covered her. He had been at- 

closes over him. If he could do that ! tached to her in his way, and he 

If he could stand upon some rock near thought now with many a pang that 

Durewoods — ^far from help and yet lately he had been ashamed of her. 

within her sight — and thus be sub- Now somehow he laid the blame of 

merged I But it would be hard to her death on the same blighting infla- 

bring about all the conjunction of ences of adverse fortune, and caste, 

favoring circumstances which alone and class, and Destiny, and all the 

could render possible so effective a rest of the cruel agencies which had 

catastrophe. Nat felt even some pain- marred his own career. He had now 

ful misgivings that he might not at no consolation left on earth but the 

such a moment have control enough despair which was only self-conceit 

over his nerves and instincts to enable driven to bay. 

liim to cling to his rock and not to Mingling up with all his misery was 

make unseemly struggles for dear life a curious sense of satisfaction in hav- 

— the dear life that he detested. He ing for the first time in his life money 

had therefore at present some vague which he could freely spend. The 

idea of finding out the steamer in which fifty pounds which had been sent by 

the Challoners were to sail from New his mother would pay for a first-class 

York, taking a passage on board it, passage to Europe in one of the Cunard 

suddenly when in mid-ocean present- steamers, in which he assumed that 

ing himself before Marie, once more the Challoners would travel, and would 

declaring his love, and then plunging keep him in New York at some first- 

into the sea beneath her eyes. Some- class hotel until the time of his depar- 

thing, he felt assured, must happen, ture. Then when he got to England 

or be brought about. The career — if he did ever reach England— he 

must close dramatically; the curtain should find money there — ''quite 

must fall at the right time. Thus enough to last my time," he grimly 

alone could ridicule be changed into and complacently thought. ^ He had 

respect and failure be converted by some idea of having a marble monn- 

the glamour of tragedy into something ment erected out of his mother's sav- 

as fascinating as success. ings, over his mother's grave, with the 

His poor mother had, as he told inscription, ''By her unworthy bat 

Professor Clinton, left him some penitent son, Nathaniel Cramp." Bat 

money. He had put it rather vaguely for all that there was yet time enough, 

and grandly to Clinton as if it were a Meanwhile he could do as he pleased 

sort of property. It was really a good with what money he had; and he 

deal to Nat — ^two hundred and fifty would at least be a gentleman, in what- 

pounds in money, and the little house ever despair, for the remainder of his 

in which she had been living. A day time. 

or two before her death she had sent How much of this was nonsense and 

him an order on a New York house idle self-delusion and how much was 

for fifty pounds. She had only then the set, unconquerable purpose of do- 

learned that he was in New Padua, spair which makes dignified even frivo- 

and she feared he was not doing well, lity itself when it comes to that with 

and she therefore sent him that money frivolity, the course of this stoiy does 

and begged that he would come back, not allow us to know for certain. It ia 

as she feared she was growing weak true that no emotion by which men's 

and ill. The same steamer brought hearts are swollen— nol^ love, not p* 
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triotism, not thirst of money, nor crav- 
ing for revenge— has ever inspired 
more desperate and dogged deeds than 
mortified self-conceit. It may be that 
Nat would have held firmly to some 
suicidal purpose none the less because 
he felt a pride in ordering a hack 
when he reached New York, and driv- 
ing at once to the Fifth Avenue hotel, 
and in dressing rather . carefully when 
he got there, and then in descending 
to stand, with air of lordly Briton, 
among the group who lounged in the 
hall and at the entrance. 

He stood there for some time and 
looked vacantly enough over the bus- 
tling and varied scene — a scene which 
now, when evening had refined what- 
ever of the commonplace and the col- 
orless was in it, showed singularly 
bright and picturesque. Through the 
broad stretches of Madison Square the 
many lamps glittered like fireflies 
among the dark trees. At one side, as 
he stood at the entrance of the hotel, 
extended the monotonous, stately 
length of Fifth avenue, its solemn gen-, 
tility scarcely disturbed by even the 
passing of a street omnibus, its rows 
of brown-stone houses making a line 
of contrast with the animation, rattle, 
and flashing lights of Broadway (which 
here suddenly slants across it) and of 
Madison Square, not unlike that which 
a dark and silent canal might make 
between populous quays and glittering 
windows. An unceasing rattle, bell- 
ringing, stamping procession of heavy 
street-cars, and of little staggering, 
restless omnibuses or "stages," was in 
motion before the doors of the Fifth 
Avenue Hotel ; passengers were always 
jumping off and jumping on the cars ; 
the whole population of New York 
seemed to stream up and down that 
one great channel of Broadway. The 
hall and entrance, and the steps of the 
hotel, were alive with New York loung- 
ers ; with solemn, sallow Southerners, 
always seeming to be oppressed some- 
how with a sense of offended dignity ; 
with dark-skinned Cuban swells, tre- 
mendous with shirt-fronts and diamond 
studs; with Irish porters and negro 



barbers, and *' helps" of all kinds. 
Noise, chatter, light, bustle, were 
everywhere. No street-scene in Lon- 
don gives the same idea of restless and 
exuberant vitality. It impressed Nat 
Cramp rather sadly. He thought of 
the time when he first looked on 
Broadway, and believed he had come 
there to conquer fortune and fame. 
He could not endure the crowd, and 
the noise, and the glare. He knew 
New York well enough to know what 
a city of sudden contrasts it is. He 
walked down through the solemn, si- 
lent dignity of Fifth avenue, then din- 
ing grandly inside its brown-stone 
fronts, until it declined mournfully 
into the vast, gaunt, and desolate ex- 
panse of Washington Square ; and there 
he sat on a bench under a dismal tree 
and looked at the stars burning in 
fullest lustre from the deep purple of 
the evening sky, and he was as lonely 
to all intent as if he had been in some 
midnight mountain pass. Nat never 
knew how long he remained in that 
drear enclosure; but when he returned 
to his hotel the doors were all closed 
and he had to ring for admittance. 

Next day he was astir early, and set 
himself to work to find out something 
of the Challoners. This was an easy 
business in a city like New York, 
where everybody's movements are in 
the papers, and where the registers in 
the hotel oflSices are open to all eyes at 
any moment. He found that they 
were in the city, that they were to re- 
main there or in the neighborhood for 
a few days more, and that that very 
evening they were to leave the city for 
the purpose of paying a visit to a dis- 
tinguished scholar and author who had 
a home in one of the islands. He also 
learned the name of the steamer by 
which the Challoners were to return to 
Europe, and he hastened to the oflSice 
and endeavored to secure a passage on 
board her. His attempt was hopeless. 
Every berth had been taken long since. 
That mad whim, at least, was not to 
be gratified. 

Then another whim seized him. He 
would. accompany the Challoners uiv- 
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seen on their yisit to their friend in there on these rugged, dusty paying- 

the island, and he would look on her stones, amid those bustling, hustling 

again. This whim, at least, was easi- crowds, amid baggage, and carts, and 

ly gratified. He had simply to ask at porters, and hackmen, and negroes ! 

any of the ferries (it may be well for How beautiful she looked in her hat 

the instruction of English readers to and feather, and with that all uncon- 

remark that New York is girt with wa- scious expression of pride in her eyes 

tor almost as completely as Venice it- and on her lips which poor Nat bat 

self, and is therefore ringed with fer- too well kne^v was ready to give place 

ries — ^walk straight on in any direction at a word to the bright, fresh look of 

and you come to a ferry-gate and a kindly sweetness. She took the arm 

steamer just on the point of starting), of the gray-haired man, and they hur- 

and it was easy to learn what steamer ried on board. The skirt of Marie's 

went to the island, and to that part of dress almost touched Nat as she passed 

it where the Challoners were to be en- him in the crowd, for he had not a 

tertained. It was one of the longer moment^s time to withdraw from the 

trips, and the steamer only went a few spot where he had been standing and 

times in the day. Nat spent the rest hide himself. But he had not been 

of that day watching the departure of seen — she would never have expected 

the boats. to see him there. Nat paid his fare and 

Evening was coming. It was still went on board ; and stationed himself 
the Indian summer. Except that the for the present behind a huge pile of 
air grew chilly after sunset, there was baggage, where he could easily see 
scarcely yefa hint that such a season without much chance of being seen by 
as winter could be expected. Soon those whom he was watching, 
over the New Jersey shores the sun The steamer soon left the iU-paved, 
would begin to go down. Even the dusty, noisy wharves, and struck out 
rough, prosaic, unadorned, grimly-un- straight for the sunset. Then she 
picturesque piers and wharves around turned her side to the sun and glided 
the river-front of New York were glo- swiftly along among small islands and 
rified into something poetic and beau- large, by shores which lay low and 
tiful by the magic of that atmosphere soft under young trees from amid 
and those skies. Even Natty, as the which every now and then a spire look- 
soft sunlight fell upon him, began al- ed up, past great ocean steamers and 
most to think that life ought to be vessels lying at anchor, and tiny tug- 
worth something. Evening is coming, boats puffing with supernatural impa- 
and there is the last steamer, and peo- tience and hurry. Nat saw from his 
pie are already going on board. Should retreat that Marie Challoner was walk- 
he go and risk being disappointed ? ing up and down the deck leaning on 
Perhaps it was all a mistake ; and she the arm of her stately gray-haired host. 
is not coming ? The sun will soon be- Sometimes they passed quite near him 
gin to sink, but long before he sinks — close to him, even — and he could 
that steamer will have pushed out into hear them speak. Once he heard the 
the broad Sound. Ah ! — and see there gray-haired gentleman ask Miss Chal- 
is fair Inez to dazzle when the sun goes loner if she had ever read Cooper's 
down I ''Water Witch," and when she an- 

For at that moment a carriage drove swered that she had read it long ago, 
up to the ferry-gate, and Sir John and used to be very fond of it, he 
Challoner got out, calm, portly, and stopped in their promenade and point- 
dignified. Then a tall gentleman, with ed to one of the islands and told her 
a long gray beard and a snowy head, that there was the spot where the Wa- 
gave his hand to Marie Challoner as ter Witch was supposed to be lying 
she dropped lightly down. There was when the story opened. IJat looked 
the cMtelaijie of Durewoods again— o\x\. liom VSa V\«ki\i^-place that he 
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might see the island and the whol^ 
scene for himself. For one moment he 
almost forget his love, his shame, his 
wretched failure, in the memories that 
came back upon him. Oh, the days 
when he read the ** Water Witch, " and 
delighted in it, and longed for a world 
of adventure like that world of story I 
O for the happy boyish days when il- 
lusion could still seem to be the soft- 
creeping shadow of the reality coming 
on, and the romantic dream might be 
interpreted as the faint safEron light 
heralding the early dawn I 

An Irishman, a laborer apparently 
of some kind, but well dressed and in- 
dependent-looking, was standing near 
Nat talking to -a companion. Doubt- 
less they were going over some recol- 
lections of old days at home, for the 
first man, looking out across the pur- 
pling waters, said, in a low tone, and 
in words common in his country, and 
thrilling with all the half-poetic, half- 
devotional fervor of the Celt : 

*' Well, God be with the old times I " 

Nat only faintly caught the mean- 
ing} perhaps, but his soul sadly echoed 
what it did receive. Oh, God be with 
those old times when he was yet only 
reading romances, and his poor mother 
lived 1 

The sun was gone, and there was no 
twilight, and a faint moon arose. The 
skies were wan and chilly. Most of 
the passengers had entered the great 
saloon, which, with its sides all win- 
dow, covered a large part of the deck, 
and within which lights were burning 
and stoves were glowing. Nat could 
see that Sir John Challoner was there 
reading letters and newspapers. But 
Marie and her companion remained on 
deck and walked up and down, and 
looked on the skies, and the shores, 
and the water, and talked. It was so 
dark now that Nat could emerge from 
his hiding place, and, with his hat 
over his forehead, look boldly around 
him, having little fear of being ob- 
served. It was strange to be so near 
her I Never before had he such a time 
to feed his senses in gazing on her and 
ihihkiDg of her. Whenever she turn- 



ed he saw her face looking pale in the 
faintly rising moonlight. Sometimes 
he could not see the outlines of her 
stately figure, but only the pale face 
and the dark hair against Ihe deepen- 
ing shade of the evening. A beautiful 
face it seemed to poor Nat, and melan- 
choly, divinely melancholy, bethought. 
He could hardly feel angry with her 
any more, although he had abased him- 
self through her and she had been so 
cruelly kind to him, and his life had 
been so ruined and made hateful be- 
cause of her. He felt a kind of igno- 
ble satisfaction as she looked so pale 
and melancholy, for he sprang to the 
conclusion that she did not care about 
the man she was going to marry — 
and then suddenly another conviction 
pierced him like the puncture of a 
dart, and he had almost screamed out 
with rage at the thought. It remained 
with him and tormented him, and he 
began to hate her again. 

** That's why she's so pale — ^that's 
why she's unhappy ! " he repeated to 
himself. ** She's got to marry some- 
body else, and she's in love with that 
fellow from Japan I " 

The steamer now drew near to a 
long, low, softly-outlined shore cover- 
ed with young trees almost to the edge 
of the water, and sparkling here and 
there with the lights in homesteads 
and little villages. Close by the shore 
the steamer held her way, and Nat 
could hear from the woods the shrill 
double-throb of the katy-did, which 
seemed to him to have a doleful and 
boding sound, congenial with the 
darkling hour and his own condition. 
The shore was indented by many little 
bays and creeks, and sometimes the 
steamer ran into one of these and land- 
ed some passengers. Each time Nat 
shivered with excitement, he knew 
not why, believing that they had come 
to the end of their voyage. What he 
proposed to do when they did come to 
an end of it, he had not yet asked him- 
self. 

At length the steamer splashed into 
a bay ot inlet^ xvmmsv^ ^'^'<^'^^\^;^ . 
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risen in stronger light, and Nat could 
see that they were narrowed in by 
shores on both sides, so that for a time 
there was nothing bnt trees, and wa- 
ter, and sky; the white gleam of the 
moon above, and the yellow glow from 
the saloon windows below. 

Marie Challoner and her companion 
stood close to him now. 

**We are near the end of our voy- 
age, '' her companion said. 

**I don't know whether I ought to 
be glad or sorry," she answered. **It 
has been such a delicious little voyage 
among those islands, but this place is 
most beautiful- of all. I love this 
place." 

*^ I am so glad you like it," her com- 
panion said, smiling at her enthusiasm 
— '* for this is my home." 

* * Is it wrong of me, " Nat heard out- 
spoken Lady Disdain answer, * * if I say 
that I love it already because it is so 
like my home ? " 

And now a pier was seen, a rude 
somewhat rickety wooden pier, with 
twinkling lights, and sound of bustling 
men and stamping horses. Sir John 
Challoner came out from the saloon, 
and Nat drew back again to escape ob- 
servation. The boat panted, puffed, 
stopped, backed, went on again, and 
£nally settled at the pier, and planks 
were run out. Two negro servants 
leaped on board and bustled up to 
Hiss Ohalloner's companion, and took 
some orders from him. Then he and 
she and Sir John went ashore. Nat 
followed them with a little crowd of 
other passengers. He saw them get 
into a carriage with flashing lights, 
and drive away. 

Natty's first impulse was to run after 
the carriage. He thought of himself, 
however, before he had ventured on 
this ridiculous proceeding, and was 
content to walk leisurely in the direc- 
tion it had taken. There was only one 
road that he could see, and therefore 
there could be no going wrong. When 
he had mounted the road, which as- 
cended gently, far enough to be clear 
of the little crowd around the pier, 
he came to a stand for a moment and 



endeavored to get his thoughts into or- 
der. What did he mean to do— what 
did he want to do ? 

All his ideas resolved themselves 
into a vague purpose to see her again. 
He strode on without thinking any 
more about the matter — doggedly, and 
with his head down. He crushed the 
fallen leaves under his feet, and look- 
ed neither to right nor to left. The 
sound of feet coming toward him soon 
caused him to look up, and he saw in 
the moonlight a little boy and girl 
trotting hand-in-hand down the hilly 
road. He asked them where the host 
of the Challoners lived. Everybody in 
that region knew him by name, and 
the children both in one breath told 
Nat to go "right on," and that he 
would see the gate in a few minutes. 
Nat went right on and came to the 
gate, opened it, and went in. 

He followed the path of an avenue, 
dark between young trees. He heard 
no sound but that of the katy-dids and 
the murmur of the woods. The moon- 
light hardly made its way to the path 
he trod. He was ready, if he heard a 
step anywhere, to plunge into the 
plantation at either side ; but no foot- 
fall sounded except his own. Sudden- 
ly the path ended, and a scene opened 
before Nat the beauty of which even 
at that moment he could not fail to see. 

A broad expanse of lawn,- valley, 
and water lay before him. An amphi- 
theatre opened among the trees; its 
sides made of grassy lawn, its basin 
filled with a beautiful lakelet fed by a 
stream that descended under a pretty 
bridge from amid the trees on the side 
opposite to where Nat was now stand- 
ing. On the lawn stood a long,* low 
wooden house, with windows all round, 
and a great veranda or ** stoop," 
on which were seats, and which was 
reached by a broad flight of steps. 
The house and the veranda were al- 
most embowered in plants, and shrubs, 
and fruit trees. Grapeclustera hung 
in huge masses along its sides. The 
tulip tree, and the hemlock, and the 
enormous willow — so unlike in dimen- 
evoii'^ >(Xi<& ^^QT^ N)\!^<^^ Nat associated 
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in memory chiefly with burial-grounds 
at home — ^were planted here and there 
near the house. The lake glittered, 
pure and cold, in the now chilly moon- 
light. The yellojv lights streaming 
from the windows of the house filled 
Nat with a wild yearning 'for shelter, 
and friends, and welcome, and a bit- 
ter sense of his own desolation. The 
whole scene made up fitly the home of 
a poet — even Nat was conscious of a 
sense of its beauty, borne in upon him 
with a rush of thought that the world 
was full of such homes, and scenes, and 
of happiness, and success and brillian- 
cy — and love ; and that he was out in 
the cold from everything. 

He wandered round and round the 
house, and even ventured to peer in 
through a window here and there, but 
the blinds inside were all drawn down, 
and he could see nothing. He could 
hear many voices, however, and ani- 
mated talk, and after a while he heard 
music. Then some of the windows on 
the veranda, which opened level to 
its floor, were raised, and people came 
out on the veranda and the steps. 
Nat hid himself behind a little clump 
"of trees in the shadow. 

Marie Challoner came out with her 
host and stood on the steps. She had 
a white ** cloud" round her head and 
shoulders. Nat could hear her voice, 
though he did not catch the words she 
spoke, and she seemed to be animated 
with a sort of reckless good spirits. 
She brought her host down to the 
verge of the little lake, and several of 
the company followed them there ; and 
she insisted, apparently, on getting 
into the boat. Nat could see that Sir 
John Challoner and their host appear- 
ed to remonstrate with her good-hu- 
moredly, but that she would not be 
persuaded out of her enterprise, and so 
she got into the boat, and another girl 
with her — a slight, fi*agile American, 
looking like the ghost of a girl beside 
the full, noble. figure of Lady Disdain. 
Lady Disdain took the oars and prac- 
tised the craft she had learned of old 
Merlin in Durewoods waters when she 
was a little ^i, and with a few light, 



strong strokes sent the boat shooting 
across the little lake and under the 
bridge and up to where the water grew 
narrow in its basin, and where the 
feeding stream poured in. So the boat 
disappeared out of the moonlight, and 
was lost among trees and shadow, but 
when it had gone Nat could hear that 
Marie was singing in her full, deep 
contralto voice. How happy she is — 
how happy they are all I p9or Nat 
thought, and he almost hated her for 
being happy, because she had scorned 
him. 

Again he heard the plash of the oars, 
and he saw several of the company run 
round the edge of the lake and station 
themselves on the bridge to see the 
English girl shoot her boat beneath. 
Nat emerged boldly and stood upon 
the lawn. There were several stray 
spectators lounging about, and there 
were gardeners and ** helps," and Nat 
had no fear of being noticed by any 
one except Sir John Challoner, whom 
he would take good care to avoid, and 
Nat had eyes like a lynx. Straight 
under the bridge and into the moon- 
light shot the boat, swift and black, 
across the water. Marie, as the rower, 
had her back turned to Nat. Her 
*' cloud" had fallen round her shoul- 
ders, and her thick hair was seen. 
Then as the boat darted in toward the 
bank the rower suddenly rested upon 
her oars, and turned quickly round to 
see whither she was impelling herself, 
and Nat saw her face full in the moon- 
light, with the pale forehead and the 
careless hair coming low on it, and the 
sparkling eyes and the lips firmly set 
with the eagerness of her exercise and 
her responsibility as a rower. Then 
the boat touched the shore, and before 
any one could come to her help, Marie 
had leaped out and taken her fragile 
companion under the arms and landed 
her lightly on the bank. 

Nat drew back to the shelter of his 
clump of trees, and he heard laughing 
and talking, and moving feet, and in 
a few moments the lawn and the ve- 
randa were lonely and silent again. 
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plantation, and on the lawn for hours. 
He heard music now and then, and 
some men occasionally qame on the ve- 
randa and smoked and talked. Nat 
saw Sir John Challoner among the rest. 
Then all these disappeared, and the ' 
sounds from within the house grew 
less and less, and at last the lights in 
the room where the company had been 
were put out, and Nat saw negro helps 
bustling about here and there, and he 
crouched on the ground among the 
trees to escape discovery. All was 
quiet at length. Lights twinkled in 
rooms on the veranda level, and above 
which Nat assumed to be bedrooms. 
He felt very miserable, and wished now 
that he had not come on this idle ex- 
pedition. What was the good of see- 
ing her for a few moments? Where 
was he to go now ? Suppose he should 
be found lurking like a robber near 
the house, and treated as a robber, or 
turned from the grounds with ridicule 
and disgrace ? 

At that moment a window on the 
veranda opened, and Marie Challoner 
herself came out and stood in the 
moonlight. She leaned on the railing 
and looked over the scene. Dear Lady 
Disdain was not inclined to sleep. She 
had forced herself into spirits all the 
evening, and now the reaction had 
come. Perhaps it was merely the phy- 
sical reaction which affected her. Per- 
haps it was the resemblance which she 
fancied that she saw between the whole 
place and that Durewoods home from 
which and from all its sweet associa 
tions she now began to regard herself 
as parted. She was very melancholy — 
depressed almost beyond endurance, 
and she had panted to be alone for a 
moment, and in the open air — the cold, 
clear night air. 

Nat Cramp was quite near to her — 
so near that if he had emerged for one 
moment from behind his trees into the 
moonlight of the lawn, she might have 
seen him — perhaps must have seen 
him. He was so near that he could 
hear every rustle of her dress as she 
moved, 80 near that he held bis "bieatYL 
lest abe should hear him breat\ie and 



take alarm. Sometimes an insane de- 
sire seized him to come boldly forward 
and speak to her, and then he thought 
of her anger, her scorn, the certain ex- 
posure and ridicule. More than once 
he thought of going down into the lit- 
tle lake and lying there ; and it fasci- 
nated him to picture the sensation 
which would be created when next 
morning his body should be found, 
and she at least must then know that 
his feelings were deep, and that he 
hated life, and knew how to die. 

She bent her head down upon the 
railing of the veranda, and he sud- 
denly knew that she had burst into 
tears. He heard her sobbing. He 
gave a cry of rage and despair which 
startled her very quickly from her hys- 
terical mood, and made her stand up 
ashamed, affrighted, with wonder and 
excitement. But he heeded nothing. 
He had lost even all sense of dread at 
the possibility of discovery. He ran 
through the plantation crushing among 
the trees in his blind, wild flight. He 
reached the avenue and tore furiously 
along it until he actually ran against 
the gate. He scrambled somehow 
over, and gained the open road, and 
threw himself down there, panting, 
exhausted, indifferent for the moment 
whether he were pursued or not, dis- 
covered or not. 

But he was not pursued. Nobody 
thought of him. When Marie's first 
alarm was over, and she could see no- 
thing, and only heard a crash among 
the trees, she thought it must have 
been some dog or other animal loose 
in the plantation. She retreated very 
quickly to her room, however, and 
waited for a while with beating heart; 
but as she heard no further sound out- 
side the house, and heard within the 
house the subdued, reassuring tread 
and voices of servants, she thought 
little more of the occurrence which 
had startled her. So when he had lain 
long on the road outside the gate, poor 
Nat got up and slowly dragged himself 
to the steamer pier. He would hang 
sifooxiX. MiyNVi^x^ \iiitil the morning, he 
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York by the first steamer, and return 
to England to see his mother's grave. 
Even his death now, he believed, would 
hardly interest Miss Challoner, for he 
told himself with agony that she was 
robbing because of ' *" that fellow from 
Japan." 



CHAPTER XXVIIL 

IN THE SAME BOAT. 

Two or three weeks after the time of 
the last chapter, Christmas Pembroke 
was in London one streaming night of 
rain and wind. He had been leading 
A strange sort of life lately. He had 
severed himself from all association 
with acquaintances, and passed a 
moody, lonely, semi-savage existence. 
He had not for some time even written 
to Dione Lyle, and for aught she knew 
lie might have been on his way to Ja- 
pan. He had deliberately abstained 
from writing to her because he feared 
that she would try to prevail on him 
to leave England before the Challoners 
should return, and he had not the 
courage to confess to her the hope and 
the purpose which kept him in Lon- 
don, and upheld him in life. He felt 
himself for the present a sort of enemy 
to the human race, so bitter had he 
^own in his exaggerated sense of the 
treachery of Sir John Challoner. 

This particular night he turned into 
A colonial club, of which he was a 
member, to see something about the 
mail steamer next expected from New 
York. As he was passing out again 
through the hall he suddenly ran 
against Mr. Ronald Yidal. Of all men 
he, Christmas, would have avoided 
him. They ought to be enemies, 
Christmas thought ; it would be a relief 
to him if they were ; and yet they were 
not. 

On the contrary, Mr. Yidal was more 
friendly than usual, for instead of 
passing on with the genial '^ How do ? " 
And graceful nod which constitute our 
warm-hearted English way of acknowl- 
edging an acquaintance, he came to a 
(Stand, and had evidently something to 



say to Christmas. It ought perhaps to 
have been a mortal defiance in order to 
fall in with Christmas's mood ; but it 
was not. 

* * Seen the Challoners yet ? They've 
come, don't you know ? " Yidal added, 
observing that Christmas looked as if 
he did not quite understand. 

**Have they come ? I didn't know 
— ^you didn't expect them this week, I 
thought." 

*' No ; Challoner had to cut things a 
little shorter than he intended. They 
came by Havre." 

* * Oh I Are they in London ? '* 
*'Nq; they have gone to Dure woods 

^-only passed through town. Challo- 
ner will be here to-morrow or next 
day. Miss Challoner won't come to 
town— just for the present." 

Christmas thought he knew what 
that meant, and his heart beat fiercely. 

* ^ I hear you are going back to Japan 
—is that so ? " Yidal asked. 

** Yes; I am going back." 

"You don't like us here — can't stand 
our winter fogs, I suppose? Well, 
such beastly weather as this would 
make one glad to get out of England 
anywhere. We shall see you before 
you go, I hope ? " Mr. Yidal added, 
with a faint consciousness now grow- 
ing up within him that Christmas be- 
ing considered as a stranger in Lon- 
don, he really ought to have been more 
attentive to him and have had him to 
dinner at his club, or Greenwich, or 
somewhere. 

Christmas said something civil in 
reply, and they went their ways. Short 
as their conversation was, it was about 
the longest they had ever carried on 
together. They never had seemed to 
approach each other in the least. From 
the first our young hero had felt a dis- 
like to Yidal, not unnaturally, although 
perhaps very unreasonably. He dis- 
liked him first because he was a young 
man of position, whom Sir John Chal- 
loner would evidently like to have as 
a husband for his daughter ; and more 
lately because Yidal was apparently 
destined to hold that place. On this 
substantial basis of antipathy, it was 
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easy to construct many little separate 
objections and dislikes, and Christmas 
found great fault with a man who 
cared about lace and old china. Mr. 
Yidal had not the slightest ill-feeling 
to Christmas, about whom indeed he 
hardly ever thought at'all. Like most 
persons who are quick in observing ex- 
ternals and noticing little weaknesses, 
Vidal had scarcely any perception of 
character or faculty of arriving at the 
real feelings of others, and he had 
never supposed that his approaching 
marriage with Marie Challoner could 
concern Pembroke in any way. 

Christmas felt his heart beating so 
quickly as to be painful and almost 
unbearable when he left Vidal. They 
had come then, and she was in Dure- 
woods again, and evidently she was 
soon to be married — and meantime 
what was he to do ? How hopeless, 
how insane now seemed that purpose 
which had kept him alive while yet 
the ocean was between them and the 
purpose was only a vision. What a 
romantic madmaa.he must prove him- 
self to be. People would pity him, or 
laugh at him. She would blame him 
perhaps, and he should have to leave 
England with her words of blame and 
the knowledge that he had ofEended 
her for his farewell. 

No matter. Blame or contempt, 
anger or laughter, might fall on him — 
what did it matter to him now ? After 
all, what he was going to do was very 
simple. It was only to ask a girl who 
had always been kind and friendly be- 
yond measure to let him see her for a 
few moments and say good-by to 
her in person before he left England 
for ever ; and then while they were to- 
gether just to tell her in plain, simple 
words that he was not in love with 
any other girl; that he had never 
dreamed of marrying an^ other girl — 
and even if he should be carried a lit- 
tle further and should say he had loved 
and did still only love her — what harm 
would that do to her ? What kindly- 
hearted woman would think the worse 
of him for that ? He would leave her 
in a moment, and she Tx^ould "be 



troubled with him no more. .Why 
should she be angry with him for his 
tribute of a hopeless love that asked 
not even a word of kindness in return ? 

Christmas hurried to his lodgings, 
and packed up a few things and wrote 
a few letters, and put his affairs, such 
as they were, as much as possible in 
order. For he was determined that 
his leaving London — ^when he had seen 
her for the last time — should be rapid 
as a flight. He would go to Dure- 
woods to-morrow by the earliest train, 
he would endeavor to see her at once, 
and that interview over he would has- 
ten to Miss Lyle's, say a few words of 
good-by, then back to London, and 
fly thence across the continent to take 
passage for the East in the first steamer 
that would receive him on board. 
Dione Lyle knew nothing of his rush 
to Durewoods or its purpose. When 
it was over she might guess it if she 
would, but there would be little time 
for guessing anything then. 

He smoked many cigars and walked 
up and down his room, and thought a 
great deal, and burst out every now 
and then into wild fragments of song, 
and felt very much as a man might do 
on the eve of a battle or a duel. He 
did not go to sleep until very late, and 
he had to be up early. He anticipated 
his hour of rising several times, fear- 
ing he had overslept himself, and 
sprang out of bed and turned his gas 
full on and looked at his watch only to 
find that there were hours yet between 
him and the time for starting. 

At last he got up and found that it 
was six o'clock. His train was to 
leave at half-past seven. The station 
was but a few minutes* walk from his 
chambers. He tried to look out of his 
windows, but there was a driving 
rain plashing against the panes, and a 
fierce wind was shaking the trees and 
rattling the window-frapes, and there 
was outsidtf a denser than midnight 
darkness. It suited his mood of mind, 
this furious winter weather, this wind 
and this fog; he was grimly glad it 
was not summer or even a bright win- 
t^i*a ^-a.!. Hfi Wpndered to himself 
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how the hollow among the trees at hardly possible to believe that there 

Durewoods — where he and she had could be any evidence of such life and 

stood alone that first day — would look activity as the starting of a train on 

on such a day as this. He determined such a morning. Christmas really had 

that after he had seen her for the last an absurd misgiving as he entered the 

time he would go and stand there — station that the officials would tell him 

and so bear with him into his exile a there was no train for Durewoods that 

memory of the place not gladdened by day. This misgiving, however, was 

summer and soft blue skies and her not realized. The train was to go its 

sweet companionship, but lonely, win- way independently of wind, darkness, 

try, scourged with rain and tossed and the pains of wild young lovers, 

with cruel wind. Christmds got into a carriage and tor- 

** It's a pity I can't see her there to- tured himself with wishing that the 

day for the last time," he said half moment was come for the train to 

aloud in his excitement, and bitterly, start. It wanted not quite ten miu- 

^' That would be something like what utes of the half-hoUr, but Christmas 

they call the irony of fate indeed." chafed about these ten minutes as if 

Then to be prepared for everything the train was doing him some personal 

and make sure that no time should be injustice by not starting before its 

lost he sat down and wrote a few lines time, or as if it mattered in the least 

to Miss Challoner, saying he particu- to him even though it were an hour 

larly wished to speak to her before he behind it. 

left England, and asking if he might The ten minutes did at last pass 
see her. He made his request as sim- away, and the train left the station. 
pie and friendly as possible-, avoiding All was blackness oatsidej|$cept where 
all appearance of high-tragedy airs, a flash of gas now and then streamed 
He put the note into an envelope, and across the windows and allowed a 
wrote on the envelope her name and glimpse of rain-beaten roofs and chim- 
address. Then he tore off that enve- ney tops. There were two or three 
lope and burned it at the gas ; and he other passengers in Christmas's car- 
wrote on another only the words * * Miss riage, but he spoke to nobody. Could 
Challoner," without any address. For it be that through this wind, rain, and 
he thought that in the remote possi- darkness it was possible to arrive at 
bility of his losing the letter on the Durewoods, and its memories of the 
way — the most unlikely, surely, of all sun and the bright water and Marie 
imaginable contingencies — or of the Challoner? Could it be that Marie 
train breaking down, or anything Challoner herself was now there? 
whatever happening to prevent him Could anything in life ever be bright 
from presenting the letter at the Dure- again ? 

woods hall himself, it would be much The livid, spectral morning at last 

better that it should not be found and crept over the fields. The rain grad- 

sent on by any other person. Then he ually abated, and toward noon a dis- 

put the letter into the breast pocket mal glint of ghostly sunlight broke 

of his overcoat, and opened his door through the clouds. Then this again 

and went out. was lofet in masses of heaped-up cloud 

Such a morning for a trip to the sea which the wind drove together. The 
shore I The streets were deserted, al- rain and wind seemed to be contend- 
though it was past seven; the wind ing which should put down the other, 
blew the rain in sheets along them ; At present the wind appeared in a fair 
the jets of gas in the lamps winked way to succeed, although every now 
and blinked every now and then and then a reinforcing gush of rain 
as if they shrank and cowered be- occupied the landscape to show that 
fore the gusts. The great railway sta- the contest was not yet over, 
tion looked utterly forlorn ; it seemed The train reaclved t\ve. vi\\<i,1\q\s. 
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where Christmas had to leave the main 
track and take the little branch line 
which led to the sea. Only one other 
passenger besides himself got out 
here. Christmas did not look at the 
other, but the other looked at him 
curiously, wonderingly, and then came 
up to him, and Christmas, to his 
amazement, recognized the face and 
figure of Nathaniel Cramp. 

"Why, Cramp I What on earth 
brings you here f I thought you were 
four or five thousand miles away.'* 

"I have come back, Mr. Pembroke 
— as you see. But I thought you had 
left i^gland before this." 

"Take your places, gentlemen," 
cried the railway guard. "Train for 
Baymouth 1 " the little port from 
which they were to cross to Dure- 
woods. 

"Are you going to Durewoods?" 
Christmas asked as they took their 
places, with a faint hope that Cramp 
was perhaps not going there, and yery 
reluctant to be troubled with his or 
any other society just then. 

"Yes, Pm going to Dure woods," 
Nathaniel answered grimly. "Are 
you ? " And he chafed at the notion 
of Christmas going there. 

" I am going there — ^yes. But what 
on earth has brought you back from 
the States, Cramp ? I thought you 
were getting on famously there." 

" So I was. My way was open there. 
But a sacred call has brought me back ; 
and I am going to Durewoods to per- 
form a sacred duty." 

Christmas looked up surprised. 

"I am going to see my mother's 
grave, and to raise a monument to 
her. " 

Christmas's heart was touched in a 
moment. He had not heard of the 
death of Nat's mother — ^indeed, he had 
for some time been engrossed solely 
with his own affairs and disappoint- 
ments. Now he felt repentant for 
having wished to be rid of poor Nat, 
seeing that Nat had lost his mother. 
Therefore he did his very best io show 
that he could feel for the poor fellow's 
I088, 



"I am very unfortunate, Mr. Pem- 
broke." 

* * Never mind the * Mr. , ' Cramp. We 
are brothers in misfortune, I think^ 
in many ways." 

"I believe we are," Nat interposed, 
with an emphasis which even then 
struck Christmas as a little odd. But 
almost everything about Nat was odd, 
and Christmas thought the loss of his 
mother had made his manner particu- 
larly wild now. Even grief somehow 
failed to render poor Cramp quite 
tragic or heroic. There was always a 
dash of the ludicrous about him. 

Christmas drew him into talk about 
his mother, and his prospects and 
plans. Nat spoke with vague and aw- 
ful foreboding about some mysteri- 
ous fate, which he seemed to regard 
as certainly impending over him. 
All that did not much impress our 
hero, however. He remembered with 
mingled pain and humor his meeting 
with Nat on the Durewoods pier, when 
Nat talked so grandly and tragically, 
and they both presently fell into the sea. 

As the train neared Baymouth they 
ceased to talk. Christmas found his 
anxiety and impatience become almost 
intolerable, and Nat remained buried 
in gloom. The sea came in sight. It 
was tossing in sharp broken waves, 
and was a Hvid greenish gray under 
a gray sky, from which even the wind 
that still blew fiercely could not pack 
the clouds away. 

"Looks wUd, don't it ? " said Nat. 

" Very wild indeed. I wish we were 
across," Christmas said, in an impa- 
tient and vexed tone, not thinking 
about any danger in crossing, but only 
of any possible difficulty or delay. 

"Perhaps we may not get across 
ever," said Nat tragically. 

* * Why not ? Of course we shall get 
across." 

"These waves are deep and wild," 
the prophet of evil gloomily remarked. 

* * Why, Cramp " — and Christmas 
laughed an impatient laugh — "you've 
crossed the ocean twice, and you must 
have seen rougher seas than that. 
You ought not to be alarmed." 
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"Oh, / ain't alanned ! — I am not 
-alarmed, I mean. No, not in the least. 
The waves don't matter to ww." 

''Baymouth," called the guard, as 
the train ran up to the little station. 
Christmas leaped out and made for the 
pier, not waiting to see whether Nat 
followed him. Pembroke's mind mis- 
^ye him, and he tormented himself 
by conjuring up obstacles and difficul- 
ties to prevent him from getting on. 
The first sight of the pier confirmed 
his forebodings. No Saucy Lass or other 
43teamer was there. But that was no- 
thing, he thought. She was delayed in 
her trip from Durewoods by the wind 
and weather. She would be here pres- 
•ently. The delay was vexatious, how- 
•ever. 

But Nathaniel, who had not has- 
tened so wildly from the station, had 
time to get some news there, which 
he brought to Christmas now with the 
morose satisfaction of one who is 
jather pleased by anything that crosses 
the mood of any one else. The Saucy 
Lass had received a severe injury to 
Iier machinery that morning owing to 
the weather. She had been rescued 
from utter destruction by a chance 
ateamer of much larger size, which had 
towed her into a little port near, and 
there she was helpless for the present. 
There would be no steamer to Dure- 
woods that day, and possibly not even 
the next day. 

Christmas assailed the railway-guard 
and station-master, who were, how- 
ever, utterly indifferent, and who 
blandly explained that their company 
and their line had no more to do with 
the steamer traffic than he, Christmas, 
had. Were there no people about who 
had anything to do with the steamer ? 
No, the officials thought not ; they had 
probably gone round to the port where 
^e was now laid up. Moreover, the 
jrtation-master camly expressed a doubt 
whether ** anything much" would 
come of their being near at hand, see- 
ing that they certainly had no other 
steamer ready. Further, he informed 
Christmas that the Saucy Lass often 
did not move from the pier for days in 



winter, when the weather was bad, 
** like now ; " there were so few people 
who wanted to cross to Durewoods in 
such a season. 

*' But if people want to go, and have 
to go— what then ? " 

Then he supposed the Saucy Lass 
could take them. But she couldn't 
take any one to-day, anyhow. 

'* Surely you don't mean to say there 
is no way of getting to Durewoods to- 
day ? " 

There was the road ; but that went 
all round the bay — a matter of thirty 
miles and more. 

''Come, that can be accomplished. 
Is there any sort of carriage or convey- 
ance to be had in this confounded 
place ? " 

The answer was decisive. There 
was none whatever. 

'' Great heavens I what a place ! what 
a country I what a people I Think of 
this. Cramp — you who have been in 
the States 1 " Christmas exclaimed. 
Thereupon the station-master set them 
down as two Yankees disparaging the 
institutions of old England, and he 
withdrew from the consultation. 

**A boat," said Christmas; ''can't 
we have a boat ? " ?ut he thought of 
the hours it would take to cross to 
Durewoods with such a sea running, 
and such a wind blowing; and he be- 
gan to despair. 

A friendly porter offered a sugges- 
tion. The bay took an immense 
stretch inland just there. If they could 
get a boat — ^if any one would give his 
boat in such weather, they could run 
across that stretch of sea to Portstone 
pier — a matter of five miles of water, 
and that would cut off more than 
twenty miles of road. They then 
would be less than ten miles from 
Durewoods, and they might get a car- 
riage at Portstone. Besides, if they 
only fan in for Portstone pier, they 
would have the wind right behind 
them all the way. 

Christmas was delighted with the 
suggestion, and thrust a crown-piece 
into the hand of the man who had 
made it. Filled mt\i ^g»^\l\iAA I^t 
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this generosity, the porter set to work 
to help him to get a boat. This was 
hard work. The fishers were all at sea 
— had been out some days. There was 
only one small boat available anyhow, 
and only a couple of boys to row it, 
and their mother seemed a good deal 
alarmed at the thought of their yen- 
taring out in such weather, although 
the lads themselves were eager for the 
enterprise and the pay. 

Christifias and the railway porter 
and the boys declared that there was 
not the slightest danger. The wind 
was falling, and anyhow it would be 
with them for Portstone that far. 

** You don't want to go to-day par^ 
ticularly, Cramp," said Pembroke, 
turning to him. *^ You needn't come 
if you think there is any risk. I have 
a special reason for going to-day." 

"Have you, Mr. Pembroke?" Nat 
said, with deepened emphasis. "Then 
so have I. I'm going in that boat." 
And he wildly waved all objection 
away. 

"Well, then, look here; if you will 
go " 

" I will go. I have said it." 

** Very well — can you pull an oar ? " 

" I used to pull an oar often — on the 
lake in St. James's park." 

Christmas shrugged his shoulders. 

"Well, no matter. I don't think it 
will be much a matter of rowing at all. 
With any scrap of a sail — ^I'll manage 
it — we'll run across as quickly as a 
bird ; and we needn't take these lads 
at all. We'll leave the boat at Port- 
stone, and have it sent back to-mor- 
row. 
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"That's the best thing to do," said 
the railway porter, with an approving 
nod. 

The proposal was a great relief to 
the mother and a corresponding dis- 
appointment to the boys. Christmas 
gave the lads a shilling apiece, and that 
reconciled them to safety on shore. 
He paid what the woman asked for the 
hire of the boat, which was not very 
much, for she was an honest creature 
who declined even to consider the possi- 
bility of her boat being lost or iTx^xxxed. 



Do you really think that there is 
danger ? " Nat asked in a low tone, 
and with a tremor of the lip which 
Christmas set down to fear. 
"Why do you ask me that ? " 
"Not taking the boys, you know." 
" I don't think there's any danger. 
I have told you that I particularly 
want to get to Durewoods to-day — ^and 
being drowned would not bring me 
there. But if you think there is any 
danger. Cramp, why on earth do yon 
go ? It will be all a case of a straight 
run under a sail; and if the boat 
doesn't turn bottom upward, she can't 
help getting over to Portstone ; end I 
don't want anybody." 

"I am not afraid of the danger," 
Nat replied, with a sickly smile. "It 
isn't that, Mr. Pembroke; you are 
quite wrong. Never were more out of 
your reckoning in all your life." 

"Come along, then ! Now boya, 
to launch her." A little crowd of boys 
and girls had got round. * * You had 
better get in. Cramp, and sit in the 
stem. I'll jump in after." 

"Watch your time," the railway 
porter recommended; "watch your 
time. There's a stiff wave coming." 
He, too, prepared to lend a hand. The 
oars were put in, and the little mast 
shipped, and the sail^-a small square 
thing, reefed up for the moment, and 
Nat scrambled into the boat and sat 
in the stem. 

"Take my coat. Cramp," Christmas 
called out, as he pulled o£E and handed 
to Nat his thick Ulster overcoat, 
which threatened to be in his way dur- 
ing the rough work of launching the 
boat. "Now then, lads, all together." 
Christmas and the railway porter 
and the two boys with various young 
amateur assistants ran the boat dowo 
to the very edge of the surf. 

"Lie down. Cramp," Christmas 
called ; ''it's the best thing you can do 
for the moment " ; and Nat threw him- 
self down. 

Then with a rush they sent the boat 

sliding on the back of a receding 

wave, and when Christmas had given 

«k %nL«\ ^u^ \vfe «^tang upon its bow, 
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and got lightly in and seized an oar, 
ready to push off from the shore if 
needs were. But the wave took them 
fairly out and tossed them all dancing 
luid whirling round to another wave ; 
and wind, sea, and all were making 
for them, so that when Nat Cramp 
struggled into a sitting posture they 
were already a long way from the line 
of little figures still gazing after them. 

*' Are our things in. Cramp ? " 

" The two portmanteaus ? Oh yes, 
and your coat, Mr. Pembroke ? " 

"I shan't put it on. Holding this 
sheet and managing the sail will keep 
me warm enough. I think. Cramp, I 
had better steer unless you are quite 
sure of yourself." 

"It's so very rough — ^it tosses one 
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"Well, it isn't like St. James's Park. 
Ko matter; I can manage it all. In 
fact, there's nothing to do but to keep 
her head up and run right for Port- 
stone with such a wind and sea as this." 

The wind had abated somewhat, but 
it was still strong, and the sea was 
very rough. Christmas now had got 
his little sail all right and was seated 
in the stem holding the sheet and 
managing the rudder at once. Cramp 
sat in the bow. The stout little boat 
tumbled about a good deal, and Nat, 
despite his longing for death, some- 
times started a little when the bow 
was deep down in a grayish green val- 
ley and some great wave seemed about 
to fall upon it. Christmas felt his 
spirits rise immensely. There was 
something exhilarating in this battle 
-with the sea and the knowledge that 
so much depended upon his eye and 
band. For there was enough of wind 
and sea to make a small boat with a 
square sail a dangerous vessel for a 
clumsy hand or an uncertain eye. 

The two companions did not speak 
much at first ; it needed something like 
a shout to be heard through wind and 
waves. 

^* It's very cold I " cried Nat. 

"What do you say?" his fellow- 
voyager shouted. 

"It's very cold !" 



Put on my coat, Cramp; I don't 
want it — ^I couldn't wear it — ^I am very 
warm; put it on." 

Nat managed to put it on, not with- 
out greatly shaking their little ark. 

"But i say, don't jump about in 
that way. Cramp, or you'll capsize us ! 
It wouldn't take much to do it." 

Nat crawled along the seats until he 
had got his head under the sail and 
within easier speaking distance of 
Christmas. He looked particularly 
livid and ghastly, and Christmas as- 
sumed that he was terribly frightened. 

"I wish you would keep quiet, 
Cramp," he said. "There isn't the 
remotest danger as long as you keep 
quiet and don't capsize us." 

The sky was all gray and dark, and 
the dull green of the sea, brightened 
by no ray or relief from above, had 
something funereal and boding in it. 

"Wouldn't it be an odd thing," 
Nat said, * * if you and me — ^I mean to 
say you and I — were to be drowned 
here to-day ?" 

"It wouldn't bd at all odd if you 
keep moving about in that way." 

Nat laughed defiantly. 

"You saved me once off Durewoods 
pier, Mr. Pembroke. You couldn't 
save me in that sea now." 

"No, Cramp — nor myself." 

"Not much chance for us there ? " 

"Not any, I should say." 

"I saw a sail — far off yonder. She 
couldn't save us ? " 

Christmas shook his head. 

"Even if she saw us we should be 
down among the dead men long before 
she could bear down upon us, I fancy. 
For which reason, my good fellow, 
keep quiet," 

"But, Mr. Pembroke, I don't know 
why I should want to live. I'm sick 
of Ufe— I hate it all." 

" Well, Cramp, I don't know that I 
have any great motive in living. But 
I want to live for this day anyhow. 
Wait till to-morrow or next day, and 
then perhaps I should care as little about 
living and be just as heroic as you.^' 

Christmas spoke with a kind of con- 
tempt ioT "Nat^ ^\voT£i\i'^\i^Ae:^^^\iQ»\^ 
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-only in one of his familiar mock-heroic 
moods, a little swollen by the excite- 
ment of the situation. 

* ' To-morrow ? " Nat screamed, like 
one frenzied with sadden passion and 
despair. ^* To-morrow ? I know what 
that means I No, no I To-day's our 
time ! We'll never see Dorewoods 
again, you and L Ton will never see 
Ker! " And he jumped up in the boat 
and gesticulated like a madman, as he 
touted ''Hurrah, hurrah !" 



"By the Lord, Cramp, you've done 
it now I " Christmas cried. He flung 
himself to the other side of the boat, 
tried in one terrible moment to keep 
her steady, to keep her head up; was 
conscious of a bewildering sensation, 
as if the whole world were upturn- 
ing, and the sky and sea crashing 
down upon him together, and in an- 
other instant the boat turned over 
and the two young men were in thi 
waves. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. seemed to lose Ms heart at once to* 

HOHB AGAIN. Lady Disdain, and with whom Lady 

THE Challoners were home again Disdain was pleased to talk a great 

in Dorewoods. They had cross- deal — and if it were not Lady Disdain, 

ed the Atlantic in winter, and were one might perhaps even say to flirt a 

lucky enough to have some calm seas ; great deal — and her spirits sometimes 

and Sir John observed with pleasure seemed to rise almost too high. But 

that on more than one clear and cold Sir John was reassured and delighted, 

day, when the waters were quiet **It*s all right," he said to himself, 

enough to allow of pleasant walks on "She will be perfectly happy yet. 

deck, Marie showed unusually good When she is married and settled in. 

spirits and seemed to enter a little into London life and moving in society she 

the enjoyment of existence again. He will be as happy as a queen." He felt 

had watched her with some uneasiness little fear thenceforward, even when 

as she sat on deck the day they were her bursts of high spirits were follow- 

leaving New York. The steamer was ed occasionally by hours of gloom and 

crowded with friends taking leave of apathy; even when he observed that 

friends whom the vessel was to Heax the flrat sight of the shores of her own. 

away, and there was a great deal of country made her start as if in repug-^ 

kissing and embracing, and there were nance or dismay, 

many tearful eyes. Sir John observed Ronald Yidal met them at South* 

with wdlider and anxiety that his ampton. He looked very handsome, 

daughter sat there cold, apathetic, and and blushed in almost a boyish way 

silent, looking on the emotional crowd when he saw Marie. She held her 

out of eyes that seemed hardly to take hand out to him, and said, " How are 

an interest in anything. His mind you, Ronald?" and Ronald took her 

misgave him. Was she really unhap- hand, but seemed somehow a little 

py, or was her once magnificent physi- dashed by this reception, and he did 

cal health giving way ? not kiss her. 

Therefore, when they were fairly on Ronald went off presently to see 

the ocean, and she brightened up, and about having their trunks quickly 

talked to people, and seemed like her through the custom-house, and Sir 

old self — ^perhaps a little exaggerated John was left alone for a few moments 

at times — ^he was greatly cheered, with his daughter. 

There was a handsome, vivacious young "I think you frightened our young 

French naval officer on board who squire, Marie.^^ 
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•*How BO, dear?** 

•*Well, I don't know. You were 
not very warm in your reception of 
him, I thought." 

**Was I not? I meant to be very 
friendly." 

**He didn't venture to kiss you," 
Sir John said with a smile. 

"Would it have been the right thing 
to do ? " 

** Well, I don't know whether there 
is much either right or wrong about it 
under the circumstances. But I should 
think he might have ventured." 

*'0h, yes; if it is the right thing to 
do. But I really didn't know. I sup- 
pose he hardly expected me to kiss 
him. I confess I am not equal to that, " 

"He seemed a little discouraged, I 
thought, " Sir John said. 

" Some people are so easily discour- 
aged," his daughter replied. 

"Here he comes," her father said 
hastily in an undertone, rather glad 
that the conversation was brought to a 
close. 

They got through the custom-house, 
and Ronald had engaged a carriage for 
them in the express to London. 

"Marie looks pale, I think," Ronald 
said when they were in motion. 

"Everybody tells me I am looking 
pale," she said, with a touch of petu- 
lance in her voice. "I am perfectly 
well. I am in rude and vulgar health. 
But it is so cold and wet here — ^how 
could any one help looking pale ? Has 
it been raining all the time, Ronald ? " 

"A good deal. It's been a very 
dreary time to me, Marie." 

" Indeed ? I didn't think you cared 
about the weather." 

"You know I don't; and you know 
it wasn't that." 

"What have you been doing all the 
time ? I saw that you have been speak- 
ing ; we got the papers— and I read the 
speeches, and liked them very much." 
A burst of kindness dictated her 
words, for she thought he did seem 
dashed, and she asked herself what 
earthly right she had to find fault with 
■Mm and make him uncomiortQ^\e. 
'And you are quite a public man now \ 



Leading articles in the papers about 
you 1 The * Times ' insists that what 
you said was entirely inappropriate 
and unseasonable, and I don't know 
what else ; and the * Daily News ' de- 
clares that you said just the right thing 
at the right time. I agree with the 
*DaUyNews.'" 

Ronald was perfectly happy now. 
He started oft with a full account of 
all that he had done and said, and why 
he did it and said it, and what eveiy- 
|?ody said to him about it; how his 
father told him that if he kept on that 
way and dropped his confounded 
play-houses ("And settled myself 
down in life," Ronald added, with a 
glance at Marie) he might come to 
something; and how Gladstone com- 
plimented him; and Dizzy was won- 
derfully civil in his J*eply; and how 
Bright came up to him in the smoking- 
room and told him he had made a fine 
speech, but recommended him to use 
shorter words, and to study the early 
English poets, and not to quote too 
much Latin. "And he's right,, by 
Jove!" Mr. Vidal exclaimed, "and 
Bright's the only great — really great- 
artist in oratory that we have, Marie." 
He streamed away with a good deal 
more of political talk, and he was very 
much delighted with Marie, and him- 
self, and everything else. 
. Marie's cheek brightened a little now 
and then. This did seem a fairer 
prospect than a life spent with finan- 
ciers, and the magnates of the railway, 
and men whose talk was not* of oxen, 
but of bulls and bears. She did think 
that it would be something to move in 
a society made up of great political 
chiefs and their followers. She had 
even across the Atlantic read with a 
certain kindling pride of the speeches 
made by her lover just toward the 
close of the session, and of the com- 
ments and criticisms they called forth; 
and she felt convinced that there was 
in Ronald Yidal a capacity to rise in 
politics, and in herself a capacity to 
understand them. She told him in a 
leN7 TTY^xisv words how glad she was 
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I owe it all to you," he said in a 
low tone. * 

Konald Vidal should then, if he only 
could have known, and the fates and 
the railway had allowed, have taken 
her hand in his and kissed her boldly, 
perhaps twice; and gone instantly 
away and left her to think of him all 
the rest of the day and the evening, 
with a favorable recollection and with 
Bomething like the sense of having 
willingly given up her life to make 
part of his. But Mr. Vidal did not 
know this, and did not think about it ; 
and in any case the express was rush- 
ing along at full speed for London, and 
he could not possibly get out except 
with the result of making a corpse of 
himself. Therefore he remained by 
Marie's side and talked to her while 
Sir John read the newspaper. 

Mr. Vidal was now made so happy 
that he became quite himself again, 
and fearing lest Marie should be bored 
with too much politics, he passed on 
to personal news. He told her about 
various persons "^hom she knew, and 
ever so many more whom she did not 
know. He told her of the new actors 
and singers, and the winter exhibi- 
tions of pictures, and all the latest 
fashions, whimsies, and fads of socie- 
ty. He had no end of descriptions of 
this, that, and the other lady, and her 
dress; and her drawing-room, and her 
china. He talked of marriages which 
were coming off, and once or twice he 
began some story of private life in this 
or that family, and suddenly broke off 
in the middle and seemed a little con- 
fused ; and altogether he did not show 
to so much advantage as when they 
were talking of politics. 

Marie wondered how so clever a 
young man, just entering on so inter- 
esting and noble a career, could care 
for all the things he was now talking 
about. She wondered he did not ask 
her about anything she had seen in all 
the travels that seemed to her so mar- 
vellous and delightful; and she even 
asked him why he didn't ask her any- 
thing of the kind. So he had then to 
express a polite desire to hear every- 



thing; but he did not listen to any- 
thing long. Mr. Vidal was not good 
as a listener, and he did not care a 
straw for travel, except aiB a means of 
meeting new men and women. There 
was hardly anything Marie had to tell 
him about people he cared to hear of, 
and he was always begging, pardon 
and breaking in upon her description 
of something just to tell her about the 
absurd house that Lady Jervis was 
having built, lest he should forget; 
**and everybody is talking about it — 
old Lady Jervis, you know "^-or some 
recital of equal interest. Marie thought 
of the day when she walked with him 
up the Durewoods hill, and tried to 
get him to look at the scenery and talk 
about it, and could not* succeed. She 
gave up any further attempt to interest 
him now in what she had seen, and 
she listened with all the attention she 
could give to everything he had to 
tell, and Mr. Vidal became happy 
again. 

When they reached London Marie 
saw a lady get out of the train whom 
she knew to have been a fellow passen- 
ger of hers from New York, and in 
whom she had taken a great interest, 
although she saw her but once or twice. 
The lady had been very sick nearly all 
the way, and was seldom visible. She 
was very handsome, Marie thought, 
although she looked a little wasted. 
There was a shade of darkness round 
her eyes which gave her a melancholy 
and romantic aspect. She had a su- 
perb mass of golden hair, and a very 
stately presence. Now^as she got out 
at the station she was giving directions 
to her two maids and a man in livery, 
and two or three friends were in wait- 
ing for her, and she seemed to Marie 
like some foreign princess or other 
such distinguished person. In the lit- 
tle bustle about Sir John Challoner's 
carriage, and servants, and luggage, 
Marie saw that the handsome lady sa- 
luted Ronald Vidal, who went up and 
shook hands with her and spoke a few 
friendly words. 

** Who is that ? " Marie asked, whft\SL 
they were in t\ie c«bm^^^ ^\A ^Yvroi.^ 
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away — '*that lady with the beautiful from hi8/)wn, and it had not occurred 

face ? I do 80 want to know who she to him as possible that Marie could be 

is/' displeased at his knowing a burlesque 

Vidal laughed. attress whom she, of course, was not 

** That's Rosamunda Shirley — ^Mrs. to know. "There never was any 
Mattocks is her real name now. So harm in poor Bosie," he thought; and 
she's been your fellow passenger? She's his mother and sisters knew perfectly 
been starring it in the States — ^making well that he had lots of acquaintances^ 
a lot of money, she tells me. She'll in Rosie's world, and they never cared, 
want it all, I dare say — Mattocks plays "I haven't seen her — ^Mrs. Mattocks- 
like anything — can't stop— always — this long time," he hastened to say. 
loses." ** Our acquaintance was very slight. I 

*^ But who is Rosamunda Shirley ? " always thought him a black sheep." 

"Oh, she's an actress, you know. Nobody said anything more on the 
We had her for a season at the May- subject, and Ronald talked of some- 
fair — I mean the people who owned thing else. The rain streamed down, 
the Mayfair then engaged her. She and Marie thought London looked un- 
married a man named Mattocks, who speakably dismal. She looked from 
used to be in a cavalry regiment ; he the carriage windows, and wondered 
had to sell out — a regular black sheep once or twice whether there was any 
— he lives upon her now. But he ' possibility of her seeing Christmas 
wouldn't go to the States with her all Pembroke in the streets as they droye 
the same." along. She was more than once on 

"She looks very unhappy," said the point of asking Mr. Vidal if he 

Marie. "I knew she had some mel- knew anything about Pembroke, but 

ancholy history. Is she a great actress, some reason which she could hardly 

Ronald ? does she play in tragedy ? " have explained to fierself kept her 

" Tragedy I oh, dear, no. Burlesque from putting the question. Vidal 

— tights — ^that sort of thing. No, she never said a word about Pembroke, be- 

isn't much of an actress, but she can cause, as it has been remarked already, 

sing a little and dance a little, and she he rarely remembered that young man's 

has a fine figure, and looks very well existence. 

on the stage. That hair isn't her own. At last the drive came to an end, and 

you know," the candid youth contin- Marie was at home in Kensington, 

ued. Not long, however, did she remain 

"Oh I I thought I should like to there. Her father hurried her off to 

know her so much; but if she is not Durewoods, and she was glad to go — 

really an artist, I don't think " perhaps all the more glad because 

Vidal looked amazed. Ronald Vidal was not to accompany 

"Oh, ymi couldn't know her," he them. He was to follow them soon: 

said; " she's all right enough — minever "when things had been arranged." 

heard any anything much said against He took leave of Marie again with a 

her, but they are a queer lot, husband pressure of the hand she held out to 

and all." him, and he did not venture to kiss 

"In any case," Sir John remarked her. 

coldly, " I don't suppose ladies usually The Challoners went by train to 

make the acquaintance of burlesque Baymouth, and thence went all the 

actresses." way round by carriage, avoiding the 

Sir John was rather displeased that sea passage, although the Saucy Lass 

this incident had occurred, and Ronald had not yet met with her accident 

now began to see for the first time Sir John was unwilling to subject his 

that it had probably been an unlucky daughter to the rough wind, the toss- 

aSair, Vidal hardly ever made ac- m^ ^^^ ^ud either the drenching rain 

count of any point oi view ^ofiLerent on d^^"^ ox >iJ£3kft ^'oS^^ ^»3avsv of the 
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Saucy Lass. They had a very dreary 
drive of it, with the windows closed 
and the rain beating against the glass. 
They could see nothing of the country, 
and they talked but little. They ap- 
-proached Durewoods, it might be said, 
by the back way, and Marie had near- 
ly reached her own gate before she 
knew where she was. 

"Can this be Durewoods really?" 
she asked, trying to peer through the 
mist and rain — **this frightful place, 
so drenched and desolate ? " 

*'This is Durewoods indeed, Marie. 
"Welcome home, dear I " 

"It seems a strange welcome home 1 
Can it be that the hill I loved so is 
bidden somewhere under that sky, and 
that dear Dione Lyle's balcony and her 
roses can be within sight? Well — 
perhaps it is all the better." 

"Why, Marie?" 

**It will be the easier to part from 
Durewoods, dear." 

"You talk of parting from Dure- 
woods as if you were going into exile, 
Marie. Durewoods will be here all the 
same — for you and Ronald always. " 

"Yes, it will be* here," said Marie, 
and she stopped; and presently the 
carriage drove in through their own 
gate and along the avenue and up to 
the door. 

"I shall be glad to see good old 
Sarah Cramp," said Marie. "If she 
knows that we are coming, she will be 
here to meet me, I am sure." 

But Sarah Cramp did not know that 
they were coming ; and one of the first 
pieces of news given to Marie when 
she entered the hall was that poor old 
Mrs. Cramp was dead and buried. 
Marie could not restrain her tears for 
her faithful old friend who was gone ; 
and such was the condition of her wel- 
come home to Durewoods. 

But there were a great many things 
to do, and persons to see, and instruc- 
tions to give, and questions to ask, 
after so long an absence. Marie, as we 
know, had always liked to be her own 
housekeeper, and there was an under- 
standing that after her marriage she 
was still to be housekeeper of Dure- 



woods whenever she and her husband 
had to be in the country. In town, 
too, she was to look after her father^s 
house a good deal, and was to sit at 
the head of his table when he had to 
give dinner parties with ladies. There- 
fore let us do justice to Dear Lady Dis- 
dain, and admit that she did not waste 
much of the active time of the day in 
mere regrets. In the country — or at 
all events in a place like Durewoods, 
where servants are still a little primi- 
tive and simple in their ways, and keep 
their eyes fixed rather wearisomely on 
the hand of the mistress — ^Marie had 
really a great deal of ordering, in- 
structing, and marshalling to do. She 
sometimes compared herself to Squire 
Hardcastle drilling his domestics ; and 
sometimes, when she was inclined for 
a more heroic similitude, to Alexander 
Famese, who used to say that for ever 
so many years, the exact number of 
which die had forgotten, he had never 
passed an uninteirupted hour of day. 
Our heroine's sitting up late of nights 
became a fashion with her chiefly be- 
cause of this daily occupation. 

Marie was greatly pleased to hear 
her father say that they must at once 
have the carriage out and pay a visit 
to Miss Lyle. "That must be done 
before dinner, Marie," he said. " She 
would take it ill if we did not go at 
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once. 

This seemed very thoughtful and 
kind of Sir John, who of late had not 
often time to indulge in thoughts of 
mere kindness. But other feelings 
than those of old friendship were in- 
spiring Marie's father. He had been 
haunted by a dread of Christmas Pem- 
broke turning up in some inconvenient 
way, and by the fear of the young man 
having perhaps told his whole story to 
Dione Lyle. Sir John did not know 
whether the young man was still in 
England or not, an^ he longed to 
know. If he had fairly left the coun- 
try, Sir John would have been happy, 
and if he could have known this for 
certain while he was in London, he 
would not have hurried his daughter 
down to "DxiteTJoo^a, ^\i<SL >55K»&\stwi.^B^ 
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ber within the reach of Dione Lyle. 
But he had not a chance of speaking 
to Ronald \ldal alone, and even if he 
had it is doubtful whether he would 
have asked Yidal a question about 
Christmas Pembroke. Sir John's ex- 
aggerated caution made him dread to 
say anything about Pembroke to any- 
body, lest that person should suspect 
something or say out something which 
would set other people suspecting. 
Sir John's knowledge of human nature 
and the springs of human action was 
of a very simple kind, which yet passes 
off generally for piercing sagacity. 
He came to his conclusions on the as- 
sumption that everybody else was in- 
fluenced by the same motives and in- 
terests that influenced him, and in the 
same way. 

Therefore Sir John was anxious to 
see Miss Lyle as soon as possible, and 
was determined that the first meeting 
of his daughter and her should be in 
his presence. He had great faith in 
his own power of averting the worst 
consequences in the way of awkward 
disclosure or question, by some person- 
al intervention if needs were, and by 
preventing things from being talked 
out to any clear understanding. A 
timely muddying of the waters is often 
a great advantage in such cases, and 
Challoner had great faith in the mud- 
dying of waters. 

They visited Miss Lyle in a semi- 
formal sort of way, the formality, how- 
ever, being a little disturbed by Mer- 
lin's enthusiastic joy at the sight of 
Marie, and by his first kissing her 
hand and then shaking it several times 
vehemently from left to right. The 
brave Merlin was especially proud of 
his knowledge of English customs, and 
he always shook hands in this lusty 
fashion with Miss Lyle's more favored 
personal friends. Sometimes, indeed, 
when a strange visitor came for the 
first time, if Merlin happened to be in 
a very gracious humor he shook hands 
with the stranger even before he al- 
lowed the latter an opportunity of in- 
qniring if Miss Lyle were at home. 

Miss Lyle, of cooise, was at Yioui^^ 



and she was delighted to welcome 
Marie. These two women were really 
very fond of each other, and faithful 
to each other. It seemed odd to John 
Challoner, but there was no mistake 
about it, and he was glad of it, be- 
cause he suspected that Dione Lyle 
disliked him, and distrusted him, and 
owed him a grudge ; and as a sensible 
man knows that you can never tell 
when, where, or how some enemy may 
injure you, he was pleased that Dione 
should be fond of his daughter, for 
that would secure her to him — except, 
perhaps, in some romantic and absurd 
love affair such as that of young Pem- 
broke. 

The visit was friendly and agreeable, 
and there was no bringing up of un- 
pleasant associations. The hostess 
was not this time in her balcony room. 

**I hardly know you. Miss Lyle, out 
of your balcony room," said Marie. 
** May I go there and look out ? " 

**But the balcony is closed, dear, 
and it's so wet and miserable." 

** Still I should like to look out. I 
have not yet seen the sea." 

*^I should have thought you had 
had enough of sea; but, my dear, do 
go and make the balcony look bright a 
moment by standing there, if you will." 

**Take care not to catch cold, 
Marie," her father added. 

When she had gone Dione turned to 
Sir John and said suddenly and sharp- 

**John — do you know anything of 
Christmas Pembroke ? " 

** Nothing, Dione; I haven't heard 
anything of him since my return; 
haven't had much time, you know. 
Has he left England ? " 

**I presume he has, but I don't 
know. I have heard nothing from 
him. He has not come near me nor 
written to me — ^not a line to say good- 
by even. I think that rather strange 
— ungrateful, perhaps. He is a good 
boy, and there must be some cause. 
I thought somebody, perhaps, had 
been putting him against me." 

"I know nothing of it. He wrote 
\x> 'mft Vm% ^mce to say that he was go- 
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ing to Japan at once ; I suppose he has 
gone." 

"I suppose so; but ^Well, Marie, 

how do you like the view under these 
skies ? " 

Sir John went home with his daugh- 
ter greatly reassured. Christmas had 
evidently gone, and Dione was not in 
league with him, and she was not in- 
clined to talk to Marie about him. 
Sir John began to think that things 
^were going very well. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

SHE WOULD AND SHE WOULD NOT. 

The rain fell heavily upon Dure- 
woods next day, turning the roads into 
mere mud-channels, and shutting out 
sea and sky alike from the sight. Di- 
one Lyle was sitting in the room which 
had the balcony ; but the balcony it- 
self had long ceased to be an endura- 
ble station. Miss Lyle was alone, and 
was seated near a little table, on which 
she leaned her elbow. It was evening, 
and the wind screamed among the 
trees like a screech-owl. Dione felt 
very much depressed. Suddenly she 
heard a sound, and looking toward the 
door of the room, which was open, saw 
Marie Challoner standing there. 

**You looked so picturesque. Miss 
Lyle, that I could not help stopping 
for a moment to study you." 

** I am so glad you have come, Marie. 
I was beginning to feel very lonely. I 
suppose we feel that sort of sensation 
more and more as we grow old — ^I used 
to like it once." 

* * But you never grow old ; you are 
always the same age — like a picture. 
When you come to die. Miss Lyle, I 
feel certain that you will not die in the 
way that is appointed for us common 
people — you will simply change into a 
picture and ornament this house for 
ever. 
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** That is rather a pretty idea, Marie. 
Will you have a cup of tea ? " 

"Yes, please. I came for some tea 
— ^and to see you again. I was grow- 
ing very lonely too." 

"Come near me, dear, aad let me 



see how you are looking. Stay, I will 
ring for the lamps ; it is so gray and 
dark." 

"No, Miss Lyle: please don't ex- 
amine me by the light. The dusk 
suits me much better. I couldn't 
stand an inspection by lamplight to- 
day." 

"You don't look well, Marie. Why 
are you so pale and thin, girl ? Your 
long travelling has done you no good, 
but only harm,^ I think. What is the 
matter with you ? " 

"Nothing, Miss Lyle; I am very 
well ; but it is such miserable weather. 
Nothing looks like itself now." 

"You don't look like yourself, 
Marie. You look unhappy. Are you 
sorry to be back among us all again ? " 

"Well, Durewoods isn't the same. 
Do you remember telling me once that 
Durewoods would never be the same 
to me again when once I had left it 
for Loudon life ? I think you were 
right. It never has been the same to 
me since. When we were in America 
we went of course to see Niagara. Oh, 
what a lovely place I I don't mean the 
Falls merely, but the woods — Goat 
Island and its delightful woods — no, 
I'm not going to describe— don't be 
afraid I It was such beautiful weather 
— early autumn ! Well, when we were 
returning to New York in the winter 
somebody persuaded us that we ought 
to see Niagara in that season too. 
How I wish we hadn't gone. The 
trees were naked, the air was cold, 
the woods were like grave-yards, the 
skies were black with the promise of 
snow, the whole place was dreary, 
gaunt, and wretched. It was the 
same place and not the same. It was 
Niagara under crape ; Niagara's corpse 
lying in its shroud. It was a Niagara 
of the underworld — was shauderhafV^ 

"You are growing quite eloquent, 
Marie," Miss Lyle said, with a smile. 

"Because I felt it so much. Very 
well ; to me now Durewoods is just 
the same. It is the melancholy ghost 
of my Durewoods." 

"You ought to be pretty well used 
to Burewooda mNraL\Kt^^^&ax\a^^ 
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**But I don't call this winter mere- the thought of your seeming so miser- 
ly; this is Dure woods in decrepit old able — at such a time.'* 
age, just about to die. Everything ^^ Nobody knows anything about it 
seems to tell me of death here. I feel but you, Miss Lyle. I pour out all my 



like the hero of 'Maud.' " 

**I think the lamps would make us 
a little livelier." 

**Let us wait a little yet. To tell 
you the truth. Miss Lyle, I dontt want 
you to examine me under the lamps 
just yet, until I have had some hot tea 
and plucked up my spirits a little. I 
don't want to be told that I am look- 
ing pale and wretched. Merlin has 
just kindly informed me that I am 
looking bad, bad — ^none good." 

**Well, I suppose you are a little 
* anxious just now," Dione said gravely, 
*^ on the threshold of a great event, 
dear." 

**0h, no; it isn't that. I have had 
that before me long enough to get 
used to it, I should think. Do you 
know it was a great shock to me, the 



dolef ulness on you. I don't treat papa 
to it— or anybody. Men would not 
'understand such unreasonable ways, I 
suppose." 

^^lam not a man, dear, and I con- 
fess I don't quite understand you just 
now. You are not really unhappy, 
Marie ? Certainly I don't see why you 
should be — if you have always told me 
fairly." 

**I ought to be the happiest of wo- 
men, I suppose." 

**You ought to be," said Dipne, 
emphatically, ** or else you ought to 
acknowledge that you are not, 
and— 



» 



* * Well, Miss Lyle — acknowledge 
that I am not, and what ? " 



(( 



** And act accordingly." 

'^ Act as if I was not the happiest of 

very moment I reached home here in women ? " 

Durewoods, to be met with the news 

that my poor old friend Sarah Cramp 

was dead and buried. She was such 

a dear, kind, good old creature, and I 

have such happy memories associated 

with her name. And I met her son — 



Yes. Don't go on doing that 
which you have no right to do unless 
it makes you the happiest of women." 
** But happiest of women is all non- 
sense — is it not ? Why should I be 
happiest, or what right have I to ex- 
that absurd, foolish creature — in pect to be happy at all ? I am weU 



America, and altogether it seemed so 
miserable." 

Marie felt her color come as she re- 
membered unfortunate Natty Cramp 
and the exhibition he had made of 
himself when last she saw him. It 



enough. I am about as happy, I sup- 
pose, as anybody else, or as I desire to 
be. My wants are few, Miss Lyle. A 
house in Park Lane, I think ; or Berk- 
eley Square, perhaps; a box in both 
opera houses, unlimited credit with 



made her doubly sorry for his poor Madame Elise, an acquaintance with 



old mother. 

* * Is he likely to do any good — that 
creature ? " Dione asked. 

**0h, I don't know — I'm afraid not, 
but I hope so," Marie said, not very 
coherently. "But the news of poor 
Mrs. Cramp's death was a great shock. 
The whole place seems like death." 

"You ought to have other thoughts 
surely, Marie I " 

**I suppose so. Well, I will try. 
Let us be merry." 

**I should like to see you a little 
brighter, I confess. If I were — aooie 
one — ^I should feel rather shocked at 



three or four duchesses, a handle sdch 
as ^ honorable ' to my name, old china 
and lace, and my own way in every- 
thmg." 

Dione moved her shoulders impa- 
tiently. 

"That isn't much, Miss Lyle, and — 
yes, there is one little thing more. I 
should like the name for which I sur- 
render my own to be a pretty one, and 
composed of four syllables ; two names, 
you understand, of two syllables each. 
I should not like to be simply Mrs. 
Btv^^s. Well, in this too I am to be 
gT«kW^<&^v '\^\i^x^lQrt^^ ^\ ^\si I not 



DEAR LADY DISDAIN. 



213 



happy? *I am, I am' — ^as the dear '*Well, you see in America there are 
little Peri says who is being admitted, such millions of people who don't 
like me, into the best circles of Para- know the difference between Russell 



dise." 

"I don't care to hear you talk in 
this way," said Dione, almost angrily. 
*'It isn't real, my dear, and it is 
thrown away on me. If you were just 
a cold-hearted and ambitious girl, I 
should give myself very little trouble 
about you. You don't put your cyni- 
cism on well, Marie. You lay it on 
too thickly, child ; we can all see the 
paint. You are not ambitious, and 
you are not cynical." 

** Indeed, Miss Lyle, I think you are 
wrong. I think I am a little ambitious, 
And I rather believe I am developing a 
certain gift of cynicism which will look 
very pretty when it has been properly 
•cultivated. Our American journey a 
little dashed my ambition, perhaps." 

"Really? I was not aware that so- 
ciety in America was such a school of 
modest contentment." 

'* No ; it was not in that way that my 
«mbition became rebuked." 

** How was it then?" 



Square and Belgrave Square. It's dis- 
couraging. So many people asked me 
if I knew Herbert Spencer — and I 
didn't; and if I knew George Eliot — 
and I didn't. I felt rather ashamed, 
and it would not have helped me a bit 
to tell them — ^if I could have told them 
— that though I didn't know Herbert 
Spencer, yet I lived in Belgrave 
Square." 

"But," Miss Lyle said slowly, 
"they have their distinctions between 
their Belgrave Squares and their Rus- 
sell Squares — or their friends and ene- 
mies sadly belie them." 

"Oh, yes, indeed they have. But 
there it i», you see. There is the re- 
buke to ambition conveyed in my sat- 
ire — ^it is satire, you know. You don't 
understand the difference between 
Madison Avenue and Washington 
Place ? " 

"No indeed, dear." 

"Yet look at the difference to a 
New York girl of my age and expecta- 



"One met with such hundreds of tions I Well, there it is. What is 



communities where they talked our 
language and read our books — and 
didn't comprehend our ambition." 

"Yes?" 

"What is a woman's ambition in 
London, Miss Lyle ? " 

"Really, my dear, "Miss Lyle said, 
drawing her shawl around her and set- 
tling down in her chair with a less dis- 
satisfied air, "you must tell me all 
ab^ut that. I have to be taught, and 
you say you understand the thing. " 

" Well, I take it that the ambition 
of a London girl means — ^putting it 
joughly, you know — ^living in Belgrave 
Square instead of Russell Square. 
These two extremes, I suppose, repre- 



the use of an ambition the symbols of 
whose triumphs are only understood 
in one's own parish ? " 

"But, my good girl, all your argu- 
ment is against yourself, and on my 
side. You tell me you see the folly 
of ambition, and all I said was that 
when you gave yourself out as ambi- 
tious you were only affecting it." 

" I may have my philosophic moods, 
may I not, without being a downright 
practical philosopher ? I think I have 
heard of such a thing with men." 

"My dear Marie, this is useless 
beating about the bush. I think you 
are not as happy as I should like you 
to be, and I think you are not satisfied 



sent Victory and Defeat. I am speak- with yourself — shall I go on ? " 



ing, of course, of people worth con- 
sidering. You would hardly expect 
me to take Clapham or Hampstead 
into account at all." 

"I have forgotten most of the land- 
marks of fashion, dear, but I'll take 
your definition if you like — on your 
stttbority. Well, what then ? " 



"If you please, Miss Lyle." 

" I don't like to see you going into 
this marriage — ^in this sort of way." 

"How should women go into a mar- 
riage ? " 

"I shouldn't mind an ordinary wo- 
man. 1 ^uo^ ^"Ci '^av\^ \s^ \B».^^ 
happy "b^ N^\jLat "^<*fvrA^. ^^^c^^ ^^^ ^ 
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brilliant match. She would have all a great deal. He brings the name^ 

she wanted ; and I don't know that I and I suppose I am to bring the 

should blame her for not stipulating money. So it isn't such a pitiful bar- 

for anything else any more than a wo- gain on my part.'' 

man who, not caring for a piano in her '* Bargain 1 " 

room, didn't stipulate for a piano. *'Well, it is a sort of bargain, you 

But you are different." know; but most marriages are, I sup- 

**You don't know. I suppose we pose. One thing I do wish, Miss 

are all much the same." ^ I^yle, with all my heart." 

** Marie," said Dione, taking the *' Yes, dear?" 

girl's hand and looking into her eyes, " That my father had a son. Then 



t( 



I have always seen in you something he.must have most of the money, and 

that young women don't have general- he would be the hope of the family, 

ly — something very rare among us al- you know ; and all the responsi- 

together, I believe — a sort of thing bility would rest upon him; and I 

that men call honor. Now if you tell should have so little money that peo- 

me on your honor — ^if you will for the pie wouldn't trouble themselves about 

moment suppose yourself a man — and me ; and I perhaps might be allowed 

tell me on your honor that you really to marry my brother's tutor if he was 

are glad of this marriage because of nice, or some poetical young curate, as 

the position you think it will give you, the good girls do in the books." 
and that you are going into it wilHng- Dione looked at her silently, pity- 

ly — ^I'll promise not to trouble you any ingly. 
more about it." '*'0r. Miss Lyle, failing that, I do 

Marie gently withdrew her right sometimes wish — shall I confess it?" 
hand and placed it on her breast. *'If you like, my dear." 

**0n my honor," she said gravely, *'Ido wish sometimes that as my 

** as a gentleman, I am going into this father has not a son " 

marriage with my eyes open and of **Yes — ^well?" 

my own free will." **That he had not a daughter 

Dione shook her head. either." 

"Gentlemen, good Master Challo- '* I knew it," said Dione. "Tknew 

ner, don't evade questions when on that you were only a victim in all 

their honor. I asked you if you were this." 

marrying willingly, for the sake of the "No, no," Marie said eagerly, and 

position you expect to get in society? " looking up so suddenly that she for- 

Marie's eyes turned downward. got how Miss Lyle must see the tears 

"Miss Lyle," she asked, "what in her eyes. "Indeed, indeed, I am not 

provision does the code of gentlemanly a victim. Papa would not for any- 

honor make for one when a question is thing in the world urge me or press 

put which he cannot answer directly me. He has told me again and again 

without the certainty of being misun- that he would rather sacrifice anything 

derstood ? " than allow me to marry if I was not 

" That's answer enough for me, quite satisfied. I am satisfied — as sat- 

Marie. I don't want any more." isfied as I could be with anything — 

" But you don't quite understand — since my father has a daughter and she 
you don't indeed I I mean this. I is expected to marry somebody. You 
don't myself know or care a great deal know how good Ronald Vidal is, and 
about society and all that. But I must clever, and he is young, and hand- 
marry some one — ^papa says so and some, and everything." 
everybody — ^and one might as well "I never heard a word," Dione 
have a name as not. I am not marry- quietly observed, "said against the 
in^ ioT money. Mr. Yidal— I sxippoae Go\mt Paris— did you ? He was good 
J on^ht to call him Ronald— hasn't wi^ cYe^et- \ ^>\^^q^^— -as^^ ^Q\ing and 
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handsome — and yet Juliet took poison 
ratber than marry him." 

**Ah, but tben there was Romeo," 
Ifarie said quickly, and then she grew 
red, and felt ashamed and wished she 
had not said it. 

Dione saw the blush, and was more 
surprised than she would have cared 
to admit. ** Can there be any feeling 
in this girl that she is purposely keep- 
ing back from me ? " she thought. 

**And there is no Romeo in your 
case, my dear," she said rather as a 
quiet statement of fact than an inquiry. 

**None, Miss Lyle; Ronald himself 
is the nearest approach ; so you see the 
cases are very different." 

'^Suppose the Romeo should come 
after ? " 

" After— what ? " 

"Should come too late. Suppose 
some one should come a year or two 
hence, who would have been just the 
Romeo if fate had sent him sooner. I 
am not jesting Marie; I am serious, 
and I want you to put that question to 
yourself very, very seriously. You are 
not a child, Marie, and mind, dear, I 
couldn't believe in any wrong thought 
in either Juliet or you — only would 
not your life then become miserable, 
and would ambition and the world 
content you if you found that there 
was a man who* might have been — the 
one, the only one, you know ? Just 
think of it, dear, and answer the ques- 
tion — ^to yourself, Marie, and not to me 
— ^I don't ask you for such a confi- 
dence as that. Don't be afraid — ask 
it boldly of yourself, and answer it — 
to yourself." 

There was a moment's silence. 

** Shall I ring for lamps now. Miss 
Lyle ? " Marie asked, rising. 

**If you please, dear." 

"And I must go. I have kept the 
carriage waiting — papa wants me back 
very soon, but I would come and talk 
with you." 

The little maid, Janet, entered the 
room with lamps. When she had gone 
Marie said — 

"What a pretty girl Janet grows, 
Miss Lyle." 



" Janet is going to be married soon." 
"Oh, is she? I am so sorry 1 I 
mean I am so glad, of course — if she 
wishes it. But why does she get mar- 
ried?" 

" What would you have her do ? " 
" Stay with you, of course, and be 
happy. I wish you would let me keep 
house for you. Miss Lyle. I think 
Janet ought to be the happiest girl in 
the world — I have often envied her of 
late. Now I don't envy her iany more." 
Marie presently took her leave. 
Miss Lyle remained, filled with per- 
plexity, and much distressed. The 
thoughts and doubts brought up by 
her conversation with Marie did not 
alone distress her. Neither she nor 
Marie had in the course of their talk 
made any allusion to the name of 
Christmas Pembroke. Yet Dione, at 
least, was thinking much about him all 
the time. For he had lately disap- 
peared altogether from her knowledge, 
"dropped out of the tissue" of her 
life. He had not written ; he had not 
come to see her; she did not know 
where he was, or what had become of 
him. She was sometimes alarmed and 
sometimes angry. She was well in- 
clined to make every allowance for a 
disappointed lover, and his moods, and 
sudden resolves, and changes of pur- 
pose, but still she could not help say- 
ing to herself that he might have told 
her of anything he proposed to do; 
that he might have said good-by, even 
by letter, before leaving England. 
Anyhow she was both perplexed and 
pained by his silence, and she would 
not even mention his name to Marie. 

The evening was peculiarly dull and 
trying to Marie. Her father and she 
dined alone. At one time their hav- 
ing an evening together, all to them- 
selves, was one of Marie's special joys. 
But now things had changed. He did 
not seem the same person ; they were 
not companions now as they used to 
be. Sir John treated her with an al- 
most deferential politeness, which ir- 
ritated her sometimes. He conducted 
himself a little too much as if he was 
enteTtainmg \iXi^ ''aoTvoT^i^A^ ^\'^, ^.Ky- 
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nald Yidal, not dining alone with his something from his mother, but not ft 

daughter Marie. Sir John did this great deal — by no means a great deal 

unconsciously, but it is certain that — ^and then there will be the interest on 

his mind was filled with a sense of the your fortune. Well, I don't see that 

dignity which was now so soon to de- you can possibly have more — for the 

.scend upon him. He thought Marie present, I mean — than two thousand 

looked handsomer than ever. His five hundred a year." 

mind fed itself on the satisfaction ^^ Perhaps that isn't enough," Marie 

which fortune seemed to have in store said, with a sudden little display of 

for him. Atone moment it occurred interest and even eagerness. '^Per- 

to him that, after all, such things have haps we ought not to marry on so Ut- 

frequently happened — elder brothers tie — is it little ? Does Ronald know ? 

often die young; and who knows — It might be well to wait perhaps until 

Marie might one day be the Countess we grow rich." 

Paladine. The thing was by no means ** What nonsense ! " her father said, 

impossible. He offered his daughter smiling. ''It's plenty of money for 

some grapes with a graceful deference you two— -you are not such a pair of 

that seemed almost like homage. spendthrifts." 

Then during the evening he talked ''But is Ronald quite aware of all 

a great deal about their future arrange- this, papa ? He may not think it 

ments. The honeymoon was to be much, you know." 

spent at Lord Paladine's country place. " Of course he knows all about it 

Lord Paladine himself was, at present, He is not such a mercenary creature, 

in Sicily. The newly married pair Marie. It isn^t money he wants, dear; 

were not to return to town until the iVa you," 

opening of Parliament. Sir John ask- " Oh I " 

ed Marie a great many questions about Marie had been leaning forward; 
the house that was to be taken for her she now subsided back into the arm- 
in town — ^where she would like it to chair, where she was rather languid^ 
be, furnished in what way, and all that resting. 

sort of thing, which rather distressed "Besides, look at the career he has 

her just at present. before him ; and then you know, of 

" I am very glad to leave all that to course, all that I have will come to you 
you and Ronald," she said. "He — to you both — someday." 
knows all about these things, and I " Perhaps you will outlive us, papa, 
don't. He has peculiar tastes too— I should not be at all surprised. " 
very good tastes, I dare say — ^and you "My dear, what an absurd ideal 
know I never had any in particular. I But now let us just turn to this house- 
am sure you and he will manage it all hold business for a moment," and he 
beautifully. I know I shall like what- branched off into a variety of details, 
ever you do." to which his daughter hardly even 

"Thank you, my dear. Still, a wo- tried to give much attention. At last 

man's taste is often so good." he became a little impatient when he 

"Not mine, dear. I scarcely know could not help seeing her indifference, 

one thing from another." "Marie, I believe you take no inter- 

" You see, Marie, you'll only want a est at all in these arrangements." 

small house. Young people now all "Well, dear, not much; I think I 

begin in nice little houses. Great es- would rather leave it all to him and to 

tablishments, even if people have the you." 

means to keep them up, only look well '*But don't you think Ronald will 

for middle-aged people. And then expect you to show some little inter- 

you know, my dear, you and Ronald est?" ' 

Will have to live rather modestly. You "Oh, no; I think not. I think he 

really haven^t much to spend. HeYia^a ^o\3[V^T«k\Xi«t\i^ \at ilone — left to his. 
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own choice, I mean. He understands 
sH that sort of thing so well, and he 
likes it. I cannot do better than leave 
it all to him. I shall be sure to like 
^whatever he likes." 

Sir John almost sighed. 

**Wen, Marie, as you please. But 
I should have thought you would feel 
■a little more curiosity even ' ' 

**It will come in time, I suppose; 
but I don't think I much want to anti- 
•cipate the time. I think until it does 
•come I would rather keep it out of 
sight, and not think about it so very 
much." 

There was a pause in the conversa- 
tion then, and Sir John gave up all 
idea of getting the prospective Mrs. 
Bonald Yidal to take any concern in 
the arrangements for her entrance upon 
married life in town. 

A gust of wind sent the rain stream- 
ing among the trees outside. 

*'What a melancholy time it is," 
Baid Marie; ^^ nothing but vain and 
wind since we returned to Durewoods. 
Such a welcome to give to wanderers 
returned 1 " 

y This must be a bad night at sea," 
Sir John said. *'I am glad we es- 
caped this, Marie. This wouldn't be 
pleasant on the Atlantic." 

*^Yes; it must be terrible at sea now 
—everywhere, I suppose. Will there 
be wrecks ? " 

**I fear so — off this coast perhaps in 
particular.". 

**I hope we have no friends at sea." 

There was another pause. Marie sat 
thinking. Suddenly she looked up : 

"Papa?" 

*'Yes, dear." 

"Do you know anything about Mr. 
Pembroke ? " 

Sir John did not show any of the ir- 
ritation which he felt. 

"No, Marie; I haven't seen him. 
When I go to town, probably " 

" But he is in England ? " 

** I suppose so; I presume so." 

"It is rather strange, Miss Lyle 
never said anything about him since 
we have come home." 

Sir John was ^lad to hear it, but 



made no remark, and thaf conversa- 
tion also dropped. 



CHAPTER XXXL 

THIS LOOKS NOT LIKE A NUPTIAL. 

Anotheb wet day Marie saw, as she 
looked next morning from her window 
over the tossing branches of the leaf- 
less trees. "I begin to think now I 
shall be glad to leave Durewoods," she 
said. 

There was no use in thinking of go- 
ing out in rain and wind among soak- 
ing shrubs and plashy grass. Marie had 
the best of it up in her- turret, for 
whatever of the picturesque is in an 
English wet day was to be found 
among the trees that beat against her 
window panes, and the gray clouds 
that seemed to rest like a canopy on 
the tree-tops. The height of her 
refuge did for the scene something like 
that which dim moonlight often does 
^— it left the commonplace features and 
the mere details out of sight, and only 
showed the more grand and massive 
effects. Another time perhaps Marie 
would have delighted in looking 
through the rain-vexed branches and 
at the heavy gray curtain that hung 
around them ; but now it all seemed 
too dreary to be endured. She had 
enough of melancholy within, and 
could scarcely bear it when nature 
chose to strike the same dismal chord 
without. 

She set herself to a task which she 
had for a long time contemplated. 
This was the destruction of all her old 
letters — attempts at poetry, unfinished 
diaries, trivial fond records, and such 
relics as her desk contained, and which 
she thought — ^why she could not tell — 
she ought to get rid of formally, be- 
fore entering upou her new life. There 
was indeed no particular need of this 
holocaust. But it soothed and pained 
her to make it. It seemed a befitting 
ceremonial wherewith to take formal 
leave of her girlish life, and enter up- 
on a new existence. She opened her 
desk, drew her chair near to the bright 
fire, and began \vet "vot^ ^1 ^»R.f^SL<i^. 
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What trifles most of these scraps 
now seemed to her which once she 
thought important or interesting 1 
There were ever so many things she 
had begun and never finished. Like 
every bright<ilever girl who has read a 
good deal and been a good deal alone, 
Marie had at one time fancied herself 
a poetess : and there were many scraps 
of verse here which then she had taken 
for the offspring of inspiration, but 
which now seemed palpable, passion- 
less, cold imitation. There were the 
verses done under the impulses of the 
first fresh delight in Tennyson; and 
here were some, all plaintive with 
early springs and stars and tears, which 
came up when she was in love with 
the German minor poets ; and here again 
were some heroine-like attempts to 
sound the iron harpstring of ^^Men 
and Women." There were the begin- 
nings of one or two tragedies; and 
there were some hymns to ** Marie, 
Star of the Sea," written when our 
heroine was under the influence of a 
young friend, a girl devotee from a ' 
French convent, who made Marie long 
to be a Roman Catholic, and be glad 
that her own name was that by which 
her friend invoked her celestial pat- 
roness. This girl had given herself 
formally up to the convent now, and 
Marie envied her. There were the 
opening passages, too, of essays in 
which Marie felt called upon to set 
right generally the warped order of 
things, but which she had not com- 
pleted. Thei:e were diaries in which 
at one time she had proposed to record 
all her thoughts, and in which for a 
time she did record them, until it 
occurred to her that they must be 
rather too much like the thoughts of 
everybody else, and that not much 
advantage came of her setting them 
down. 

Then there were the letters. These 
were chiefly from girl friends, most of 
them now well-nigh forgotten. The 
letters of the young devotee were nu- 
merous, and were even now interesting 
with the strange, pure, paaaioTia.te 
white heat of their devotion. TViwe 



were no love-letters in Marie's desk- 
no love-verses, unless, indeed, such 
name may be given to one or two early 
attempts at poetry by Nat Cramp, 
which that unfortunate amateur had 
been prevailed upon years ago to sub- 
mit to Marie for her judgment, and 
in which she now for the flrst time be* 
gan to perceive certain allusions to re- 
spectful adorers not daring to lift 
their eyes to the stars, and other simi- 
lar flights, which she clearly had not 
taken in their right sense before. 
Marie laid them very hastily on the 
fire, but was sorry for the poor fellow 
too — and hoped he would do well yet, 
and marry some one who would be 
fond of him, and would even think 
him clever. 

But there were no love-letters. This 
beautiful, frank, fearless girl had had, 
without even knowing it, admirers 
without end, and had been friendly 
with all of them, but never one of 
them had got the length of a letter 
with her. Many a man will love again 
and marry, and be fond of his wife, 
and have his heart in his home, his 
children, and his ambition, and yet 
never hear Marie Challoner's name 
without a little throb of reviving emo- 
tion and romance ; and she remembered 
none of them. She had never yet 
been kissed by a man except her father 
— ^not even, as we have seen, by her 
accepted lover. So her desk contained 
no secrets. Nothing but the ashes of 
the paper she was burning so fast lay 
smouldering in her grate. Yet it was 
not without a strange little heart- 
throb that she came on one letter 
amid her collection. She read it 
twice over, and thought at first that 
perhaps she would save it from the 
general burning, and keep it as a me- 
morial of a bright, sweet, passing time. 

** Shall I keep it?" : ^ 

It was a letter — a very short one— 
from Christmas Pembroke to her, 
written many months before. 

Marie had often, of coarse, seen 

Pembroke's writing, but it so happen- 

^^ >i)[i'ak\. ^<& V^ q\SlIy this one littie 
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acquaintaiiceship or friendship had 
been for the most part so close and so 
personal that there was hardly any 
need of a correspondence by letter be- 
tween them. But she had received 
this little note from him on some unim- 
portant subject, and she had written a 
reply to it, and put the note in her 
desk, where it lay until now, and she 
found it. 

** I had better bum every scrap that 
belongs to the old life in Dure woods, " 
she thought, **and begin quite new, 
with nothing to remind me of the past 
days at all." 

Still she held the little letter in her 
hand, and looked at the signature, 
"C. J. Pembroke," and wondered 
whether he was married yet, and 
whether he would be happy ; and was 
holding the letter still, and looking at 
it thoughtfully, regretfully, when she 
heard a tap at the door, and, to her 
own surprise, she found herself start- 
ing and blushing, and in a moment 
her father entered the room. The sen- 
sation which Marie Challoner felt at 
that moment she had never felt in her 
life before. Never before had she 
known herself to start, and blush, and 
tremble at her father's coming, as if 
she were trying to conceal some guilty 
secret. The newness and wonder of 
the sensation added unspeakably to 
her confusion. It would have been 
impossible for Sir John Challoner not 
to notice her embarrassment. She 
held the letter crumpled in her hand ; 
and the very action of so holding it 
only drew his attention all the more. 
His quiet look studied her. 

** I hope I have not disturbed you, 
Marie," he said very composedly. 

Marie recovered herself and her fear- 
less candor, and put the letter plainly 
out on her desk, but her color was still 
glowing. 

"No, dear; only I did not know 
who was coming; and" I was looking 
ov^ and destroying old papers — scraps 
of poetry— of verse, I mean — and let- 
ters." 

*' Shall I leave you to your work, 
Marie, and come in nmin ? " 



** Oh, no ! I am very glad you came. 
You have come just in time. Papa, I 
have something to say to you." 

Marie rose from her chair and went 
toward the fireplace and leaned her 
arm on the chimney-piece and looked 
into the fire. She had Christmas Pem- 
broke's letter in her other hand. In 
the few moments or seconds since her 
father's coming disturbed her, and 
set her blushing and trembling, she- 
had made up her mind. 

Sir John waited. He had a vague 
foreboding that he was to hear some- 
thing unpleasant. There was a pain- 
ful silence for a moment. Marie 
dreaded the results of her resolve, but 
the resolve was made when she found 
herself trembling at the sound of an 
opening door, because she had a letter 
in her hand. 

"Well, Marie, what is it ? " 

"Papa, I can't marry Mr. Vidal t- 
I must not do it I I can't do it 1 " 

Sir John stood up. This was what 
he had expected. This was what he 
knew was coming. He looked at hia 
daughter for a moment with eyes of 
blazing anger. But he had long 
schooled himself into the knowledge 
that in our modern ways anger counts 
for little, especially with women, since 
one cannot very well beat them. So 
he moderated his looks and tried to 
speak with easy, half-bantering com- 
posure. 

"My dear, what is the meaning — 
pray, may I ask — of this sudden 
change of mind ? " 

He was a good deal more stammer- 
ing and less fluent than usual, and he 
tapped the palm of one hand with the^ 
back of the other nervously. He was 
afraid a trial of strength was in pre- 
paration, and he had never had such a 
trial with Marie; but there seemed 
something about her ways which told 
him that if the girl once rebelled she 
would not very easily be put down. 

"Iti« sudden, and I know you will 
blame me; and Tie will think I have 
treated him so unfairly — ^if he cares.'* - 

"If he cares, Marie I Yo\i k.xsL<yw 
how m\ic\i "he c«tTe%. \\. tcv^^ \i^ ^^t^ 
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foolish of him, no doubt ; but you ** Bat, Marie, this will be shameful 

know how he cares, and I hope, Marie, — ^it will be disgrace I Do you think 

you are not serious in this. You you can deal with a grown man in 

should remember that you are dealing that sort of way ? Do please to look 

with a man, and that you are not a at his side of the question — do try to 

child.'' be a reasonable creature for a moment, 

'*I am yery sorry and ashamed of even though you are a girl. You ac- 
myself,'' Marie said humbly; and she . cepted this young man's offer deliber- 

longed to burst into tears. ''I know ately months ago, and on those very 

I ought to have found out my own conditions. You neyer pretended to 

mind long ago. But I have found it have any romantic lore for him, and 

out now — and it is not too late " he never asked you for it. I told you 

*' Nonsense I" Sir John interrupted, over and over again not to engage 
deeply regretting that it was not too yourself if you did not feel quite satis- 
late. ** What do you call finding out fied. Did I not, Marie ? " 
your mind ? Be a little more distinct, ''You did, dear," Marie answered, 
Marie, if you please, and let us talk in feeling that with every word a wider 
the language of reasonable people, gulf opened between her and her 
dear, and not the language of flowers father. 

or romances. What do you mean by "Well I Then — yet you accepted 

finding out your mind ? " his proposal. Nothing has changed 

'' I know now that I neoer could care since that time, and yet we hear all this 

enough about Mr. Vidal to marry him. nonsense." 

I never could — if I say love him, you *' Oh, yes; something has changed." 

will call it the language of romance; ''What has changed ? " 

but that is what I mean, and I can't ex- "I have changed," said poor Marie. 

press myself any better." There was "But, good heavens I that is not 

now a little of the rebellious tone in his fault, and he is not to be punished 

her voice, and it admonished Sir John for that. Besides, you haven't changed, 

to be cautious in his tactics. You never said you had any love for 

"But, my dear child, " he said him, and how could you have chang- 

soothingly, "I don't know that you ed?" 

ever gave Ronald Yidal to understand " It is so hard to explain," pleaded 
that you had that kind of feeling for Marie, and she was very meek and 
him. He ki^ows quite well that you humble, for she felt in many ways 
have not. Don't give yourself any ashamed and conscious of unhappy 
trouble about that. Ronald Yidal weakness ;" but I must try to explain 
hopes that that feeling — ^Ibve — ^will it — if you like. I promised him be- 
come in time, and so it will." cause I believed then — ^that — that I had 

" Oh, no— it would never come." none of that sort of feeling in me, and 

"Well, he is willing to take his that there was no reason why I might 

chance and do his best. He under- not marry him — as well as another— 

stands your feeling toward him per- though I didn't want to marry any one. 

fectly, and he doesn't expect too much. But now — it's different." 

He is a very sensible and modest young " In heaven's name, Marie, how is it 

fellow, and he thinks himself very different ? There is nothing differ- 

happy to get such a wife on such con- ent." 

ditions, I can assure you." "Yes, dear, I know now that I was 

" I don't think so. I am sure he mistaken about myself. I know that 

has far too much spirit to take any I could have that feeling, but not for 

girl on such conditions. I never could him. Now you know." 

care about him — never in all my life 1 With what an effort that confession 

Papa, it is no use. I will never marry was made — ^with what slow, difficult, 

Mr. Vidal." and formal words I It ought to have 
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been sobbed out on a mother's breast. 
It was made by Marie standing at one 
side of the hearth to him standing at 
the other, both erect and cold and 
separated. Marie spoke rather as a 
woman who, under the impulse of 
over-mastering necessity, explains to a 
doctor the symptoms of some physical 
illness than as a motherless daughter 
confides her hearths secret to the father 
who is her only friend. 

*' Marie," said her father, **you can- 
not have been deceiving me all this 
time; I could not believe you capable 
of that." He spoke with a^ much of 
the severity of austere truthfulness as 
if he never had deceived her; and for 
a momen the felt all that stem virtue, 

**I have not been deceiving any one 
^-except myself," said Marie sadly; 
'^ and even that I did not mean to do. 
You see that I don't deceive even my- 
self any more." 

" TJien how long have you known — 
that you didn't know your own 
mind?" 

"I came to know it — for the first 
time — 
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"Yes, go on, Marie. For the first 
time — ^when ? " 

" Just as you came into the room — 
now I " 

'*What nonsense I Why, Marie, I 
never before heard such nonsense as 

- this. My dear, you really must not be- 
have so like a child. How could I tell 
Ronald Vidal such a tale as that ? 
what would he say ? To tell him that 
for months and months you thought 
you knew your own mind, and that one 

~ fine day, all in a moment, you found 

~ out that you didn't I " 

"" *'It is true — ^just the truth, and it 

^ will have to be told to him. I will tell 
him myself if you think I ought to 
bear my own shame." 

•^ "You speak too lightly of this, 

Marie." 
' "Do I? I don't feel lightly about 

J it. I never k^iew what it was to feel 
such pain and shame before." 

"You don't seem to have thought 
about the matter at all. Do you fancy 
that he has no feelings ? " 



"Indeed, indeed, I have thought 
about him. Oh, I am so sorry for him 
— ^if he does really care for me. I 
would pray to heaven, if that were 
any use, that he didn't care for me. 
But how could I do him a greater 
wrong than to marry him, when I " 

She stopped, and leaned both her 
elbows on the chimney-piece, and 
made'a hiding-place of the hollow of 
her hands, in which she buried her 
face. 

"Yes, yes, we know all that," her 
father said. "We know that you 
don't particularly care about him — 
love him — ^whatever it is; but we 
knew all that before." 

She raised her head and looked at 
him unploringly. 

*'0h, it isn't that — there is more 
than that. Oh, can't you guess ? It 
isn't only that I don't care for him ; it 
is that I do care for somebody — ^not 
him." 

Sir John flung himself from his 
place by the chimney-piece. 

"Good God, Marie I what do yDU 
mean, and what are you talking about? 
It can't be." 

"It is— it is." 

"Where is that letter you had in 
your hand when I came in ? What is 
it? Give it to me." 

She had put it on the chimney-piece 
now. It had been in the hollow of 
her hands when she leaned her forehead 
on them. She took it up and gave it 
to her father without a word, but with 
trembling hand and face all crimsoned 
by shame and resolve. 

Sir John looked at the paper — the 
few lines of writing with the signature 
of " C. J. Pembroke " — and something 
like an oath broke from his lips. 

"When was this thing written?" 
he asked, with a tremendous effort not 
to lose his self-control. 

"I don't know — I forget. Months 
ago— a year perhaps." 

" Have you been corresponding with 
hun ? " 

" No," poor Lady Disdain answered. 
" I don't think I ever had another let- 
ter from him." 
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''But yoa said you only found out ^^Papa, how can you ask such a 

all this — about your feelings and so on question ? " Marie said, with some of 

-i— a few minutes ago ? " her old vivacity and energy coming 

*' Yes, that is the truth." back to her under the influence of 

Sir John was now puzzled as well as what seemed almost an insult. '*/ 

angry. Let us give him all the credit didn't know — ^how could he know I 

he deserves for his effort at self-con- And if I did know — ^well, I would 

Irol. He was a sleek, portly, polished never have promised Mr. Vidal ; but 

gentleman now, who had society and nobody then should ever have known, 

its proprieties always before his mind I would have kept that to myself. Oh, 

to school and mould him. But it I wish I had known, for that very rea- 

would have relieved him now if he son." • 

could have beaten his daughter. He '* I don't understand — ^what do you 

walked up and down the room once or mean, Marie ? " her father asked 

twice, blowing off the steam of his ' sharply. In his confusion and anger 

anger. he had forgotten his own fiction. 

** Marie," he said, suddenly stop- **You know he never cared about 
ping, ** I wish you would just be good me," poor Lady Disdain pleaded pite- 
enough to explain all this to me in ously. '* He told you himself that- 
plain English — clear words to every- oh, you know what he told you." 
thing — and as little romance as may Sir John pulled himself together in 
be. I want to understand if I can. time and remembered his pious fraud. 
That letter — ^I don't see anything He resolved to turn it to the best ac- 
in it — is ever so many months old. count he could. 
Yet you never thought of this — ^this **I am glad, Marie, "he said coldly, 
nonsense — until now. What is the "that you have common sense and— 
meaning of that ? " and well, yes, propriety, let us say, 
'* I don't know — indeed, indeed, I left in you to keep you from letting all 
don't. I never knew that I cared the world know that you have fallen 
about him in that sort of way. I was over head and ears in love with a 
very, very wretched lately; but I young man who, to say nothing of 
didn't know even then that that was other considerations, happens to be in 
the reason. It came on me now in a love with another girl. I am glad you 
flash, the moment I took up that let- have no idea of entering into the arena 
ter. I couldn't help it — ^I couldn't un- and competing for Mr. Pembroke." 
derstand it — and then you came in, '* Oh ! 'V 

and I started so like one doing some- He saw that he had stung her, and 
thing wrong, and then I knew." Her he was glad. He began to have a re- 
voice broke down in a little sob. viving hope from her wounded pride. 
"This is the greatest misfortune '* Still, you know, Marie, people will 
that ever fell on me, " Sir John said, talk, and your affairs and mine can't 
clenching his hands to keep down his claim special exemption. Everybody 
anger. knows that you are engaged to Honald 
**It is the greatest misfortune that Vidal — there was a paragraph in the 
ever fell on me," his daughter plead- papers the other day — and of course if 
ed. the thing is to be broken off there 
"But, good God, you might have will be a talk. He will have to get 
known your own mind I What are we. some explanation of your very sudden 
to do ? Where is. he ? do you know ? " change — ^he has a right to that, you 
*' I don't know." know, after having been placed in such 
* 'Has he left England ?" a position — and of course the thing 
*' Oh, indeed, I don't know." will get about. We shall have the 
*'Tell me, has he ever guessed at pleasure of knowing that everybody 
anything of this ? " says you would not marry Vidal becaase 



DEAR LADY DISDAIN. 



228 



yoii were in love with another person 
— who didn't care three straws about 
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you 

Marie quivered as if she had received 
a stroke of a whip. But the words 
gave her renewed firmness. She now 
saw that she could look for no sym- 
pathy and even for no mercy from her 
father. She must act for herself and 
defend herself, alone. 

*' What would you have me to do ? " 
she asked coldly. 

" Do ? Do what every sensible girl 
— ^yes, every modest girl would do. 
Conquer this silly sentiment^— this sud-* 
den feeling that began, you say your- 
self, ten minutes ago. Stamp it out. 
It will die in a few days or weeks. 
Don't insult and ill-treat the gentleman 
— ^the gentleman — ^whom you have en- 
gaged to marry by throwing him over, 
and making a fool of him, and all in 
obedience to some ridiculous, roman- 
tic, school-girl whim." 

*' Papa, is that really your advice ? " 

*'0f course it is. It would be the 
advice of every sensible person. What 
nonsense I " 

Marie shook her head. 

^'Then I am glad I am not a sensi- 
ble person, for Pll never do that, FU 
never marry Mr. Vidal. Oh — well ? " 

For Marie's maid had entered the 
room. Sir John walked toward the 
window, afraid some of their words 
had been overheard. He looked out 
upon the dripping trees blown by the 
wind that still, on the third day, 
fought its course against the rain. He 
was trembling with disappointment 
and anger. All his little world seemed 
to have been shattered by an impetu- 
ous touch from the hand of a foolish, 
romantic, headstrong girl. 

"Please, miss," the maid began, 
** there's a person — a man — ^below who 
wants to speak to you particularly." 

Sir John turned sharply round. 

'* To me, Sophy ? not to papa ? " 

*'No, miss; to you. He said he 
must speak to you particularly." 

** What is his name ? " 

'' He said his name it didn't matter; 
yon wouldn't know his name, he said." 



" Is he anybody from Durewoods — 
anybody I have ever seen ? " 

" I never saW him before, miss." 

Marie looked inquiringly at her father. 

'* Send him up here," said Sir John; 
"I'll see what his business is." E^s 
mind misgave him : he was ready to 
suspect anything now. 

"It must be somebody wanting 
money — ^a subscription, or charity, or 
something," Marie said, when the 
maid had left the room. 

"I really cannot guess who it is," 
her father said coldly, "but I shall 
soon know." 

It took some time to bring the 
visitor from the hall up to Marie's 
turret-room. No word passed between 
her and her father in the interval. 

"This is the gentleman, please, 
miss," the maid said. 

He did not look quite like a gentle- 
man somehow, but he was a remark- 
ably self-possessed, orderly sort of 
man, with formal whiskers and the air 
of one who declines in advance to con- 
sider himself an intruder anywhere^ 

"My respects to you, Sir John," he 
said, with half -military decorum ; * ' and 
I beg the young lady's pardon. My 
name is Sands." 

"Yes, yes. I thought I knew your 
face. You are the police inspector 
from Portstone ? Do you want to see 
me, Mr. Sands? The servant asked 
for my daughter. " 

"It was the young lady I wanted to 
see, but I am glad to find you here. 
Sir John ; and glad to see you home 
again, sir. I hope it is not a painful 
duty, Sir John, but I am afraid I shall 
have to ask the young lady to assist us 
in a matter of identification." 

Marie turned round surprised. 

"Identification of whom, or what, 
Mr. Sands?" Sir John asked. "My 
daughter is very much engaged at 
present, and if it isn't a very impor- 
tant matter— 
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"Well, Sir John, it maybe impor- 
tant in a manner. " He had now taken 
out a pocket-book, from which he took 
carefully a discolored letter ; and then 
turning to Marie, he said: 
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''Perhapa, miss, you wouldn^t mind 
telling me if you know that writing — 
and if you think it's meant for you." 

Marie took the letter without a 
word. It was merely addressed to 
*^Miss Challonerj^' but she knew the 
writing perfectly well. 

** Where did you get this?" she 
asked. 

^^ What is it, Marie ? Do you know 
the writing? Bay yes or no." Sir^ 
John seemed even more disturbed than 
she. 

*' Oh, yes I I know it — ^it's Mr. Pem- 
broke's." 

Sir John gave her a warning look — 
a look of anger and caution. It seem- 
ed to say, ''Recollect yourself now — 
no exposure, no scene. Remember it 
is you who have brought all this on 
us I" 

**Then you think it is for you, 
miss ? " 

'' I suppose so. Where did you get 
it?" 

'' Would you please to open and read 
it, miss." 

Marie opened it. It was wretched- 
ly discolored, and the ink had run; 
but it bore date the day but one be- 
fore that day; and this was what it 
said: 

''Mt dbab Miss Challonbr: 

''I cannot leave England without 

seeing you, and saying good-by. I 

have a strong reason for asking you 

to give me a few minutes of your 

time, and it shall not be more. You 

will not refuse me this, I know. I 

wish particularly to speak to you 

alone. 

" Ever truly yours, 

**C. J. Pembroke." 

** But where is he ? and where was 
this found ? " she asked. 

*' Give me the letter, Marie. Didn't 
you know anything of this ? " 

'*No, dear; how should I know? 
Where was this found ? Papa, ask 
him where this was found ? " 

*^ Welly miss, that's the painful part 
of it ; but we mustn't come to t\imk 



the worst all at once. This gentleman 
was a friend of yours ? " 

''He 18 a friend of ours." 

"Yes, miss — ^leastways, I'm sure I 
hope so. Is he a young gentleman 
twenty-four or five maybe — tall, fair 
complexion ? " 

" He is — he is I " Sir John said im- 
patiently. " But now tell us what this 
is all about, Mr. Sands." 

"Well, Sir John, we've had bad 
weather here, and there must have 
been accidents round this coast, and a 
body's come ashore at Portstone " 

"Oh, God I" Marie cried. 

Sir John put his hand firmly on her 
shotdder. 

" And, of course, we tried for marks 
of identity, and found money, but no 
card-case nor letters — ^but that in one 
of the pockets. I knew Miss Challo- 
ner's name, and thought it best to 
come along. It may be all some mis- 
take, you know, Sir John, and truly 
sorry I am if the young gentleman was 
a friend of yours." 

"He was coming to see me," Marie 
said; "and he is drowned I " 
* "Well, miss," said the inspector, 
seeing with some pain the stony pale- 
ness of her face, "we never can be 
sure of these sort of things until we 
actually see, and that's what I was go- 
ing to ask — whether you would mind 
coming to Portstone and just look- 
ing at the — I mean, seeing if it was 
the young gentleman. But as Sir 
John knows him too, perhaps we may 
spare you the trouble, miss." 

"Oh, yes; Miss Challoner couldnt 
attempt it, Mr. Sands ; nor is it neces- 
sary; I will go. My daughter feels this, 
as you see. It is a shock, of course. 
He was a very dear friend of ours." 

' ' I'll go, " said Marie ; ' ' I'll go with 
you, if you please, papa. I — I must 
see him again I " 

"If you'll be kind enough to wait 
for us in the library, Mr. Sands, I'll 
come to you in a few moments and let 
you know what we think best to do." 
He was longing to have the man oat 
of the room, for he feared that Marie's 
\mxi<dX.\\x«i\ caJiXSiaa^^ must give way. 
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Mr. Sands bowed and backed him- 
self out of the room. Sir John care- 
fully closed the door after him, and 
then returned to his daughter. Marie 
was now leaning one arm on the 
chinmey-piece and looking at the fire. 
There were no tears in her eyes, but 
her breast was heaving abruptly like 
to one in physical agony which she 
will not confess. When she spoke 
there was a dry sob in her voice. 

* * He was coming to see me I " she 
said; ''and now he is dead ! " 

"Marie, my dear," her father said, 
"this is a terrible blow, and a very 
sad thing. But we can't help it, my 
— ^my love ; and it's the will of Provi- 
dence, you know." 

Sir John was not cut out for a reli- 
gious consoler. He had all through 
the successful part of his career gone 
in for strict morality and propriety, 
but he had not given himself any re- 
ligious airs. Indeed, he thought that 
sort of thing in an active modem 
financier savored rather of hypocrisy 
and looked suspicious ; or at all events 
had an unprepossessing aspect of Non- 
conformity or "Wesleyanism about it 
and would be bad form. He was 
therefore a little constrained and 
awkward now in his recognition of 
Providence, and he feared that he was 
not very impressive ; and made himself 
the less impressive by the fear. 

"He^was coming to see me," said 
Marie again. "Well, I'll go to see 
him I ril go with you, papa." 

"My dear, we must be very careful. 
The thing is beyond help now, and 
I'm very sorry for the poor young fel- 
low — and of course, Marie, I am not 
so unfeeling as not to sympathize with 
you, after what you have told me to- 
day. But then, my dear child, you 
cannot want to make an exposure of 
your feelings, and have people talk — 
you know how they would talk — and 
then if you had been engaged to the 
poor young man, it would be different ; 
but you must remember that at this 
very moment you are engaged to Ro- 
nald Vidal ; «nd that poor Pembroke 
was— 
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"Was in love with somebody else I 
Yes, you have told me that. It al- 
ways seemed so strange to me. Now 
she has lost him. Ah, poor girl, how 
she must have loved him ! What 
will she do ? And he was coming to 
see me. I wonder why he cared to 
see me ? I didn't deserve it." 

Sir John looked at her in wonder. 
He always regarded women as hysteri- 
cal creatures, with natures at once lit- 
tle and tempestuous, who were easily 
shocked and made angry and made 
glad; who cried at a word of contra- 
diction, and hated all other women, 
and when any sad news arrived scream- 
ed and threw themselves about the 
floor or went to bed and drenched 
themselves in tears there. He was 
surprised and alarmed at the stony 
composure of his daughter. She was 
speaking in low monotone, and except 
for the quick movement of her chest, 
and the occasional short sob which 
now was hardly heard, there was no 
sign in her of any overwhelming emo- 
tion. 

"This will be sure to break down," 
he said to himself, "This will never 
last." 

" I really think you had better not 
come, Marie dear," he said hurriedly. 
"We must think of others in this 
matter. We must think of Vidal, 
you know. It's no use having things 
talked of now which can be avoided. 
For your sake and for Vidal's, we can- 
not have it said that you were in love 
with one young man while engaged to 
another." 

" Nobody shall know that. I don't 
care about myself — oh, not one single 
straw — ^what people say. I deserve 
anything for not knowing my own 
mind in time. Well I well I But it ia 
right on Mr. Vidal's account — I see tha% 
and I owe him something. But I wiU 
go with you, please — and I will not 
make any scene. Nobody shall know 
— and I should only go mad if I were 
left alone here." 

Sir John felt that there was nothing 
for it but to give way. ffis sympathy 
with hia d&\]L^^\.^x ^^a\i^\» ^<^ ^^"^ ^^ 
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he professed. He was much rather in- were really looking better than thej 

clined to be angry with her, but he did an hour ago. There was nb reason 

knew it would never do to diow any now why she should not marry Vidal; 

anger toward a girl under such cir- and Vidal was so sensible that he 

cumstances. The one uppermost feel- would wait another six months, if 

ing in his mind would have been best necessary ; and even if Vidal suspected 

expressed, if it might be, in the angry that she had had a little tenderness for 

question, *^ Why did she bring all this Pembroke, he was so generous and 

nuisance on me ? What did she mean so much a man of the world that he 

by being such a fool as to fall in love wouldn*t think too much about it now 

with that young fellow ? " Never in that the poor fellow was dead. Sir 

his life did Sir John admire his daugh- John himself had a settled convic- 

ter so little as since her confession, tion that every woman had been pro- 

Bef ore that he had been not merely a f oundly in love with some other 

loving but an admiring father! He man before she acceptisd her hus- 

was proud of his superb daughter, band, and he didn't see that they 

with her self-sufficing intrepidity and made any the worse wives for 

her ambition and her prospects. He that. 

saw her in his mind's eye the peer and It was well that the future seemed 
the rival of peeresses. Now there to him to open a little brighter than 
seemed to him something mean in the it did a few moments ago. He might 
love she had confessed. In his secret not, with all his sleek self-control, 
heart he was not sorry to hear that the have been quite able to conceal his an- 
waves had removed Christmas Pern- ger from Marie if his plans were hope- 
broke out of the way. That matter lessly spoiled. But now he showed 
was settled, at all events, and with himself very tender, 
good Management he did not despair ** Well, my dear," he said gently, 
of being able to bring Marie to marry " I will not cross you in this. I know 
Bonald Vidal yet. His course for the I can trust to your self-control and 
present was clear, he thought. He your sense of what you owe to your 
must sympathize with this girl, humor own dignity as a woman. You shall 
her, give her head in everything, try go with me. I'll order the carriage at 
to induce her emotions, if possible, to once to take us over. We'll be there 
flame and blaze themselves away un- before it gets dark. This is indeed a 
seen before Bonald came down ; and terrible trial for you, and, of course, it 
perhaps after awhile, when the thing is all the heavier because you .cannot 
was over, she could be brought to lis- indulge your feelings openly. My 
ten to reason. On the whole, things poor Marie I " 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

WHAT THE BBA GAYB UP. 

MARIE was alone for a fe^ mo- 
ments when her father left her 
room and went to make arrangements 
for their dismal journey. Something 
in his manner distressed her. In all 
^ het personal pain and grief, she had a 
T'ague consciousness that he did not 
seem to her very sorry. His change 
in manner since the terrible news 
came made her heart sink. She sus- 
pected that since Christmas Pembroke 
was now removed from the way he 
would try all the more to persuade her 
to marry Mr. Vidal, and i^e should 
have fresh argument and new strug- 
gles. In a day or two perhaps Vidal 
would be in Durewoods, and nothing 
in life seemed to her now half so hard 
to bear as the thought of her engage- 
ment with him. She pressed her 
hands to her forehead. A resolve 
came. 

"m break it off myself I " she de- 
termined. "I have a right I My 
life is my own — and I will do it I It 
is no shame now, since he is dead. I 
may love him now to my heart's con- 
tent — and I could not even think of 
him while I remained still bound to 
Mr. Vidal." 

** Marie," her father said, quietly 
entering the room, **get ready, dear, 
if you will come. "We shall start in 
half an hour exactly. I have a letter 
or two to write first, which must go 
to the post." 

**I too have a letter to write," 
Marie thought. 

**In half an hour Til come," Sir 
John said. 

*'I shall be quite ready, dear," 
Marie replied with a composure which 
puzzled him. 

The moment he had gone she went 
to her desk and began to write. The 



purpose that she had in writing kept 
her nerves calm and steady. Her 
composure was surprising to herself 
now. Even while she wrote she found 
herself coldly looking the situation 
full in the face, and resolving that 
this was the best thing and the right 
thing to do. Her whole soul was now 
set on being free of her engagement 
with Ronald Vidal — ^free to think al- 
ways over Christmas Pembroke, and 
to own to herself that she loved him. 
This step, too, would save her father 
the pain of having to tell her story 
with his own lips to Ronald, and it 
would prevent the possibility of his 
trying to induce her still to marry Vi- 
dal. She grew sick of the thought of 
his cool and man-of-the-world argu- 
ments all over again. « 

She f elt^ too, as if she could not look 
on Christmas Pembroke's dead body 
until she had released herself from her 
engagement with Mr; Vidal. That 
seemed an indispensable and sacred 
duty. Not that she feared to indulge 
in any burst of grief over the body of 
the young man whom she had known, 
all too late, that she loved. Lady 
Disdain believed that, broken as she 
was, she still had strength and pride 
enough not to betray herself before 
vulgar lookers-on. But her soul would 
at least be free ; and she could own to 
herself that she loved him. A girl be- 
guiled into an engagement during the 
absence of the lover whom she was 
taught to believe dead could not have 
panted more eagerly to free herself 
from it in order honestly to meet the 
lover come safely back than Marie 
longed to be free from her engage- 
ment with Mr. Vidal before she went 
to look on Christmas Pembroke dead. 

This was the letter she wrote. She 
wrote it ^^ at one stroke," and as fast as 
her pen co\i\d ^o. "Sfct TssMA^^s^issiar 
tress oi its s\x\>\qcX>\ 
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'^ Deab Mr. VroAL : This letter will 
give you pain to read, I fear. It gives 
me pain to write, but I cannot help 
writing it ; and I have not asked the 
advice of any one about it. I wonder 
if you already guess what I am going 
to say. 

'' I cannot keep my promise. I must 
ask of you, and beg of you, that you 
will release me from it. When I prom- 
ised I did a great wrong to you and to 
myself; but I did it partly without 
thought, and partly through ignorance 
of my own feelings. I know now that 
I ought not to marry you. I know 
that I never could care for you as you 
deserve, and as your wife ought to 
care for you. 

** This is not all. Perhaps you might 
be generous enough and hopeful 
enough to overlook that. But I am 
going to say what, perhaps, no girl 
ever wrote before at such a time, and 
what, perhaps, I ought to be ashamed 
to confess. I know now what I did 
not know then — that there is some one 
I do care for more than ever I could 
care for you or any other being. He 
does not know this, and never can 
know it now ; but I do. I love him. 

'^I suppose this is an unwomanly 
confession. If so, it will make you feel 
the less regret when you receive this 
letter. You could not care to make 
any girl your wife who could have 
written it. I shall be glad to believe 
that — ^if it is any relief to you to con- 
demn and despise me. I don't know 
what the usage of the world may be, 
but I have made up my mind that there 
should be truth between you and me. 

* * I do not ask you to forgive me. I 
ought to have asked your forgiveness 
when I promised — not now, when I re- 
lease you from your engagement, and 
set you free. 

** Marie Challoner." 

**When that leaves Durewoods," 
said Marie, *'I am free I" She made 
up the letter, addressed it, went down- 
stairs herself and placed it in the old- 
fashioned post-bag, and liaving mei\. 
nobody on the way, came qmet\y\>acJ\L 



to her room. There was a strange 
feeling of exaltation — ^almost of exul- 
tation — about her. All high emotions 
are in the same key ; and with resolve 
there always comes some thrill of the 
exultant mood. When Juliet's lover 
knows all and has surveyed in mind 
the worst and made up his resolve, 
there is something like exulting pride 
in the declaration that now after all he 
will visit Juliet, and that very night. 
Our heroine thought with a kindred 
pride that now she was free to look on 
the face of the man she loved. At 
that moment came back to her the 
quiet, warning words of Dione Lyle* 
the day before. 

"Miss Lyle was right, I suppose," 
she thought. ^ ^ I may think of him so 
now at least, since he is dead. Even 
the poor girl whom he loved would 
not blame me now, if she could 
know." 

Her father came and quietly handed 
her to the carriage, maintaining a dig- 
nified ease while in the presence of the 
servants, but relapsing into ostenta- 
tious sympathy when they were alone 
together and on their way. It was lit- 
tle more than midday, but the skies 
were covered and the scene was dim 
with mist. They had a long drive, 
and they did not talk much. The 
momentary elevation of spirit which 
Marie had felt when she made her re- 
solve had passed away, and she had 
now only a sense of utter loneliness. 
She looked into the future and shud- 
dered at its blankness ; and she looked 
back on the past and wondered why 
she ever was happy. 

For all the sympathy Sir John Chal- 
loner now expressed, his daughter 
could not bring herself to turn toward 
him in confidence and love. It was not 
merely that she could not bring herself 
to this ; but it did not seem in the na- 
ture of things that she should make the 
attempt, or that there could be confi- 
dence between them any more. Some 
vague idea that she had not been fairly 
dealt with floated across her mind. It 
\iai^ TioX. xttMLoXi ^ihape, but there it was. 
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much to see her before he left England moment she became more and more 

for ever ? Why was he leaving Eng- conscious of a creeping, chilly sensa- 

land for ever ? Why had he never told tion of distrust toward her father. It 

Miss Lyle about — ^all that about Miss was not strong and decisive enough to 

Jansen ? be suspicion — ^what was it ? 

Looking back now upon the past, she She looked thoughtfully at him as 

wondered at herself, and that she had he sat in the carriage, and she remem- 

not sooner understood the secret of bered the years when they were such 

her heart. Now she knew. She had companions, and when his coming al- 

loved him this long time. She had un- ways made her holiday, and she won- 

consciously tried to close her breast dered why her heart should be so cold 

Against him when she heard that he to him now. He looked up, and her 

was in love with another girl, but he eyes met his, and his were full of pity, 

had gone with her, inseparable as her she ^thought. She was touched, and 

shadow, everywhere. His memory she gently put her hand upon his arm. 

had oppressed her always. The dark- *'Papa, dear?" in the old loving, 

ness in which she sat, the paiJI^ con- childlike way which she had sometime 

stantly in her heart, had been be- disused, 

cause of him. But for her father and "Yes, my love." 

for the sake of Mr. Vidal, to whom she* "Have you any idea — can you think 

owed something, she would not have — ^why he wanted to see me before he 

cared now who knew it. She wished left England ? " 

that she might go to Sybil Jansen and For a moment perhaps Sir John was 

say, " I loved him too. I may tell tempted to tell her the truth, and give 

you, now that he is dead," and let her in her grief the poor consolation 

them be sisters in misfortune. of knowing that he loved her. She 

What things that formerly were be- looked so wistful, and eager, and pite- 
wildering to her, as to her own moods, ous. But Sir John was a prudent and 
now seemed clear, and how strange calculating man. He had made most 
many things appeared that concerned of his successes in life by the capacity 
him. Why did he tell her father that to survey the whole of a situation in a 
he wanted to marry Sybil Jansen, and moment, compare the "fors" and 
not tell Miss Lyle? Why did he al- "againsts," and make up his mind, 
ways seem unwilling to hear anything To tell her the truth would do her no 
about Mr. Vidal ? That day — ^that last good — it would only prevent her re- 
day — ^when she saw him at Mrs. Sea- covering from all this folly, and it 
^aves*8 house and when she sent would for ever damage him and his au- 
through him a message of friendliness thority in her eyes. The present pain 
to Miss Jansen — why did he look so was only for the present. Did he not 
blankly, and as if he didn't under- remember his own love pains about 
stand ? Why was Miss Jansen so cold Dione Lyle ? and now how absurd they 
and rude to her ? Why did she hear appeared. So he decided, 
of his love for Miss Jansen the very "Well, Marie, we were always very 
day when Mr. Vidal came with his kind to him — you particularly ; and he 
proposal to her ? seemed very grateful, poor fellow. It 

Thus vainly she tortured her mind, was only natural he should like to see 

as people will do — as if dead were not you and say that he felt thankful ; and 

dead — as if things might be set right then, perhaps, he fancied I didn't 

yet — as if it mattered now asking why quite approve of his throwing up his 

or how when all was finished for ever, career in England in that hasty sort of 

Now and then she remembered with a way, and might have thought you 

sickening pang that it was vain to would sery:e as a peacemaker. I should 

think of all this, and then she began sayitwassomethingof that kind: very 

to think of it all over again. Each likely. PoorteUo^ — ^^QCitl^\kp«V" 
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Marie sank back again into her for- 
mer attitude. It did seem likely — and 
yet I — and so all the yain tormenting 
questioning began over again. 

They were passing some scattered 
outlying houses at last, and boats and 
nets, and posts with chains and ropes 
attached. 

"Now, my dear," her father asked, 
in a tone of thrilling, startling, lar 
bored gentleness, like that which tells 
the patient that the operation is about 
to begin, " are you quite sure that you 
can go through all this ? A great deal 
depends upon your self-command. 
There is no necessity at all for you to 
get out of the carriage, and it will be 
80 painful " 

"Are we at the place ? " 

"Yes; very nearly. I really think 
you had much better not get out." 

"It seems to me at present," Marie 
answered, ^ ^ that I have only one desire 
left in the world." 

" Yes, well ; what is that ? " 

" To see him once more." 

Sir John shrugged his shoulders and 
felt bitterly angry. "This is what 
one brings up daughters and loves 
them for. Some young fellow comes 
from God knows where, and they have 
no feeling left in them for any one else ! " 

" As you please, Marie — if you will. 
But remember not to make an expos- 
ure of yourself. Don't let us play a 
scene in a tragedy for the edification 
of Portstone." 

"Why should I ezpode myself?" 
she asked. "I know all that is to be 
known — ^the worst is over. I only 
want to see him now, and to know 
that I have seen him." 

The carriage stopped, and Mr. Sands 
opened the door. Sir John got out 
and gave his hand to Marie. She 
alighted with a firm and easy step, 
and glanced quickly around her. The 
look of the place, or as much of it as 
she saw, became stamped upon her 
mind. They were at a doorway in one 
of the three sides of what might have 
been called a square, if a quay and the 
water did not form its fourth aide. 
The ifray, misty sea was spVaaAmig 



every moment over the quay side, and 
the rain waa driving across the irreg- 
ular pavement. The houses of the 
place were ancient and tumble-down 
looking structures for the most part. 
There were lights already blinking in 
the windows of some of them, aX- 
though the evening had not yet set in. 
In one house there were red curtains 
drawn across the lower windows, 
which, with light behind them, gave 
the one cheery patch of color to relieve 
the drear monotony and worse than 
wintry dismalness of the place. There 
were boats here and there, and there 
were posts with chains, and there were 
a few men in oilskin coats moving 
about. 

"Just this way,' Sir John," Mr» 
Sands said, "this way, miss; three 
steps down. The light here. Buggies." 

Buggies, whoever he was, held a Ian* 
tern, and Sir John and his daughter de- 
scended some steps into a long central 
passage or hall. Marie felt her heart 
beat painfully, but she kept her self- 
control completely. She was conscious 
of carefully holding up her dress, that it 
might not trail on the damp and dirty 
steps. 

"What place is this?" she asked 
quietly. 

" Tliis is the police station, and the 
fire-office, miss," the polite Sands re- 
plied. "We ought to have a dead- 
house here, but we ain't got one yet." 

Marie shuddered. This seemed like 
enough to a deadhouse. 

They went through the central pas- 
sage, which was very dark, but which 
had rooms with stone floors on either 
side, that appeared tolerably well 
lighted with windows. Marie observed 
that there was a bird in a cage in one 
of the rooms. 

Then they passed through a back- 
door and crossed a little ill-paved yard, 
Mr. Sands obligingly holding an um- 
brella open over Marie. They came to 
a sort of outbuilding like a stable or a 
laundry, and Mr. Sands, going on be- 
fore, opened the door with a latch. 

Marie drew back for one instant. 
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'* You will be firm, my dear child," did not seem as if it ever had belonged 

her father said imploringly. His whole to life at all ; it was only like a waxen 

soul was filled with a longing to get mask. Marie stooped over it for a 

all this over without a scene. If he second, holding her breath. Sir Joh& 

could once have her safely back in the bent down too, puzzled, amazed ; and 

carriage, she might faint then, or cry, then Marie tore her arm from his, and 

or do anything she liked. He did not gave a great cry that rang through the 

himself think now of the sight they gaunt empty room, *'0h, it's not he/ 

were to see. It was nothing to him. Oh, thank God I " 
If he had come alone and with a mind '^Oh, the young lady I" Mr. Sands 

free, there might be some room for a exclaimed, and ran to lift her, for she 

thought about the fate of his old had fallen all in a heap upon the floor, 
friend's son. But now he could only "No; thank you, don't — ^I can lift 

think of the possibility of Marie's her," Sir John cried furiously. **Thi8 

making a scene which might lead to has all been a confounded mistake, 

gossip and talk and scandal. A girl Mr. Sands 1 This isn't the person we 

in such a case might, for all he knew, supposed. Can't you get a chair 

throw herself on the body. He drew somewhere ? No ; I say, don't mind. 

Marie's arm more firmly within his "We'll tome out of this place." 
own, and they went in. Sir John was a strong man still in 

This place was better lighted than his prime, and he made no more ac- 
the more habitable part of the build- count of lifting and carrying his 
ing. It had great sloping skylights daughter than he used to do in the 
that almost made a roof of glass. The days when it was his delight to bear 
daylight was tolerably clear yet. her himself to her cradle. But he did 
• There was nothing in the room but not feel tenderly to her now in his 
a broad bench ; and on this lay some- heart. He felt impatient and angry, 
thing covered with a great rug or He was angry with her for making 
blanket. Marie held her breath. The what he would have called an exhibi- 
time has come, she thought to herself, tion of her feelings, and he was angry 
now. A strange conceit passed with Mr. Sands for having brought 
through her. **I know now that I about the mistake; and with Christ- 
could walk quietly to execution — ^it mas Pembroke for not being the dead 
wouldn't be half so bad as this 1 " body; and with the dead body for not 

.'* This is the body," Mr. Sands said, being Christmas Pembroke. In his 

with superfluous explanation. The haste he had not seen whose body it 

body covered with its rug seemed to was. He had not known that poor 

lord it over the place like visible King Nat Cramp was lying there with all 

Death himself. Mr. Sands spoke in a his foolish story of vanity, ambition, 

low tone as one might in the presence love, and disappointment brought to a 

of a king. sudden end. 

Sir John «and Marie looked on'in si- 
lence. It seemed to her that her very 

heartbeats now stood still. 

"Shall I?" Mr. Sands asked, put- CHAPTER XXXHL 

ting his hand upon the rug and mak- "but no more likb my fathbb." 
ing a motion as if to remove it. Marie Challoiter had been pre- 

. " If you please," Sir John answered, pared for everything but for what she 

Marie found herself murmuring some saw. She had schooled herself, steel- 
prayer — to whom, for what, she scarce- ed her heart and her nerves, and she 
ly knew. could have looked without giving way 

Mr. Sands turned down the rug. A on the cold, dead face of the man 

pale, waxy face was seen. It did not whom now she knew she had loved^ 

look awful ; it did not look human ; it Bhe t\iO\ig\it ^^ covxV^ \s^^vx ^?rv^x ^ss^^- 
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thiug rather than not see him for the 
last time. The last time — and also 
surely the first time I She never saw 
him before in the true light — as the 
one she might have loved. She had 
torn herself free from her engagement 
in order that, when she had seen him 
for the last time, she might be able in 
the secrecy and solitude of her own 
room at night to indulge in her grief 
for him without feeling shame. But 
she had not been prepared for what 
she did see and for the wild reaction 
of joy that he was not dead. There- 
fore a sudden stifling sensation seem- 
ed to cling upon her brain and her 
pulses, and there was an instant^s, a 
second^s intolerable struggle; strange 
lights flashed before her eyes, and 
there was an unearthly singing in her 
ears, and for the first time in her life 
she fainted. 

She recovered very soon, and she 
found that her father had been wetting 
her forehead with a handkerchief dip- 
ped in cold water, and she smiled a 
faint thankfulness, and said she was 
better — ^was quite well; and her fa- 
ther, who did not speak much, brought 
her to the carriage, where he said she 
could rest more comfortably, and she 
reclined there, feeling like a prisoner 
reprieved before his death sentence has 
been wholly carried out, and who has 
not quite recovered himself so far as 
to understand his joy. 

She saw her father and Mr. Sands 
talking together. She was now reviv- 
ing rapidly and beginning to feel her 
relief. Presently Sir John came and 
took his seat in the carriage next to 
her. 

"The young lady is better, I hope? " 
Mr. Sands asked, putting his head 
(which he respectfully uncovered de- 
spite the rain) in at the carriage win- 
dow. 

"I am quite well now, thank you, 
Mr. Sands," Marie answered, glad to 
speak to anybody. '*I never fainted 
before. But I was so glad to find that 
it was not the friend we thought." 

Grief we all know is easier to keep 
in its place than joy. But it is espe- 



cially hard to keep from talking of 
one^s joy. Dear Lady Disdain found 
it a severe trial not to pour out to her 
father all the sense of gladness which 
had so completely overmastered her. 
Something told her, however, only too 
surely, that he would not share her 
emotions, and it was therefore a sort 
of relief to her even to express them 
thus faintly to respectable Mr. Sands. 

"From what Mr. Sands has been 
telling me, however, I fear we must 
not look on things as quite so certain,*^ 
her father said chillingly. "Two 
young men, you say, took a boat at 
Baymouth, Mr. Sands?" 

" Two young men. Sir John. Such 
is the information we have received- 
two young men take a boat at Bay- 
mouth ; no one goes with them. ThU 
body is supposed to be one of them." 

"I am sure he is not drowned," 
Marie said in a low tone. *• ^ I know 
he is safe." 

"Well, well, we needn't try to argae 
that point," Sir John said. "Of 
course we all hope he is safe." 

"Odd, this one having the letter to 
the young lady in his possession, " Mr. 
Sands remarked. 

"No, not particularly odd," Sir 
John was quick to observe, for he did 
not choose to have it supposed that 
any odd things could happen where 
his daughter was concerned. " I dare 
say this poor fellow was a messenger- 
Mr. Pembroke's servant very probably. 
Do you know Pembroke's servant, 'hitt- 
rie ? Was that he ? " 

"Papa — don't you know ? " 

Sir John thought she was hastening 
to explain that Pembroke probably did 
not keep a servant, and he considered 
any such explanation unnecessary. 

"Ah, well — ^you didn't recognize 
hun?" 

"But — surely— did not you? The 
poor fellow ! It seems cruel and heart- 
less to have been so glad — seeing him 
there dead; but I couldn't help it." 

" Do you know who it was, Marie f*^ 

"Oh, yes, dear. It is that poor un- 
fortunate creature. Natty Cramp. I 
should have been so sorry for him"; 



DEAR LADY DISDAIN. 



233 



and Marie turned pale and felt sick at 
the thought of the dead' body and of 
what it might have been. 

"Nonsense I" Sir John said. "It 
•can't be I " 

"But indeed it is — poor Nat Cramp. 
So soon after his mother I " Marie 
tried to feel very, very sorry ; but the 
knowledge that it was not Christmas 
Pembroke kept sorrow asleep for the 
present. When sorrow slumbers wake 
it not, says the German song. Marie 
felt it a pious duty to stir her sorrow 
and try to rouse it ; but it had drunk 
of an opiate and would not wake. 

"Why, we left him in America the 
other day, " Sir John said. 

"One of the young men, it would 
appear, was understood to have come 
from America, Sir John," Mr. Sands 
explained. 

"He would have come on hearing of 
his mother's death, " said Marie, ' ' But 
that is poor Natty. His dreams are 
All over." 

"My daughter must be right," Sir 
John said. "This was the son of an 
old person, lately dead, who had been 
a servant at Durewoods, Mr. Sands." 

" Very sad I " s^d Mr. Sands ; "but 
we must all come to it." 

"Wait for me, Marie. Til just go 
with Mr. Sands and look again. I did 
not look very closely when I saw that 
it wasn't — ^it didn't occur to me. " 

Marie was left alone for a moment. 
The whole mystery seemed clear to 
lier. Poor Nat Cramp was hastening 
to Durewoods on account of his mo- 
ther's death, and Christmas had given 
him the letter to carry to her. The 
thought of their being together seem- 
ed to her out of the question. If they 
were together, how could Nat come to 
have the letter intended for her ? The 
suggestion did not even trouble or 
alarm her. Oh, no I he was alive ! 
and she was happy. For the present 
she had not even time to think that if 
he lived he lived for some one else. It 
was enough now to know that he was 
not dead. 

Sir John came back looking a little 
pale. 



"It is poor Cramp sure enough," he 
said. " Why the deuce didn't he stay 
in the States, where he was doing well? " 

Sir John was very angry with Cramp 
for not being Christmas Pembroke. 
Or it seemed to him perhaps that if 
Cramp had only remained in New Pa- 
dua, Pembroke then must have been 
drowned. He gave directions, how- 
ever, to Mr. Sands that ^hen all the 
formalities of the law were over, the 
body should be removed to Durewoods 
and buried there near that of Mrs. 
Cramp, and that he. Sir John Challo- 
ner, would bear all the expenses. He 
also requested Mr. Sands to let him 
know if anything else came to light — 
about the boat and the other young 
man — and the carriage drove away. 

"Why was this young fellow bring- 
ing a letter to you, Marie f " her father 
asked sharply. 

"I don't know, indeed, papa. But 
I suppose Mr. Pembroke must have 
asked him to bring it to me." 

Sir John shrugged his shoulders. 

"It seems to me that there was a 
kind of plot going on all around me, 
, and that everybody had some mystery, 
which was carefully kept from me. 
Was Dione Lyle mixed up in all this 
work ? " 

"In what work, dear? I don't 
know of any." 

"All this letter-writing, and fetch- 
ing and carrying, and love-secrets, and 
the rest of it. The whole parish, I 
suppose, will know that Miss Challo- 
ner was in love with some young fellow 
— ^while she was engaged to Lord Pal- 
adine's son. Good God, what a state 
of things I " 

"Oh, but nobody knew it," Marie 
pleaded. " Oh, why can you not be- 
lieve me ? Nobody knew it. I didn't 
know it myself. Don't make me mis- 
erable by telling me that I have dis- 
graced myself. I have not disgraced 
myself. Nobody ever shall know it, 
if you don't betray it." 

"Marie, let me know this distinct- 
ly, once for all. Has nobody else ever 
heard of this ? " 

"Nobody else^-oh, no I" 
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For the moment she did not remem- yery day as he never spoke to her be- 

ber that in her letter to Vidal she had fore, and as she could not yesterday 

made a confession which only wanted have believed it possible that anybody 

the name to be complete. would ever speak to her. Who could 

Sir John threw himself back in his say what might not happen next ? All 
seat with a sort of sigh as of one who strange and inconceivable things had 
mournfully resigns himself to the du- lately broken in upon her life. A 
bious consolation that things might great sea had rushed over it and swept 
have been worse. Marie was left to all the old landmarks away. Nothing 
her own thoughts for the rest of the could be surprising any more. There- 
journey homeward. It was not her fore her heart beat quickly. like all 
father's fault if she did not regard her- women she was inclined to tremble at 
self as a very wrong-headed young wo- the unknown and the possible, 
man, who was bringing trouble upon But the one thing which she could 
her family and friends. All this Idnd not do was to deceive. "If this re- 
of thing was very new to Marie, who mains unknown to him one hour longer, 
had been a sort of princess in her home I shall have deceived him,'' she said» 
before this, and whom her father In that moment of confused emotion. 
would have spoiled — if she could have there came to her recollection that 
been spoiled — ^by petting and by some- Dione Lyle had praised her for having 
thing like homage. something like a man's sentiment of 

When she returned to her own room honor. She went resolutely to her fa- 
it came on her mind that there would ther. 

seem to her father an inconsistency She knew she should find bim in the 

between the assurance she had. given library. Only the other day it seemed 

him that nobody knew of her secret when she used to run in and scramble 

but himself, and the sort of confession into his arms, and sit on his knee, and 

she had made to Mr. Vidal. He must make him put away whatever book he 

come to know what she had written to was reading, and talk to her. How 

Vidal, and she felt that it would be kind and patient he always was. 

Hnworthy on her part not to tell him Again she remembered what a holiday 

at once. She had written the letter his coming used to be I Now she was 

with a set purpose which nothing could almost afraid to go to him. But she 

shake : and why should she be afraid put her fear down and went in. 

to say that she had done so ? What, Sir John was leaning on the chim- 

indeed, could it matter now ? She ney-piece with his back turned to her, 

could not and would not do the only and looking moodily at the fire. As 

thing that would have pleased her fa- he heard the rustle of her dress he 

tiier— what then did it matter whether looked up, and their eyes met in the 

his displeasure fell upon her a little glass over the chimney-piece. There 

more or a little less sharply, a little was no sympathy in that momentary 

sooner or a little later ? interchange of glances. Each looked 

Still, she felt a kind of dread at her away at once, 
heart. She shrank back from facing "Have I disturbed you, papa ?" she 
. the unknown consequences of what began, with an effort at ease, 
she had done. She was alarmed at the " No, Marie, I was not busy." This 
thought of seeing her father in some was said in a tone and with a manner 
mood such as she had never known in which conveyed as plainly as any 
him before. She had heard^ and read words could have done — "My mind 
of fathers who were violent and fierce, was too painfully occupied with the 
Her father, of course, had never been trial imposed upon me by an ungrate- 
like that. It was hard to believe in ful daughter, to allow of my devoting 
the possibility of Ms ever bemg \\ke myaelf to my usual occupations." 
that But he bad spoken to \ieTt\iat '•'•l^^aX.^^X.Q^l^ooi&^iJaM^^ 
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**Yes, Marie." There was a slight sel of Venetian glass which he found 

relaxation of the melancholy rigor of on the chimney-piece. He now dashed 

his face. ^* Has she come to announce it on the hearth, where it broke in 

submission ? " he asked himself. pieces with a crash that made Marie 

"I know you will be displeased " start and tremble. Women are great- 

" Oh ! Well, Marie ? " ly frightened by a dispute which begins 

''I told you to-day that nobody with a loud noise and breaking of 

could possibly know anything about — glass, 

about all that — ^but you." '* Marie — you didn't do this. I don't 

*'Yes, you told me that — and I be- believe it. You never would have 

lieved you. Well — was it not true ? " dared to do it without telling me." 

This harsh, cruel way of taking her " Oh, yes, I did it. I thought it 

up shocked Marie and almost made very right to do." 

her repent of her candor. " Do you mean to say that you have 

*'It was true^" she said quietly, actually sent that letter — sent it away 

^^ At least I meant it for the truth, with that shameful confession in it ? '^ 

But I didn't remember then that I had "Yes, it is gone." 

told another person something of it." "Great God 1 What did you do 

"I thought as much, Marie," Sir such a thing as that for? Have you 

Johnsaid, with a half-triumphant, half- no sense of shame — ^have you no 

contemptuous smile. " You women thought of me or of anything ? Why 

never, I believe, tell the whole truth did you not tell me ? " 

at once. Well, I suppose I know the " Oh, because you would have tried 

rest. You told this romantic secret, to persuade me. And we should only 

of course, to Dione Lyle I I might have had useless arguments — and you 

have known it. I believe in my soul don't understand how a woman feels 

that woman was at the bottom of the — or, at least, how I feel. Papa, I 

whole affair. She hates me I know, am sorry if you are angry, but I 

Well, she has her revenge now. I couldn't help it. I felt that I must 

can't deny that." set myself free from this miserable 

" No, I never told Miss Lyle, " Marie engagement, and set liim free too — 

said, surprised, amid all her nearer per- good, kind Ronald Vidal — and the 

sonal emotions, at the words he had only right way was to tell him the 

spoken — ^the words about hatred and truth." 

revenge. " She knows nothing about "We are disgraced for ever I " 

it." "There is no disgrace," Marie said 

" Then who in the name of the— bravely; " but there would have been 

I want to hear who knows anything disgrace to me if I married that kind- 

about it." hearted, honorable man, when I had 

"I wrote to Mr. Vidal to-day." no love for him, but only for some- 

" You — ^what ? You wrote to Ronald body else 1 Oh, yes, that would have 

Vidal ? " been disgrace. I am not ashamed of 

"I wrote to him to-day." what I have done." 

"Marie? You wrote to Vidal to- "I am, by God 1" her father cried 

day — about what ? " out so furiously that she started — 

"I told him that I couldn't ever "and I am ashamed of you I Yes, I 

marry him — ^because I didn't— care am — ^and I ought to be I Did any one 

about him— and because " ever hear of such a thing ? Why didn't 

" Well, go on in God's name and let you let me write — ^if you must break 

me hear it all." off the whole thing ? I could have put 

" Because I cared — ^very much — ^for it in some decent light." 

somebody else." "I Wrote because I wanted just the 

Sir John Ohalloner had been nerv- plain truth to be known." 

ously turning in his hand a large ves- Sir John \ooYft^ ^\. \i^t "'irvJOo. ^«Rft- 
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inquiry. Could it be that she meant soles all the good people we read of. 

to imply anything against him — ^that But there are some very good people 

he would not have told the truth ? who are not quite so complacently sat- 

But his daughter had no such meaning, isfied of their own goodness, and who 

*'I knew," she went on simply, therefore, when they hear themselves 

'Hhat you would not like to tell that vehemently denounced as guilty, are 

— and Mr. Vidal might still think that startled for the moment into almost 

he was bound to press me, and might fearing that they are not innocent, 

think there was nothing really in the Sir John suddenly stopped, 

way — and so I wanted him to know ** I wish to God I had never had a 

once for all that it would be impos- daughter 1 " he said. ^^ I wish yon 

^ble." had died when you had that fever long 

^^My God, what deceivers women ago — ^and I sat up all night — night 

are I " Sir John cried in his indigna- after night, and I wouldn't let the 

tion against the whole sex about whom nurse watch you — ^I did, by God 1 I've 

it was one of his articles of faith that worked for you*more than for myself, 

men were not bound to tell them the I have had ambition for you — I speca- 

whole truth in anything. ^^ To think lated, and saved, and schemed, and 

that you could be with me all this day, planned for you — a match-maldng 

Marie, and never tell me that — and mamma '' — ^he changed his tone for a 

look me in the face and keep such a moment to one of savage sarcasm — ^U 

secret as that ! Have you told Vidal match-making mamma couldn't have 

his name as well as everything else ? " done more for her daughter than I did 

** Oh, no; " and she found the color for you — and now this is what it all 

all mounting to her forehead. comes to I ". 

**But of course he'll easily guess; He was working himself up into a 

and this will be the talk of the town I fury which Marie thought terrible to 

Marie, I am glad your mother is dead. " look at. It was strange indeed to her, 

He walked up and down the room, and had long been strange to him. 

4tnd kept saying in a loud tone, **What John Challoner had been bom poor 

are we to do ? What are we to do ? " and among the humble, and he had 

Marie felt nearly crushed. She had been bom with a passionate and in 
not before regarded her offence in this many qualities a vulgar nature. He 
odious light. She had not supposed had gradually risen in the world ; he 
that it was an actual sin against wo- was endowed by nature with just the 
manhood to be in love even with some- combination of faculties which mean 
body who was not in love with her — rising in the world, and no more. 
€0 long as she kept her secret to her- Getting up and up, he had schooled 
self — and whose fault was it that she himself into the proprieties and the 
had not kept it to herself ? Surely manners of the people with whom it 
only theirs who would have had was his ambition to associate, and 
her to marry a man whom she never he had disciplined his bursts of anger, 
could love. Therefore, while she But, as we have seen, a certain taint 
regarded herself as very unfortunate of the original vulgarity of nature al- 
and beset by very peculiar trials, ways remained in him. So, too, the 
and was prepared even to own that she deep, coarse passion remained down 
must now be a great trouble to her in his breast somewhere. It was al- 
father, still she had not thought of ways only smothered — not extinguish- 
herself as a mere scandal upon woman- ed. It broke out now and blazed ; and 
hood. But it is hard to hear oneself Challoner liked it to blaze. Now that 
bewailed and cried out against as a there was nobody looking on but his 
shame to one's household and not to daughter — for whom, since she was 
droop the head. A sense of one's in- not likely to be the Honorable Mrs. 
nocence, we are told, sustains and con- Anything, he had no longer much re- 
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spect — he was glad to give his old na- wild, choking, red-faced man below, 

"ture its full way. It relieved him, who flung his arms about and stamped 

And his disappointment was almost and broke glass things and rated at 

unbearable. her and flung her away ? 

Marie was startled and shocked out Her heart leaped with a nameless, 
of all thought for herself. undefinable terror as she heard a tap 
** Oh, papa — dear, dear papa, don't at the door, and then saw it open and 
speak and look in that way ! You are her father come in. Instinctively she 
not like yourself. Oh, I am so sorry if drew back and almost cowered in the 
I have disappointed you." comer beside the chimney-piece. Dear 
She put her hand gently on his Lady Disdain had never before known 
shoulder. He flung it off and flung fear. She had never had anything to 
her off so roughly that she found her- be afraid of; and the common terrors^ 
self shaken against the chimney-piece, death, storms, wrecks, and such like, 
Then he stood near her, with his face would have found her brave and 
purpling and his large white hand briliant. But she was for the mo- 
clenched, and her heart stood still, for ment cowed by this strong, furi- 
she thought he was going to strike ous man, who she supposed might 
her. beat her and kill her if he liked. If 
Then he drew back and tossed his she was capable or conscious of any 
arms loosely about as if to shake off distinct wish or hope at the time, it 
the temptation that beset him. was that he would kill her in some 
** Go out of the room I " he cried, quick way, and not strike and beat her 
** Get out of the room, and don't stand first. 

there to provoke me ? You are a dis- Sir John was now as pale as she, and 

grace to me." he trembled more than she did. 

He turned his back upon her and ** Marie — ^Marie," he said, "I have 

strode to a window, and stood there come to beg your pardon, my child, 

chafing and tossing his arms almost as I — I want you to forgive me. I do not 

wildly as the trees outside were tossing know what came over me — ^but I didn't 

their boughs. mean what I said. I used to be very 

Dear Lady Disdain, white as ashes, passionate once, but not this long time 

went out of the room. She went to — only it came out then in a moment, 

her turret-room where she had been so Won't you forgive me, my dear ? " 

happy, where she had been such a He mistook Marie's hesitation. She 

princess. She could not yet find any was too much bewildered and alarmed 

relief to her agony in tears. She felt to collect her senses and reply, for 

a dry, catching, choking sob every this presentation of her father was as 

now and then rending her throat, but strange and dreadful as the other, 

she could not cry. The whole thing **My dear, my dear, do you refuse 

was so frightfully strange. Wa» it her to forgive me ? Good God, are you 

father — or a madman — or some hid- afraid of me ? I'll go on my knees to 

eous creature of a dream — ^who had you." 

heaped such insults on her, and flung ** Oh, my dear, "the poor bewildered, 

her away with his hand, and driven heart-torn girl cried, throwing her arms 

her from the room ? Her misery was round his neck, ** don't speak in that 

too new for her to realize its shape as way ; it is like madness 1 I forgive 

yet. One thing only was pressing you, dear. I forgive you, a thousand 

down upon her — the consciousness that times. I know you didn't mean it — ^it 

all was changed — ^that nothing ever was nothing. Do not think about it 

again could be as it was for her. any more. I am not afraid of you. 

Where was her father — the kind, dear — oh, no, not a bit. Why should 

fond, petting companion of her child- I be afraid ? " 

hood and her youth ? That strange. She now petted and soothed him 
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almost SB one might a child. He 
seemed, indeed, a sort of child to her. 
At first she feared in her ignorance 
that he was really going mad, but at 
last she came to understand things bet- 
ter. It was only the furious outburst 
of a disappointed and a not noble am- 
bition. This it was which had made 
her father first rage and then growl. 
Oh, how truly she forgave him, and felt 
pity and regret all unspeakable for him ! 
How she prayed for him and wept for 
him that sad night ! But the dear, 
dear father of her girlhood, whom she 
admired as well as loyed — ^the strong, 
serene, stately father on whose arm 
she was so proud to lean, and whose 
smiling presence made her best festival 
— that friend and father was gone for 
ever. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

ONE TAKEN — THE OTHEB LEFT. 

One of Nat Cramp's wild dreams 
had been realized. That far-off night, 
when he walked on the Durewoods 
pier, he found a certain delight in wish- 
ing that he had perished in the sea, 
and that his body had been washed 
ashore, and that sJie might hear of his 
fate. A kind heaven, pitying and in- 
dulgent even to his nonsense, had 
granted at least half his prayer — as 
Apollo dealt with the hero in the 
**JEneid." The sea had washed his 
dead body ashore and brought it un- 
der her very eyes. It would probably 
have reconciled him to death in any 
case if he could have known for cer- 
tain that Marie ChaUoner would bend 
over his dead face and recognize him. 
Poor Nat, what a pity he cannot l^now. 
Ah, it is humiliating to think that 
there is no heroism in the life half so 
desperate as the heroism of self-conceit ! 
Yet suppose Nat could have known. 
Suppose he could have seen Marie 
ChaUoner fall in a faint from very, joy 
that it was he who was dead and not 
Christmas Pembroke. Suppose he 
could have known that his life or 
death would hardly be thought of by 



her, provided only that Christmas 
Pembroke were alive. Surely one 
might say that the devil himself could 
have invented no more cunning, cruel 
trick than that — ^to entrap poor Nat 
into throwing away his life only that 
his very death might show more clear- 
ly than ever his utter insignificance in 
her eyes. To die for the sake of giv- 
ing her at least a pang ; and to find 
that the pang was only one of joy be- 
cause he and not somebody else was 
dead! What but this could be in- 
deed ** the fiend's arch mock ? " 

The sea keeps some of its secrets. 
It will always keep secret the answer 
to the question whether Cramp really 
meant that day to drown himself and 
his companion. Was his conduct only 
an ebullition of meaningless bravado? 
Was it merely the irrepressible extrav- 
agance of a fantastic, morbid mind 
strained to its utmost by excitement I 
Had he thought of what he was doing 
at all, or was he unaccountable for any 
freak and impulse, as a drunken man 
might be ? That cannot be settled. 
There was so much of self-conceit and 
sham and mountebankery about the 
poor youth at his best that he could 
never know himself how far he was in 
earnest. But it is probable that his 
condition then was desperate enough 
for anything, and there was always a 
preposterous amount of earnestness un- 
der his most grotesque folly. The one 
certain thing is that wilfully or other- 
wise, by blundering bravado or set 
purpose, he turned the boat over, and 
that next day his body lay cold under 
the eyes of Marie ChaUoner. All the 
dreams and hopes and romance, the 
nonsense, the Claude Melnotte visions, 
the republic, and the church of the 
future had conducted him to this. 
His epitaph, perhaps, might fitly be 
embodied in the cry of joy with which 
Marie welcomed the discovery that it 
was he and not another whom the 
chilly, broken waves of the winter sea 
had washed ashore. 

Meanwhile what of the chance com- 
panion who had come down from 
London with Cramp that day, and 
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irhose Bellerophon-letter poor, cold, 
unconscious Cramp had brought with 
him safely to land in order to torture 
our heroine and take all the tragic 
dignity out of his own fate ? 

When the boat turned over and 
flung Christmas Pembroke and Nat 
Cramp into the sea, the two parted 
<^ompany in a moment. Christmas 
rose to the surface at once, and kept 
his nerves steady and tried to look 
about him. The waves were sharp 
and rough, and buffeted him hither 
and thither as the gusts of sudden 
wind varied. They struck him in the 
face and beat him on the back of the 
liead and blinded his eyes, and some- 
times threw him clean over on his 
back. They seemed to own no regular 
rise and fall to which a stout swimmer 
might suit himself. Perhaps, in such 
a condition of things, if a man really 
can swim, he is apt at first to lose his 
temper rather than his courage. It is 
almost impossible not to be angry with 
the waves, very hard to keep from 
shouting at them and cursing at them. 
They seem to play so unfairly ; to give 
their enemy no chance ; to fall upon 
him from all sides at once ; to hit him 
-when he is down ; to fling themselves 
on him most viciously when he is most 
embarrassed. The swimmer becomes 
infuriated against them and hates them 
as if they were living, treacherous, 
pitiless enemies; and indeed, there 
seems something perversely human in 
their malignantly boisterous behavior. 

If Christmas denounced or cursed 
them, however, it was from the teeth 
inward. He had far too much sense 
to waste any of his breath and his 
strength in outcry when he had such a 
flght for his life before him. One pas- 
sionate resolve filled him. He would 
not die; the waves should not kill 
him. He made up his mind to take 
things coolly. Swimming with any 
definite purpose would be a sheer 
waste of power. He did not know 
where to swim. The only thing he 
could do was to keep himself afloat 
with as little waste of strength as pos- 
sible and hold as well as he could that 



position with regard to wind which 
would best save his face and eyes 
from the beating of the waves. ^^I 
shall do wel^ enough for a good while 
longer," he thought, '*if I don't 
freeze with cold." But heavens 1 
how cold the water was I And how 
dreary the whole scene was — ^the gray 
sky : the black waves 1 

Christmas looked round everywhere 
when he could use his eyes to any ad- 
vantage, but could see no sign of un- 
fortimate Nat Ci'amp. It was prob- 
ably a lucky thing for him that he did 
not see his late companion, for if he 
had, he would certainly have tried to 
save him, and they would both in all 
probability have been washed ashore 
at Portstone together. Such a strug- 
gle for life, however, leaves no time 
for regretting lost companions. Every 
moment that Christmas tried to raise 
his head a little above the waves to 
see if anywhere he could descry un- 
happy Nat, he was so beaten and buf- 
feted and flung about and fallen upon, 
that all his attention had to go back 
at once to himself alone. At one mo- 
ment, however, he saw that he was 
very near the upturned boat. A thrill 
of hope and joy went through him. 
It was not easy to get to the boat 
without the chance of being dashed 
against her or sucked under her, and 
Christmas dreaded almost above all 
things a disabled hand or arm just 
now. Nor was it easy being near the 
boat to do anything better than allow 
himself to be dashed against her and 
take his chance. So he made for her 
anyhow, and presently he was flung 
forward and felt a sensation as if some 
giant had flung him up against a 
wooden gate, and uncertain whether 
his ribs were dashed in or not, ho 
found himself lying across the up- 
turned boat and clinging to her keel. 
This was for the moment safety. It 
was at all events a relief not to have 
to keep his limbs and senses employed 
in the mere struggle to remain afloat. 
He was afloat now easily enough, and 
the only thing was to keep himself 
from being smothered by waves break- 
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ing against the boat, or from being 
torn away from her, or having his 
head beaten against her keel. 
'* Luckily there are no sharks about 
here," our poor hero thought. 

Far away he saw the sail of which 
Nat Cramp had spoken. The wind, 
however, blew from her to him, and 
he did not believe there would be 
the slightest chance of sending his 
voice across the gusts to her. So he 
prudently spared his lungs and did 
not try. It was raining, and the sky 
was all clouds, and he did not think he 
could do anything to make her see 
him. Still he had great hopes from 
her, and while that sail remained above 
his horizon he felt that no chilling sea 
could cause him to give up the strug- 
gle. For he seemed to have made up 
his mind that the sea should not swal- 
low him before he had given his last 
message to Marie Challoner. *^Die 
here now," he thought, *'and she 
never to know how I loved her ? No 
— I'll not die 1 I'll never give in I 
I'll get to Durewoods yet 1 " 

It was strange how queer, and drow- 
sy, and dreamy he seemed to grow. 
He was lying now not very uneasily 
along the back of the boat and hold- 
ing on to her keel, and was nearly out 
of the water, and there was a warmish 
and thick drizzle of rain falling around 
him, and the tossing motion and the 
hoarse roaring of the waves seemed to 
dull all his senses. The sharper ten- 
sion of the struggle was gone, and his 
frame was relaxed, and he felt inclined 
to go to sleep. He seemed to himself 
less like one clinging for dear life to 
an upturned boat in an angry sea than 
like one who lies in his bed and dreams 
of being in such a plight. But that 
the light had not changed he would 
have thought he must have been hours 
in the water. It seemed half a life- 
time since he left London in the pour- 
ing rain that very morning. Was it 
that morning or when ? Had he really 
met Nat Cramp at all ? 

Sometimes he found his eyes closing, 
and he once must have dozed for an 
instant, for he thought he was travel- 



ling in the sleeping-car of a railway at 
night, and that the noise of the waves 
was the rush and rattle of the train. 
Then he came to himself with a start, 
fearing he was about to be washed off 
the boat. Sometimes his mind wan- 
dered, and he fancied he was in Japan 
with his father; in San Francisco; m 
Durewoods with Marie Challoner in 
the hollow among the trees holding 
her hand, and he talked to her quite 
aloud. More than once when his tired, 
languid eyes closed, he fancied he was 
lying in the chair in Sir John Challo- 
ner's library at Kensington asleep, and 
he believed that he had but to open 
his eyes and see Marie Challoner bend- 
ing over him. So he looked up and 
saw the gray sky and felt the tossing 
of the pitiless waves, and clung all the 
faster, and with strength renewed, to 
the slippery boat, and compelled his' 
nerves to keep under his control, for 
if he lost his self-discipline for even a 
single moment, he knew full well that 
he should never see Marie Challoner 
again. These little half-unconscious 
moments, these fits of sleepiness, were 
probably his salvation. Perhaps with- 
out them his nerves could never have 
endured the strain put on them — ^the 
strain of watching his safety and hold- 
ing on to the boat. 

.What gleams of pleasure were ex- 
tracted from the most unpromising 
condition, like the sunbeams from the 
Laputan cucumber. A chance change 
of position, bringing a sense of fresh- 
ness and relief to the overstrained 
frame, to the uneasy limbs, was for the 
moment a delight, as it is to the sick 
man on *a bed of pain. Then he allow- 
ed his mind to enjoy the respite for an 
instant, and it went off guard and 
stood at ease. Sometimes he found 
himself shouting out scraps of song in 
answer to the hoarse roar of the wa- 
ters. Sometimes he talked to himself 
and sometimes he shouted to Nat 
Cramp. Then he grew lazy and lan- 
guid again, and felt very cold, and 
when his mind was awake and active 
enough to take in the reality of his 
condition, he began to fear that he 
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could not hold on any longer ; th^t he 
must drop off. and die, and never see 
Durewoods more. But again some 
change of position gave him fresh re- 
lief, and he presently found himself 
back in Durewoods among the trees, 
talking with Marie Ohalloner. Then 
he grew so languid that even when 
he once became vaguely aware that the 
sail he had seen was much nearer to 
him than before, he only made mental 
observation that it was a schooner, 
and did not seem to be conscious of 
his having any personal interest in it. 
But he suddenly awoke with a start, 
that nearly lost him his place on the 
boat, and he cast away this languid, 
dying mood, and tossed by the waves 
and soaking in the rain, and chilled in 
the feet and legs as he was, he found 
the lifeblood bubbling and dancing in 
his veins again, and his mind told him, 
"I shall see Durewoods again after 
all ! " and he shouted to the schooner 
with a lung-racking effort, which made 
his voice little good for singing for 
many a day after. Again and again 
he shouted, till he fell back quite ex- 
hausted, only able to wait for any fate. 
Afterward he had a consciousness 
of being dragged and heaved on board 
a vessel, of having some delicious, di- 
vine, reanimating, burning liquid pour- 
ed down his throat — only brandy and 
water — of seeing several faces round 
him, of asking if any one had seen poor 
Cramp, begging them to look out for 
Cramp, and then falling asleep. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 
"tou are and do not know it." 
A NIGHT of broken rest, of short, 
horrible dreams from which it was a 
relief 'to start, and sweet dreams still 
shorter from which it was a pain to 
awake ; a night which seemed long as 
a lifetime, which was divided into 
intervals and chapters that were like 
years, brought Marie Challoner to her 
next morning. Until the slow dawn 
had come and familiar objects could be 
seen, the sleeping and the waking alike 



seemed a nightmare. A profound sense 
of strange, immeasurable misfortune 
was over Marie all the night through. 
What was to happen to her now ? 
What was to happen to her next ? How 
were she and her father to live togeth- 
er henceforward ? Was it possible or 
right that they should live together ? 
For when all his passion had passed 
away and he had put on an apologetic 
and 0ubdued manner toward her, it 
was still just as clear as before that he 
considered her to have broken up all 
his plans and spoiled his life. He had 
the manner of one prepared to bear 
anything that might fall on him by or 
through his child, but who could not 
quite conceal the cruel pains of his 
martyrdom. Marie felt already like a 
stranger in the house — like one who 
had no right to be there, who had for- 
feited her claim to her father's love 
and shelter. Could a high-spirited 
girl endure this long ? Would life on 
such conditions be worth having ? 

What she felt was that she had not 
merely lost her father, but that fate 
had changed her father, given her a 
new and sadly different father — one 
whom she hardly knew how to speak 
to, whom she looked at with uneasi- 
ness and dread, who seemed to shrink 
from her and to dislike her even when 
he was most civil and kind in words. 
The changeling of the fairy story is al- 
ways the strange, unfamiliar, uncanny 
child whom the perplexed parent can- 
not warm to — ^here the changeling was 
the parent. Seldom surely was a 
girl's heart more peculiarly tried. For 
the new vein of love which had been 
breathed in it, exquisite as was the 
sensation it brought, only seemed to 
have been opened that her heart might 
bleed to death. Her love was to be 
barren — an endurance, a miserable se- 
cret, not a blessing. She had found 
out that she could love and that she 
did love, only just in time to find out 
that she could not have a lover. If 
Christmas Pembroke was not dead — ^if 
that hope and belief brought a rush of 
joy, what a cold reaction followed it I 
His name was nothing to her but a 
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name to make her blush. By the 
strangest combination of unhappy 
chances, love seemed to have brought 
to her nothing but the need of renun- 
ciation, of repression, and of conceal- 
ment. 

Tet in one way her heart and her 
spirit never changed. She was still 
glad that she had broken suddenly 
and decisively from her engagement 
with Ronald Vidal. She felt her cheek 
bum with shame as she thought of 
him. She could have thanked heaven 
now that he had never kissed her. It 
was well to have any little sense of re- 
lief anywhere, for the background as 
well as the foreground of her thoughts 
was nearly filled up with figures of 
pain. When for one moment her anx- 
ious mind ceased to brood on the pos- 
sible fate of Christmas Pembroke, or 
the future of her father and herself, it 
rested on the wrong she had done to 
Ronald Vidal and the pain she must 
have caused him, or on the stark dead 
body of poor Nat Cramp. 

The storm that had swept the skies 
and the seas for so many miserable 
days was over. The rain had ceased 
and the clouds had broken. A pale 
mild sunlight shone from a cold blue 
streak of sky. There was something 
even in that. The world was ^ot all 
given over to mist and rain and rack- 
ing wind. The gleam of pale sun was 
a touch of inspiration to her sinking, 
sickening heart. It seemed to Marie 
like the long-withheld smile of God's 
compassion, and it brought tears into 
her eyes. 

What a forlorn meal was that break- 
fast, when she and her father sat to- 
gether, and tried to seem as if they be- 
lieved they were the same to each 
other, and talked a little on indiffer- 
ent topics, each well knowing what 
was at the other's heart I How often 
did each look up and find that the 
other's eyes were suddenly withdrawn ! 

"I have had a letter from Mr. Sands 
this morning, Marie, " her father said 
at last. *'I am going over to Port- 
stone after breakfast. There is to be 
an inquest, and I am to identify poor 



Cfamp. Then I shall have him — the 
body — brought here and buried prop- 
erly near his mother. That will be 
only right, you know." 

**The widow's son by the widow," 
said Marie. ^^Poor Sarah Cramp! 
She worked and saved — and loved— 
to little purpose. " 

Sir John shook his head. 

**Yes," he murmured audibly, but 
as if unconsciously, **she did. We 
all work and save — and love — ^to little 
purpose, I think 1 Yes, yes I Well, 
well ! " 

Marie's cheeks colored a little, but 
she said nothing. She was not prob- 
ably of an age or in a mood to make 
allowance enough for her father's 
point of view. He had indeed loved 
her much, in his own way, and had 
worked for her and saved for her, and 
was proud at the thought of having 
his life's ambition gratified through 
her, by her — and she had blown down 
all his plans and schemes and hopes 
with the breath of what seemed to 
him a girl's foolish whim. His ambi- 
tion truly had not been noble, but its 
dying agonies were keen, and, the 
first passion of disappointment over, 
he did not bear them badly. 

But if Marie did not yet make men- 
tal allowance enough for her father's 
disappointment, she at least was rea- 
sonable enough not to embitter it by 
any remonstrance, even if it did give 
forth a petulant wail now and then. 
She only said — 

*^I am glad that we can show our 
kindly memory of her — and of him 
too — eyen in that poor way." 

'*Then," Sir John went on, "I am 
going on to Baymouth at once. I am 
going to town. I shall return here 
the day after to-morrow, I think." 

** You are going to London to-day?" 
she asked, with tremulous lip. 

"This evening — yes. I must see 
Ronald Yidal at once, of course — ^that 
is due to him — and put things in the 
best way I can. There is no need of 
your seeing him any more. There is 
nothing to explain— which I cannot 
explain better ; and it would be pain- 
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ful to you and to him. After all the 
main fact is the great thing — and ex- 
planation can't do much with that." 

Marie had nothing to say. Perhaps 
she ought to have thrown herself into 
Ms arms and poured out some words 
of regret for his disappointment, and 
of tenderness and affection. But she 
felt that she could not do this. There 
was a chilling distance between 
them; and in her heart she resented 
more profoundly even than she knew 
the manner in which he would have 
disposed of her in marriage. She said 
nothing. 

Presently Sir John rose and looked 
about him irresolutely. Then he 
said, without looking at her — 

"I don't exactly know what I shall 
do, Marie. I have been thinking; 
"but I haven't yet quite made up my 
mind. I don't care, of course, to be 
seen much in London until all this 
thing has blown over. And one's 
plans have to be altered in every way. 
I think I shall let the house in town, 
and this place perhaps. We might 
go somewhere abroad and live quiet- 
ly there for a while. I almost think 
I shall resign my seat in Parliament. 
It seems hardly worth while keeping 
on. But I don't know yet." 

**If you would let me go and live 
somewhere away," said Marie, with 
her eyes full of tears — ** and you need 
not disarrange all your life — or if you 
would let me stay for a while with 
Miss Lyle — or the Rivers in Paris" — 
some school friends of hers. 

"I don't think Miss Lyle is much of 
a friend of mine," Sir John said cold- 
ly, **or that her influence has been so 
very happy. Besides," he added, 
with the affected cheerfulness of a 
martyr, ** I am not going to turn you 
out of doors, Marie, in that way. I 
am not one of the flinty-hearted fa- 
thers you read of in your romances. 
But when all one's plans are altered 
one has, of course, to make new ar- 
rangements. I always said you must 
mot be pressed ^o marry any one 
against your will ; only it is a pity, of 
course, that you didn't And out a little 



sooner; but we have talked of all 
that, and it can't be helped now." 

So he went away, and Marie was 
left for a while to herself. She felt 
very miserable, and was oppressed 
with the conviction, that the very ser- 
vants must know that she was fallen 
from power and was in disgrace. It 
was in some sense a relief to her when 
Janet, Dione Lyle's little- maid, pre- 
sented herself with a message from her 
mistress, to say that Miss Lyle would 
like most particularly to see Miss Chal- 
loner if Miss Challoner would not mind 
venturing out, as the day was fine. 
Miss Challoner would not have minded ' 
venturing out in very bad weather 
that day for a kindly look and a loving 
word from any one, and she promised 
to go to Miss Lyle at once. But she 
went with a palpitating heart, for she 
felt convinced that Miss Lyle's mes- 
sage must have something to do with 
Christmas Pembroke. "Perhaps I 
shall know in five minutes that he is 
safe, or that he is lost ! " Marie said to 
herself; and come what might, she 
must, for her own sake and for wo- 
man's dignity, not show what she felt 
too much. Then again. Miss Lyle 
might have sent only to ask something 
about him, having heard vague rumors 
perhaps. And Marie must be careful 
not to alarm her too much where she 
could not yet believe there was serious 
ground for alarm ; and still must not 
give her too much hope, where, after 
all, the worst might have occurred. 
Marie had been greatly touched always 
by Dione's affection for Christmas 
Pembroke. 

And then Marie's own personal 
troubles — they must not be told. Her 
father's secrets and her own — ^they 
must not be told, even to such a friend 
as Dione Lyle. To no human heart 
could she reveal the melancholy truth 
that her father and she were divided 
for ever — ^that her father, as she had 
known him, was lost to her. Nor 
would she tell that she had broken 
with Ronald until Ronald himself had 
accepted the fact that their engage- 
ment was at an end. What secrets 
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she went bnrthened with to meet the 
one only friend in the worid to whom 
she wotild gladly open all her heart ! 
And Dione had keen eyes and would 
see any sudden evidence of peculiar 
emotion, and would ask the reason; 
and if she did ask, what could Marie 
answer ? There was nothing for Ma- 
rie, she thought as she went along, but 
to school herself into the most abso- 
lute self-control, and let no surprise 
betray her into emotion or into incon- 
siderate words. Of all tasks that 
could be imposed on her, any task of 
concealment, the accomplishing of 
even the most pious fraud, was the 
hardest strain to put on Dear Lady 
Disdain, whose words followed her 
thoughts as the sound follows the 
flash. 

Shie found Miss Lyle alone, holding 
in her hand a half-crumpled paper, 
which Marie knew to be a telegraphic 
dispatch. When one is in anxiety 
about a human life, the sight of such 
a paper sets the heart beating, and 
Marie had hard work to speak a few 
sweet composed words of ordinary fa- 
miliar greeting to her friend. Then 
Dione Lyle's first question nearly star- 
tled her out of all her prearranged self- 
control. It came out quick and sharp. 
**Do you know anything of Christ- 
mas Pembroke — that unfortunate 
boy ? " 

"No," said Marie. **I — I very 
much wish I did. But I hope he is 
well ? " 

She was going to say, **I hope he is 
safe"; but she checked herself, re- 
membering that this would be to be- 
tray to Dione Lyle her fears that he 
was not safe. So her sentence had to 
end rather feebly. 

" Yes ; I hope he is well — and I hope 
he is in his right senses. Have you 
heard nothing about him lately ? " 
All the composure vanished. 
"Oh, Miss Lyle, yov, know some- 
thing — ^I see that you do. Pray — pray 
teU me — don't keep me any longer in 
suspense ! " 

"My dear, what in the world are 
you in suspense about ? " 



"About him. Where is he? Oh^ 
do you know ? is he safe ? " 

Miss Lyle opened her eyes. 

"Why, Marie, you do know some- 
thing about him after all 1 You know 
more than I do, for you know that he 
was in some kind of danger. Perhaps 
you wouldn't mind telling me what it 
was all about ? " 

"But he is safe — ^he is living ?" 

" He is living," Miss Lyle said com- 
posedly. "At least he was living 
when he sent me that message. But 
it doesn't at all follow that he should 
be living now, for you see that the 
message got to Baymouth, and was al- 
lowed to toss about there until there 
was a chance of somebody coming over 
here, who kindly put it in his pocket 
and brought it along with him. You 
have an energetic father, my dear, 
who is always busy in schemes for the 
development of everything. I wonder 
he wouldn't apply his mind to the 
task of getting a telegraph wire stretch- 
ed along to Durewoods." 

Marie was not listening to these lat- 
ter words. She had taken the tele- 
gram, and was reading it as well as she 
could, while it fluttered in her trem- 
bling hands : 

"Don't be alarmed about me if you 
should hear any reports. I am all 
right. I will get to Durewoods as soon 
as possible. .Do you know what has 
become of poor Cramp ? I hope he is 
not lost, but I fear the worst has hap- 
pened 1 " \ 

"He is safe — ^I knew itl" Marie 
said, and a rush of tears blinded her 
eyes for the moment. Let us not 
blame her if in the very moment when 
the full knowledge of his safety sent 
such a thrill to her heart there came 
with it the recollection that he was 
not saved for her. 

"Where did this come from ? " she 
asked, with faltering tongue, when she 
could speak, and cowering rather un- 
der the keen clear eyes of Dione Lyle. 

"If you look at the telegram in your 
hand, my dear, you will see that it 
comes from Calais. But why he should 
be in Calais, or why he should have 
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poor Cramp with him — ^I suppose it 
means that young fellow from Dure- 
woods — ^I thought he was in America 
— ^all this passes my understanding." 

**He was with poor N"at Cramp 
then ? " Marie said. ** I did not know 
that. I should have been so much 
more alarmed if I had. He was com- 
ing to Durewoods in a boat, I suppose. 
They told us of a boat and two young 
men — and I suppose they must have 
been upset — and perhaps some steamer 
picked him up and carried him to Ca- 
lais. Poor Nat Cramp is drowned, 
Miss Lyle." 

**I am sure I am very sorry," Miss 
Lyle said ; but she was evidently not 
thinking much over his fate just then. 

"Such a strange escape I So won- 
derful ! But I knew he was not lost. 
Something told me that he would come 
back safe — and he will come ! Was it 
not a strange thing that I should have 
known it ? " 

*'I should take a little more interest 
in the story," Miss Lyle said, *'if I 
knew what it was all about. Why was 
he coming to Durewoods in so tremen- 
dous a hurry ? and how did you know 
that he was coming ? I hope, Marie, 
you were not keeping up a correspon- 
dence with this poor boy ? " 

"We had no correspondence," Ma- 
rie answered, with downcast eyes. 
**Why should we correspond? — or 
why should we not. Miss Lyle, if We 
had anything to say ? " 

"But you should have had nothing 
to say, " Dione replied warmly. ' * What 
<;ould you 'have had to say to him ? 
You were engaged to be married — 
•what had you to do with that boy ? I 
do think there is something very mean 
about women. You haven't escaped it 
even. Why torment that poor young 
fellow? I wish you had never seen 
him, Marie." 

"Well— so do I, Miss Lyle I It has 
made me very unhappy." 

"And I don't wonder I You have 
spoiled his life for him. I knew you 
would." 

"Miss Lyle, why are you angry with 
me, and what have I done ? I don't 



understand a word. Surely you don't 
think I knew— oh, no. I didn't know 
that he was coming here to see me." 

"Oh I He toas coming here to see 
you, then ? " 

"So he said — ^in the letter." 

"I thought as much 1 I knew he 
was coming to see you I I knew the 
whole thing had some such mad freak 
at the bottom of it ! And what did he 
want to see you for ? " 

"I don't know — ^to say good-by as 
he was leaving England — ^perhaps," 
Marie said piteously. She felt weak 
and humbled, for everybody seemed 
against her, though she was not con- 
scious of having injured any one ex- 
cept Ronald Vidal. She had come to 
Dione Lyle for sympathy, and found 
that there too she was looked upon as 
a sort of wrong-doer. 

"I don't see what he wanted of 
farewells under such circumstances. 
What good could come of that ? He 
knew you were engaged to be mar- 
ried." 

Marie plucked up a little spirit now. 
"I don't see what that has to do with 
it, Miss Lyle. I suppose people are 
not to be cut off from every word of 
kindness and friendship in this world 
because they are engaged to be mar- 
ried. We — ^we — ^liked each other al- 
ways — ^he and I. We were friends. 
At least I liked him^of course I did — 
and I think he liked me. Why should 
he not wish to say good-by to me when 
he was going away ? It was very, very 
kind of him — and I don't think I de- 
served it." 

"How would Mr. Vidal have liked 
it, do you think ? " 

"I shouldn't have thought it neces- 
sary to ask Mr. Vidal's consent even if 
I had known," Lady Disdain said, 
coloring. "I didn't know. But he 
would never have thought of objecting 
— ^why should he object? I am sure 
she would not have objected unless she 
is a greater fool than I hope she is, for 
his sake," she added, with one wo- 
manlike and irrepressible touch of bit- 
terness toward "the other." 

"Who is she?" 
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*^That young lady — Miss Jansen, of 
course." 

^^What has she to do with this, 
dear?" 

^'The girl to whom Mr. Pembroke 
is engaged ? " 

Dione had almost forgotten that old 
story, and in her present impatience 
she could not even pretend to believe 
in it. For the moment she really sup- 
posed that Marie was indulging in 
some little coquettish affectation. 

*^ Stuff and nonsense t You don^t 
believe that story, dear. You know 
you don't. You know very well that 
the poor lad cares no more for that girl 
than I do, who never saw her." 

Marie opened wondering eyes. 

"But he did care for her — ^he said 
so," Marie faltered, almost breathless. 

"Not he, dear; he never told any 
such untruth." 

"But, Miss Lyle, whom then did he 
care for ? " 

Dione looked into her open, wonder- 
ing eyes. 

* ^ Either you are a better actress than 
I thought, dear, or you are more inno- 
cent than some of us were at the age 
of ten. Did you never know with 
whom Christmas Pembroke really was 
in love ? " 

* * Never — except Miss Jansen. Every 
one said Miss Jansen— 
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"And you don't know still — you 
don't guess even now ? " 

" Oh, I can't guess. PU not try to 
guess," Marie said, growing very red; 
"and it couldn't be. Miss Lyle," she 
added rather inconsistently. 

"It could be, dear — it was — and it 
is; and I can tell you I wish it had 
never been, for his sake. Indeed, I 
thought you must have known it." 

"Oh I" 

The exclamation was partly a pro- 
test ; but it was also a cry of wonder 
and delight. 

"And that was why I was a little 
sharp, my dear," Dione went on. "I 
thought you knew it, and were pleased 
with it — ^I mean I began to think this 
when I got his menage to-day, and 
found that he had been trying to see 



you. I never thought it before, and I 
don't think it now. Yea, Marie, he 
was in love with you all t^e time." 

» * It can't be, " said Marie. * * I don't 
think it can be." 

"He told me so, Marie." 

Another irrepressible note of delight 
was heard. 

" Yes, I extorted it from him. Poor 
fellow 1 Well, I am glad to tell you 
all this now, Marie, because it u bet- 
ter you should know. I wish 1 had 
told you before." 

" So do I, " Marie sai«l in a low voice. 

"Yes, you might h^tve known bet' 
ter how to act. Now you know, and 
your course is clear, J^iuie." 

" Is it ? I wish it were." 

"Of course you must not see this 
poor lover of yours any more." 

Marie started. 

"You wouldn't surely think of see- 
ing him again after that ? What 
would be the use of it ? Why should 
you torment him for no purpose ? I 
think it would be very wrong of you, 
Marie ; and I know you too well to be- 
lieve you would do anything wrong. 
Promise me, Marie, that you will not 
see him." 

Marie was silent. Her soul was too 
much absorbed in wonder and delight 
to allow her to follow the words of her 
friend. He loved her ; and had loved 
her always ! The strangest thing, per- 
haps, was that the longer it rested in 
her mind the less strange it seemed to 
be. It seemed so natural — and yet she 
had never thought of it. It fell in 
now and fitted with and made part of 
every look, and word, and act of his 
that she could recall, and yet it had 
never occurred to her then. After the 
first shock of surprise and doubt, the 
doubt vanished and never reappeared. 
Oh, yes; it was all clear now as the 
sunlight. He loved her as she loved 
him. All the world now seemed filled 
with happiness for her. She was so 
happy that the tears came into her 
eyes at the thought that she might pos- 
sibly die, or he, before they met again. 

"You will promise me this, child ? ^ 
Miss Lyle said softly. 
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"You will trust me, Miss Lyle, won't 
you, without asking for any promise ? 
I'll not do anything that you will 
blame. I will think of what is good 
for him a thousand times more than of 
myself. Yes, you may be sure of that I 
But I didn't know of this ; and it has 
come on me suddenly, and there is so 
much to be thought Of. I can't speak 
of it now — even to you, dear, dear 
friend. May I go away ? I wiil come 
again whenever you want me." 

"When I send for you, dear," said 
Dione, kissing her forehead, "and not 
before I I will ask you to come when 
you may come. I see you have taken 
this as — ^well^ as I ought to have 
known that my Marie Challoner would 
take it. We must think of him, poor 
fellow ! » 

"We must indeed," said Marie, 
looking up with a bright look through 



her tear-flashing eyes, that almost daz- 
zled Dione ; and then she kissed Dione 
and went away. 

"She has a good heart," Dione 
thought to herself — "a kind, pure, 
generous heart 1 She feels for him as 
a woman ought to do — ^in the right 
way. I wish things had been other- 
wise I I wish those two could have 
loved each other, and married, and 
been happy. Well, well 1 " 

The last two words she found her- 
self speaking aloud in her solitude. 
Her mind went back to a time when 
two hearts, each alike devoted to the 
other, were torn asunder and sent dif- 
ferent wmys for nothing. Here, after 
all, there was but one heart to bleed ; 
and men get over these things some- 
times, she said ; and then she felt very 
lonely and melancholy, and the twilight 
seemed a pain to bear in such a mood. 
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CHAPTER XXXVL knew now of Nat's fate ; the captun of 
the Saucy Lass had told him all about 

THEY BTAHD CONPB88BD. -^^ ^^ ^^^ j^^^ j^^ ^^^^^ ^^^^ ^^ 

CHRISTMAS PEMBROKE had ac- his mother; and Christmas had com- 

complished his resolve so far as municated to the captain in return his 

the getting to Durewoods was coi^cem- part of the story, which was news to 

ed. The day was bright, clear, and Durewoods. As Christmas looked at 

cold, when the Saucy Lass, now in the house he felt almost as if he were 

good condition again, brought him guilty of Cramp's death, because of 

safely to the little pier. The village the piece of curious misfortune which 

looked melancholy in the wintry sun- caused them to meet at the station that 

light, and a keen pang shot through unlucky day. He wondered what dis- 

the poor youth's heart as bethought of appointment or disaster it was which 

the bright soft summer evening when had given such wildness to Cramp's 

first he landed there ; when the whole manner, and was sure it belonged to 

place came up for him, rising beauti- love. As Lear believes all miseries 

f ui and poetic like some Delos-island and madness to come of ungrateful 

over the gray monotonous waters of daughters, so Pembroke naturally set 

his life. He could see the whole scene down such human trials to the pangs 

once more as he saw it then — and the of disprized love. Then he turned 

pony-carriage at the pier, and the dark quickly back, wishing he had not come 

eyes of Marie Challoner looking kind- that way or passed Nat's house, and 

ly at him. thinking that if omens, good or bad, 

He had been wild with impatience to could matter to him any more, it would 

get to Durewoods, and now he walked have been of evil omen to look on the 

slowly up the pier, and turned to the place. 

left instead of the right when he Now that he was in Durewoods he 

reached the roa!d. He lounged along began to wonder why he had come 

*^ melancholy, slow" in the strict sense there so precipitately; why he had 

of **the traveller," and feeling un- come there at all; why he had taken 

friended too, although he knew that such great trouble to save himself from 

he had friends. He stopped and look- the sea with the hope of getting to 

ed at the cottage in which poor Mrs. Durewoods and seeing Marie Challo- 

Cramp used to live, and he thought of ner. When he did see her — ^if she 

the night when Nat and he, dtipping -wovsAd ^e him — ^what was to come of 
from the sea^ found shelter there. He ^^^i^^ ^S^«X ^^ V\ Ts^Niust ^hSther 
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flbe knew the whole truth about Miss 
Jansen or did not know it ? He felt at 
moments almost inclined to go back 
again to London. All the vague 
doubts, and hopes, and perplexing 
conjectures needing explanation, which 
had seemed to him when he was in 
London like a summons from Provi- 
dence, or fate bidding him to hasten to 
Dure woods, began now to wear a look 
of blank absurdity. Probably he 
would have taken flight and gone back 
to London but that he knew full well 
the moment he got back there the 
dreams and longings would all set in 
again, and he should have to follow 
whither they bade him to go. Being 
here now he would go through with it ; 
he would see her for the last time. 

He turned again and passed the 
pier, and held to the right, and mount- 
ed the little hill. Winter now brood- 
ed over that scene, and winter over all 
his hopes ! The very ground was bare 
of leaves now. They had lain there in 
heaps in the little hollow on either side 
of the road for months, until the rains 
rotted them into the earth or the keen 
winds scattered them far away. So, 
our young hero thought, had all his 
hopes — the hopes with which he enter- 
ed London — ^been dealt with ; so scat- 
tered and trodden into the earth of 
prosaic commonplace. He was in a 
sadly egotistical mood just now, after 
the fashion of the disappointed, and 
he could not help fancying that the 
wintry aspect of the place was purpose- 
ly in keeping with his own desolate 
condition. Egotism alone, perhaps, 
could have soothed and consoled him 
now. 

Yet the day was bright and cheery 
for a winter day in England. There 
was a light frost, and all trace of rain 
and mist was gone ; and as Christmas 
turned to look back upon the sea one 
great tract of it glittered with a smile 
of sunlight, and it might have been 
summer for the moment, and not win- 
ter, if one looked but on the heavens 
and the waves. Why not accept the 
smile as ominous when one is so ready 
to think of the gray clouds, and the 



naked trees, and the chill earth as sym- 
bolic ? Christmas plucked up heart at 
the sight of the water and the glad- 
dening sunlight. ** Come," he said to 
himself, '*1 shall live all this down I 
I'll get this last meeting over, and 
then V\\ go back to my old home, and 
work hard there, and never come back 
to England any more ; and all this will 
seem like a dream, and I shall have 
her memory always. Why, that alone 
will make life worth having 1 " 

So he went resolutely on, and even 
when he came to the gate of the hall 
he did not pause and reconsider, or 
pass on as if he had no idea of going 
in, or were not quite certain whether 
he should look in that day, or play 
any of the other tricks 6f indecision. 
Certainly he did for one moment falter 
at the gate — the lodge-keeper's wife 
afterward remarked picturesquely that 
he '' quivered on his foot like " — but he 
went in through the gate, only asking 
as he passed if Miss Challoner was in 
Durewoods and at home. His heart 
did sink a little within him as he 
reached the door, but he assumed as 
well as he could the easy, unconcern- 
ed air of an ordinary visitor, and he 
sent his card to Miss Challoner. 

He was shown into the library, 
which Miss Challoner was in the habit 
of using as a reception room when her 
fatherwas not in Durewoods. Christ- 
mas waited there with a beating heart 
for what seemed to him an endless 
time, and was in reality about five 
minutes. Then Marie's maid came in 
smiling, and cordially glad that Christ- 
mas was not drowned, and longing to 
say so in frank country fashion ; and 
she told him that Miss Challoner would 
see him in a moment. Then Christmas 
looked at the backs of books, and 
took a book out now and then, and 
opened it and put it back in its place 
without noticing what it was; and 
walked up and down the room, and 
trembled when he thought he heard 
Tier step, and grew more nervous than 
ever when he found himself mistaken 
and she did not come. What a long, 
long momeiit. tViAit ^«& V "W^ NKssi&\^ 
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was not mistaken, for he looked at the 
clock on the chimney-piece. Ten min- 
utes already I 

The delay came about in this way. 
Not long before his coming Marie had 
received a telegram from her father, 
sent on from Portstone by special mes- 
senger, which at once relievec^ and dis- 
tressed her. 

'*I have seen R V. and talked with 
him a long time. I have explained all. 
He is greatly cat up, but admits that 
things are hopeless and had better be 
considered at an end, and is going to 
Naples to stay some months. Begs 
me to give you kind regards and to 
say that he does not blame you, and 
will try to bear up. I leave for Dure- 
woods at once, but wish to let you 
know this without delay. R. V. asked 
if you would like him to write; I 
thought better not." 

She was free then. She need not 
think of Ronald any more; and wo- 
manlike she began to think of him 
with great compassion, and to blame 
herself for ever having listened to his 
proposal, and to feel ashamed of her- 
self, and ashamed even of being so 
glad to be free. She was in the midst 
of all this self-reproach, and her eyes 
were dimmed with tears, when the 
card bearing the name of Christmas 
Pembroke was put into her hand. 
Quickly she dropped the telegram, and 
blushed, and started, and became half 
wild with excitement, and it must be 
owned, forgot all about poor Ronald. 
When she sent her message to Christ- 
mas by the maid she ran and plunged 
her face into water to wash away the 
traces of the tears, and she looked at 
herself in the glass and wondered what 
she should seem like in his eyes, and 
remembered the day when in his blunt 
boyish fashion he told her she was 
handsome. Strange, at that time she 
was only amused by his brusque frank- 
ness, and now as she remembered it 
and looked at herself in the glass, she 
saw that the mere thought of it made 
her blush. ** I wonder will he think 
me handsome now?" she thought — 
and i,hen she hastened with tiet pxei^ar 



rations to meet him, for the absurd 
idea came into her head, '^ Suppose I 
keep him too long — and he has to go 
away — and goes to Japan without see- 
ing me ? " 

Christmas, waiting nervously below, 
heard the rustle of a dress at last and 
a light quick tread, and then had a 
confused impression of dark eyes and 
a sweet, fresh voice, and a tall, shape- 
ly figure, and a hand with a kindly 
pressure; and Marie Challoner was 
with him. The whole place for the 
moment swam before his eyes, and he 
looked so pale and half distraught that 
Marie feared he must have suffered se- 
rious harm by his long wrestle with 
the winds and the waves. 

** It is so kind of you to come to see 
me all this way," she said. "But, of 
course, you would come to see Miss 
Lyle." 

**I have not seen her yet. I— I 
came to see you first." 

* * But you look very pale. We were 
fdl so glad to hear that you were not 
drowned ; we never thought of asking 
whether you were hurt." 

"Oh, no, I was only a little shaken 
— ^not hurt at all — ^nothing to speak (Jf." 

"How glad you ought to be — and 
in such a sea so long I Hours upon 
hours, was it not ? " 

"It seemed a terrible long time to 
me. I thought it would never have 
come to an end. But I don^t think it 
could have been very long in reality." 

There was a moment's pause. 

* * You had a wonderful escape, " said 
Marie. * * You ought to be very thank- 
ful." 

* * Yes, " he answered ; " I didn't want 
to be drowned just then." 

"I hope it did you no harm — ^being 
in the cold sea all that long, long 
time." 

"No; I don't thmk it did. I felt 
very stiff and stupid for a day or so, 
and not like myself ; but it didn't do 
me any harm." 

* * How strong you are ! " 

"Oh, yes, nothing does me any 
harm — ^nothing of that kind. Poor 
Oxooip— ^avsJ^^\ift»xd of course ? " 
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** Yes, I have heard." Sbe did not deal of purpose in hig coming, and to- 
say that she had fainted at the sight of wish he had stayed away. Yet he- 
Cramp's dead body, or why. ** What longed to linger still in her presence^ 
a terrible thing 1 He was so young, trying to say the right thing and f ail- 
and I used to think once that he would ing; resolved that at least she should 
come to something." know the truth about him and yet 

**It wasn't any fault of nline," afraid to conwN^the point. 

Christmas hastened to explain. **I **Well,'^he be^an with a rush ; **I 

didn't want him to come in the boat; came to see j^ou^ Miss Challoner " 

I begged of him not to come. But he ** Yes, Mr. I*embroke ? " 

would have been perfectly safe if he ** Because — I am not taking up your 

had only kept quiet. I don't know time, I hope ? " 

what came over him, whether he was **Not at all." 

frightened out of his wits or not, but ** Because — ^you are not particularly 
he seemed like a madman. Why, he engaged just this moment ? " 
would have been alive and well now, *'No, indeed." 
if he wouldn't keep jumping up and " If you were, of course another time- 
going on like a lunatic. There wasn't would suit me, I could call later in 
the slightest danger. I do believe he the day." 

was mad, and I hope he was; for I "I am very glad to see you now or 

feel half guilty somehow of his death, at any time, Mr. Pembroke ; and I am 

although Heaven knows it was no fault not at all engaged. But will you not 

of mine, and I would have saved him take a chair ? " 

if I could — ^at the risk of my own life ** Thank you, no; I think not. 

—not much to risk, certainly." While I keep standing it seems as if I 

*' I think you risked your life far too were preparing to go." 

much as it was. Why did you get into * * But why want to go in such haste ? I 

a boat on such a day ? " have not seen you for such a long time. " 

'*Well, there was no other way of "No; and you have been to America 

getting to Durewoods." since. I hope you enjoyed your trip ? '* 

**But why not wait until the next ** Very much." 

day; or until the weather was fine or **Do you like the States ?" 

the steamer was ready ; or go round by ' * Very much. I liked San Francisco-^ 

the road ? Why risk your life for no- especially, and the Golden Gate." 

thing ? " She thought perhaps he would say 

**Yes, there was no need of so much something about the unforgotten day 

impatience, indeed, " poor Christmas when he first told her of the Golden 

said disconsolately. * ' I might as well Gate. She had said the words to bring 

have waited ; but anyhow, Miss Chal- some answer from him, and she saw a 

loner, I should like you to know that sudden little shadow of emotion run 

it was only my own life I wanted to across his face, as one sees a shadow 

risk — ^if there was risk — and not poor cross a meadow. She knew that the 

Cramp's." words had touched him as she meant 

*'I know very well that you did not them to do. But he did not. answer to 

think of yourself. That is why I the touch, 

blame you so much, Mr. Pembroke." "Well," he said, "I have come ta 

She felt it a delightful thing to be say gooij-by. Miss Challoner, and ta 

talking to him. He was very much say how much obliged I am to you for 

embarrassed. She saw the end of all all your kindness ; and how I shall al- 

this, and he did not. So she trembled ways remember^ " He stopped. 

a little, but was very happy; and he "Then you are really going back ta 

stammered and was awkward and mis- Japan, and leaving us all in England ? " 

arable. Now that he was with her he "Yes ; I have thought of it this long; 

began to think there was not a great time, so I caa\e to «st^ ^oo^-^s^J' 
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**If yoa must go really — if it is for 
your adyancement ; and if we most say 
good-by " 

Now suppose — this sudden thought 
passed through her mind — suppose he 
shakes hands and says good-by^ and is 
really going out of Mie room without 
another word — wha^ am I tjo do then ? 
Must I let him go ? . ^ • 

*'I couldn't leave," he said — **I 
couldn't leave, you know, without say- 
ing good-by." 

^* Oh, no I I am sure you would not 
be so unfriendly as to do that." 

But suppose, she thought, he only 
did come to say good-by, and says no- 
thing else, and goes away then — ^what 
am I to do ? 

"And besides," he went on in a hes- 
itating way, **it wasn't only that." 

She drew a long breath of relief. 
She was happy again, since it was not 
only that. 

"There was something else I want- 
ed to say to you — and I couldn't leave 
you for ever without saying it — some- 
thing I wanted to explain. May I go 
on?" 

"Oh, yes, Mr. Pembroke, if you 
wish I What was it you wanted to ex- 
plain ? " 

"You won't be angry with me, Miss 
Challoner, if it seems odd ? You will 
be a little generous with me, and be- 
lieve I have a good motive, won't you? 
and you won't be offended ? " 

"Why, Mr. Pembroke, this is a ter- 
rible preface ! Why should I be of- 
fended? How could I possibly sup- 
pose that you meant to offend me ? " 

"Thank you — then I'll go on. I 
wanted to explain — ^Miss Challoner, 
you heard, I know you did, something 
about me. and a young lady, whom I 
needn't name — about my being in love 
with her, and our being engaged. 
Didn't you ? " 

"Yes. I heard something of the 
kind." 

" Did you believe it ? " 

"I suppose so. Why not ? Was it 
not true ? " She spoke with her best 
poaaible imitation of friendly catelesa- 
neaa. 



" It was not true ; there was not one 
single word of truth in it ? " 

"How absurd of people to spread 
such reports I I cannot think how 
such things get about. But after all, 
Mr. Pembroke, I don't see that you 
need complain very much. It is much 
more unpleasant for her to be talked 
about, She is a very pretty girl, I 
think. And was there nothing in all 
that really ? " 

"Nothing at all. She never cared 
anything about me, and I don't care 
three straws about her." 

" Come, now, what a very rude way 
to speak of a young lady I I thought 
you had more chivalry, Mr. Pem- 
broke." 

"Well, I only meant you to under- 
stand that there never was the faintest 
idea of anything like love between us. 
I want you, above all things, Miss 
Challoner, to believe that." 

"Of course I believe it/ since you 
tell me — ^but would it not have been a 
great deal happier for you if the story 
had been true ? " 

"It couldn't be true. Miss Challo- 
ner, and I came here to tell you why 
it could not be true. I know it was 
told to you, and I do not know why. 
Not for anything on earth would I 
leave England until I had told yon 
that /that was not true, and showed 
you why it could not be true. " 

"And why could it — not — ^be 
true ? " 

Now, thought Christmas, I cannot 
stop : now all must be said. 

"Because I loved you, Miss Challo*' 
ner, and because I do love you, and 
shall love you all my life I Because I 
am all wild with love* of you I No — 
don't draw away from me, or be an- 
gry. That's all I have to say. It is all 
over now — and I'll leave you this mo- 
ment." 

"But why do you tell me this?" 
Marie asked, all palpitating with fear 
and joy. 

"Heaven knows — ^I don't know I 
Because I couldn't help telling you. I 
couldn't live if I hadn't told you. After 
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"But if it were true — H you really 
felt all that for me " — she began, not 
unwilling, perhaps, to tempt him into 
saying it over again, that she might 
hear it again. 

** If it is true ? Shall I tell you a 
thousand times over, Miss Challoner, 
that I love you ? I will say it a thou- 
sand times over rather than go without 
knowing that you believe me. I love 
you — I " 

**0h, hush I" said Marie, almost 
borne down by his vehemence, and a 
little afraid of such emotion, which 
was so very unlike Ronald VidaPs way. 
** I do believe you if you say so. But 
why do you tell this to me ? It must 
make me unhappy to think that I am 
the cause of your being unhappy." 

**I should be ten thousand times 
more unfiappy if I had not told you. 
Besides, it isn't any fault of yours. 
You can't help my falling in love with 
you. I insist upon my right, " Christ- 
mas said, with an attempt at a smile, 
** to love you if I like, and as much as 
I like, and as long, and you can't pre- 
vent that. It's a free country I Well, 
that's all. I should be perfectly 
wretched if you thought I loved or 
cared a rush for anybody else but you ; 
and so in listening to me. Miss Chal- 
loner, and hearing me out, you have 
done all you could do to make my life 
endurable." 

**That is not much," said Marie. 
"You know I would do a great deal 
to make you happy if I could." 

** Oh, yes ! " Christmas hastened to 
say, with something like genuine and 
manly cheerfulness. ** I know all that. 
I know that you never felt anything 
but the kindest friendship toward me. 
Why, I should call you my dearest 
friend on earth, if I could only think 
of you in that way. And how good of 
you to listen to all this 1 I felt terri- 
fied, but you have made it so easy. I 
felt that I must tell you this, but I was 
afraid it was wrong to do and would 
offend you, and that you would be an- 
gry, and then I should hate myself and 
wish I had never told you. Now you 
know : and you are not offended — 
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'* Oh, no : only sorry " 

"Sorry? for what. For shining 
like a light across a poor fellow's way, 
and giving him always something to * 
remember, and an ideal ; and so much 
that I can't put into words ? Why, I 
shall have the memory of your kind- 
ness and your friendship always I I 
would rather have seen you and loved 
you — and know that you knew I loved 
you, and that you forgave me, than be 
a king — and I haven't lost you after 
all," he added, with a melancholy 
smile, " for I never had any hope of 
winning you. So I am all the gainer 
you see ! " 

"You deserve a better fortune, Mr. 
Pembroke." 

* * Don't think about that. You have 
done all you could to make me happy 
— and now I've said all I wanted to say 
— except good-by." 

"Good-by," she said very faintly, 
"if we must say it " ; and wondering 
what she was to do next. 

" We must say it I Good-by. I 
need not say how I wish you happi- 
ness — ^you and yours— and all yours." 

"Yes — thank you: and befojie you 
go — as you are going — should you 
like " 

" Should I like. Miss ChaUoner ? " 

" Should you like " — and an insane 
impulse carried her away — "perhaps 
to kiss me ? " 

The blood rushed into Christmas'a 
face and into hers : and they both trem- 
bled and stood trembling. There was 
a moment's silence, and then he threw 
one hand into the air with the gesture 
of a man who flings away some last 
chance. 

"No!" he said; "I shouldn't 1 I 
should go wild if I had to leave you 
then — and your kisses are not yours to 
give away ! " 

"It's not true," Lady Disdain re- 
plied, with indignant emphasis. " You 
don't know what you say. They are 
mine to give away, or I should never 
have offered them. You may be sure 
I never said such words before." 

She was as angry with him and with 
Ma leiectioii oi \v^x Ok^vjx ^& M \^ 
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could have known the whole truth. 
8he was angry with herself for having 
made the offer. She felt almost in- 
clined now^to let him go. 

**I don^t understand/' he began. 

**0f course you don't understand; 
men don't ever understand anything," 
and Lady Disdain found herself in her 
emotion parroting the commonplace 
sayings of angry women, without think- 
ing of it. '* Do you suppose, Mr. Pem- 
broke, that because I offered to kiss 
you I must be in love with you ? " 

**0h, no, no 1 " he exclaimed quite 
earnestly, and with fervent disclaimer 
— **how could I suppose anything of 
the kind ? I assure you. Miss Chal- 
loner, such an idea never entered my 
mind — never 1 " 

'* Then why did you speak in such a 
way ? " 

"But I didn't— indeed I didn't. I 
knew you only meant good nature and 
friendship, and pity and all that ; but 
I couldn't stand it, Miss Challoner, all 
the same." 

'* Well, " and she drew a long breath, 
* * it's no matter — I meant it well. And 
you are really going to Japan ? " 

** Yes. I am going." 

"I wish you could take me with 



I do— and I am free. But this is only 
personal talk — about myself, and I 
must not detain you. Good-by, Mr. 
Pembroke." 

Our hero was for the moment all 
puzzled. 

** You changed your mind ? " 

**Yes. No, though — I don't think 
I did. I only found out my mind- 
found what I ought to have known 
long ago." 

Was any faint idea breaking in now 
on the mist of Christmas's mind ? 

**What ought you to have known 
long ago ? Is it wrong to ask you ? " 

* * I ought to have known that I cared 
for — for somebody else. " 

Christmas was standing with his hat 
in his hand. He tossed the hat on the 
table near, and moved toward her 
half in hope, half in fear, hardly know- 
ing what he did or felt. 

** Yes," she said, ** I am very sorry: 
it was very wrong, and thoughtless of 
me to him: but I didn't know — ^and 
they told me you were in love with lier 
— and — ^will you kiss me now ? and I'll 
go with you to Japan or anywhere if 
you like 1 " 

Then Christmas Pembroke for the 
first time kissed a young woman's lips. 
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you 

*'You wouldn't care to be there. 
You are much happier here." «He 
thought she was only jesting about 
her love for travel and seeing the 
world. 

'* I shall not be happy here." 

'* But you have everything to make 
you happy — and when you are — ^mar- 
ried — you can travel again, and " 

**I am not going to be married. 
No— you need not look surprised. It 
is quite true — ^I am not going to be 
married. I have broken all that off — 
this long time — yesterday-^I don't 
know when. But I am free." 

** Why did you do this ? " the won- 
dering youth asked. 

* * Why ? Because I had made a mis- 
take in life. Am I the first girl who 
didn't know her own mind ? Because 
people persuaded me, and 1 d\dn?t 
know myself — not in the least. "Ko^ 



CHAPTER XXX VIl, 

"content so ABSOLUTE." 

Which of these two young lovers 
was the more happy and the more in 
love ? A question that probably the 
wit of man could not settle until at 
least the old and general question had 
first been settled — is man or woman 
susceptible of the higher happiness 
and capable of the stronger love? 
The wise person told of in classic 
story, whom the gods permitted to be 
changed for a time into a woman and 
then resume the form and the life of a 
man, is said to have reported as the 
result of his experience that the wo- 
man is more loving and the man 
more happy. If this be a true report, 
\Xiei\. \eit\\a «.«^'that Marie loved the 
TXiOX^ ^jaj^ C^iT^s^\aaa!» '^^s^ Sias^ ^^aaw 
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liappy. The latter part at least 
would bear some seeming of truth, for 
in all her fresh delight of love and hap- 
piness Marie felt some painful thought 
about her father arising in her mind, 
while Pembroke's breast was filled 
with his joy, and he could spare no 
thought for obstacles — cared nothing 
about them, whether they were to 
arise or not. But indeed all one 
could say of these two is that he and 
she were just as much in love and 
just as happy as a man and a woman 
ever could be. Curious to note that 
their love had been of such strange- 
ly different growth. That of the man 
had lit up almost the first moment he 
•and she met, and kept burning always. 
Her love had been of slow growth, long 
•unrecognized, unsuspected, only grad- 
ually making its presence felt, until at 
last it broke and glowed into full 
flame. 

Perhaps, if any romantic person 
-could have looked into that library to 
see a living chapter of love or romance, 
he or she might have been a little dis- 
appointed and might have wondered 
that there was not somewhat more of 
passionate demonstrativeness. But 
indeed the two lovers were a good 
^eal embarrassed and even shy. The 
suddenness of the new relation which 
they held to each other made them 
wonderfully timid. 

'* I wish we were up in the wood — 
in that dear delightful little hollow," 
«aid Christmas. 

"I don't think I could wish any- 
thing to be but just what it is," Marie 
answered quickly, for the little hollow 
in the wood had to him only a memory 
of her, but she remembered that she 
had been therewith Ronald Vidal too, 
and therefore held it less sacred. 

*'I can hardly believe in all this; it 
ifl too happy," he said. " The change 
is too sudden for me to realize it yet. 
And I am afraid, Marie — would you 
believe it ? " 

"Afraid? Of what?" 

" That I am not half good enough 
for you, and can't nia|^e you happy 
enough, and give you the position you 



ought to have. You have been always 
used to such a home — full of luxury 
and all that." 

" Yes. I have always been used to 
it, and so I don't care about it. What 
good has it ever done for me ? I have 
always had money enough — or rather 
I have never had any money at all, 
but everything has been bought for 
me that I wanted, and much that I 
never did want — and now it would 
please me much more to buy tilings 
for myself. I know that I shall devel- 
op a perfect genius for domestic econ- 
omy, and I shall be as delighted with 
it as a child with a new toy ; so don't 
be afraid of t?uit. 

* ' But I haven't much money. " 

'* Oh, but you will get more, or we 
shall find what you have quite 
enough for us — and I don't care. It 
will not affect me. I am not talking 
like the romantic young women in the 
novels, Chris." 

It sent a delicious thrill through 
him to hear her call him ** Chris." 

She saw the expression of delight 
that passed over his face. 

*'I think I shall always call you 
Chris. I used to like to hear Miss 
Lyle call you Chris. But I wanted to 
tell you that I am not like a girl in a 
romance. I do know the value of 
money, luxury, and all that — to me; 
and I know that it is just nothing, 
and that as long as you care for me I 
shall never care what kind of furniture 
is in the room, or what sort of carpet 
we are treading on. I know now that 
I never was happy, or could be — ^until 
I found out that I could love some one 
— and that you were the some one." 

* * Marie, suppose I had not come here 
to Durewoods, but had gone away — 
what should we have done ? " 

*'0h, you couldn't have gone away 
— it's impossible. Heaven would nev- 
er have allowed that. But don't call 
me only Marie— like everybody else." 

'^ What shall I call you then ? " For 
he still was shy and Almost afraid to 
call his own his own. 

*'I don't know — aomethin^ t^oAsTt 
and \ovmg — ^ao\si"e\JKfli^'^\>^OfiL'w^\^ 
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me feci that yon do really lore me be- 
yond all the world. Am I too out- 
spoken and bold, Chris ? I can't help 
it. Ton have saved me from such a 
miserable life, and I want to be as- 
sured again and again that you love 
me and that I may love you.'' 

And so all thoughts and plans for 
the future were put away for the mo- 
ment, and their talk for a while was 
given to mere assurances of love. It 
was the youth of the world for them 
agafn. They grew in courage both of 
them, and Christmas found that he 
could devise marvellously sweet and 
tender names for her. 

Yes, it was for the hour a renewal 
of the world's youth and golden days' 
so far as these two were concerned. 
They sometimes walked up and down 
the room, he with his arm around her 
waist, and his tall, somewhat boyish 
figure bending a little down toward 
her, and his heart filled with a won- 
derful longing to be able to go out 
and fight lions or do something else 
for her to show how much he loved 
her. They seemed to have forgotten 
that they were not in Arcadia, but in 
the library of a London financier's 
country house, and that there were such 
things in the world as ladies' maids 
and butlers, and preparations for lun- 
cheons and dinners, and possible 
morning calls. The latter events, 
however, were only possibilities in 
Durewoods, so far as Sir John Challo- 
ner's house was concerned when Sir 
John himself was absent. He brought 
his visitors with him from town. 

So our lovers walked slowly up and 
down and talked and sometimes 
laughed in that old library as if it 
were their own safe retreat, wholly 
sheltered from the intrusion of the 
outer world. It was the striking of 
the clock on the chimneypiece which 
first brought them back to the details 
of common life. 

** Can it be so late ?" Marie asked. 
•* Two o'clock I" 

*' I suppose I ought to go away ? " 

"I suppose so. 1 wonder ii 1 owg\i\.\.o 
ask you to stay for luncheon att\itee\''^ 



*'I don't know. I haven't the least 
idea," the unsophisticated youth an- 
swered. "But if I go away now, you 
must let me come &gain very soon — or 
let me see you somewhere." 

**I used to go to see you at Miss 
Lyle's long ago without any hesita- 
tion," Marie said, smiling at the 
thought. "But I suppose I could not 
do that now, I wonder what Miss Lyle 
will say when she hears all this. She 
will put all the blame on me, I know." 

"The question is," Christmas said, 
"what are we to do next ? I suppose 
we shall have some diflSculty with 
your father. I ought to go to London 
and tell him of this at once." 

" He will be here perhaps this very 
evening," Marie said, turning pale at 
the thought. " If he will not consent, 
Chris ? " 

"I don't care about his consent, so 
long as I have his daughter's. You 
won't break your word, I know." 

"Oh, no — I'll not break my word 
or change. We must only wait." 

"lUl not wait," said Christmas. 
"I'll carry you off by force if needs 
be — and then no one can blame yoM." 

" I don't care about the blame. It 
is not that. I don't even care about 
his anger. I mean it would not alarm 
me or put me from my purpose ; but I 
should be so sorry to give him any 
more pain, and I should like bim to 
like you. He was always so good to 
me and so fond of me, and I used to be 
so fond of him, and of course this is a 
disappointment to him. If we are to 
be — married — you and I, Chris " 

" i)^ we are to be married ! " 

"Well, since we are to be married, I 
should like our married life to begin 
in kindness with him, and if it might 
be, with his good will. We are both 
young, and you seem so very young, 
everybody says — and we could wait. 
I should be happy, no matter how 
long we waited, while I knew that 
you always thought of me, and loved 
me. You will promise me this — ^not 
to have any quarrel with my father if 
^e e^Ai — ^if we can avoid it by waiting 
& M\>>^^« "^wv^^^^^tJOTasfc-o^ft this ? " 
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She threw her ann over the young 
man's shoulder — ^it was the first ap- 
proach to a caress she had yet made, 
and looked pleadingly into his eyes. 

'*^y dearest dear, FU promise you 
anything, " he said. * * I'll do anything 
you like that will make you happy." 

With a blushing cheek and growing 
courage she kissed him. 

"And then, you know," she pleaded, 
"he has some right to complain of 
me. Yes, and of you too, Chris ! Why 
did you say that you were in love with 
that poor girl ? Did you say that ? " 

" Oh, I never said it ! I never said 
a word of the kind. How could I have 
said that ? " 

"Well, but he came to believe it 
somehow, and he thought you said so. 
How could that have been ? " 

Christmas had thought of this many 
times, even during their first fiush of 
surprise and happiness. Was he to let 
Marie Challoner know that her father 
had been guilty of such a cruel fraud? 

"I don't know," he said hastily. 
" He must have misunderstood some- 
how. I was awfully confused of 
course, and I suppose I didn't know 
what I was saying. I thought he 
would understand me, or that he part- 
ly guessed already. It was a very dif- 
ferent love story I meant to tell him." 

" About m«f" 

"About you, love; and only you I 
See what a piece of work I must have 
made of it I " 

"And what confusion it brought 
on everybody. If I had known 
then — 



« 



"But you didn't care about me 
then?" 

" Oh, yes, I did. I know now that 
I did. I felt toward you even then as 
I never felt to any one else. I ought 
to have known. Oh, yes, Chris. I 
was beginning to be in love with you 
then I But of course I closed my 
heart against you when I heard that. 
Do you remember the day in Mrs. 
Seagraves's house ? " 

" Do I remember it ? Didn't I walk 
the streets half that night and think 
of killing myself ? " 



" I was very much in love with you 
that day, only I wouldn't allow my- 
self to think of it. And that was the 
day when poor Ronald Yidal asked if 
he might come and see me." 

"I saw him," Christmas said, " and 
I hated him then, and I should have 
liked to kill him. Now I suppose he 
would like to kill me I Well, I don't 
wonder at that." 

"It was the next day you told my 
father " 

"It was," said Christmas hurriedly, 
wishing that her memory of that fact 
at least were a little less clear. "It 
was all my fault, that terrible misun- 
derstanding. Well, my dearest dear, 
this time when I go to Sir John Chal- 
loner with my love story, I'll make 
my meaning clear." 

"What will you say ? " 

"Sir John, I am in love with your 
daughter, Marie Challoner — in love 
with Marie Challoner, your daughter — 
as I do believe no mortal man was 
ever in love with a girl before I I am 
in love with a girl whose name is Marie 
Challoner, and who is your daughter I 
That will be clear enough ? " 

"Yes, I think that will be clear 
enough ; but you may add something." 

"What can I add to strengthen 
that ? " 

"Only this: *and Marie Challoner, 
your daughter, is in love with me.' " 

"Yes, I will tell him that too, al- 
though I can still hardly believe in it 
myself I Shall we go together and 
throw ourselves at Sir John's knees ? '* 

"I fear he would only laugh or say 
something satirical. I have an idea, 
Chris — ^let us go together to Miss Lyle, 
and tell her all, and ask for her ad- 
vice." 

"Come," said Christmas, "we will 
go. You are not afraid to be seen 
with me ? " 

" I am not afraid of anything except 
of being without you," said Lady Dis- 
dain. 

The two lovers went boldly out to- 
gether, and .presently appeared hand- 
in-hand before the wonder-strickea 
eyea oi Diou^li^Xft* 
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CHAPTER XXXVUL 

**THS ABTBOLOOT OF THB ErBS.*^ 

Ohb Sunday Captain Cameron stroll- 
ed into his sister's house in Portland 
Place at the hour when her afternoon 
reception was going on. He did not 
Tery often go there, for his opinions 
on most subjects — social, political, 
and religious — concurred with those 
of very few who usually presented 
themselves in that drawing-room. 
Besides, there were a good many vis- 
itors there who had no opinions what- 
ever on such subjects, and these Cap- 
tain Cameron regarded as worse than 
persons with any sort of wrong and 
strong creeds. There were some art- 
ists and poets to be found there who 
hardly knew what sort of sovereign or 
ministry was in power anywhere, and 
would not have cared a rush to know. 
Some of these persons, indeed, made a 
point of frankly declaring that it was 
a matter of absolute indifference to 
them what political principles were 
up and what were down so long as 
there were pictures to paint and music 
to listen to; and one had even an- 
nounced to the appalled Cameron 
himself that he didn't care whether 
England's prestige was gone or not, 
and that if half a dozen invading ar- 
mies were to occupy London in succes- 
sion, it would not give him the slight- 
est concern so long as they didn't in- 
terfere with the Dudley Gallery and 
Wagner's music. 

This particular Sunday, however, 
Cameron had heard a piece of news 
which interested and puzzled him, 
and about which he thought he could 
probably learn the truth from his sis- 
ter. With all his dissent from her 
opinions and the good-humored chaff 
in which he occasionally indulged, 
Captain Cameron thought his sister a 
very clever and delightful person, and 
in her strangely chosen sphere a queen 
of society, and he did not by any 
means see her as some even of her 
friends were pleased to do. He as- 
framed, therefore, that notlniig ^ 
strange as the news lie bad ^\xat ^eaxd. 



oould be true if Mrs. Seagraves did 
not know of it, and he therefore bold- 
ly plunged into the midst of her so- 
ciety. 

A young lady, whose hair was 
wreathed in huge coils and complica- 
tions of twirls on the top of her head, 
was singing some of Elsa's plaints 
from "Lohengrin" when Cameron en- 
tered. In that odd place the company 
usually listened when anybody sang or 
played. Cameron therefore stayed for 
a while at the door and looked for his 
sister. 

He saw her standing near a table 
and resting one hana upon a huge 
blue china jar, while the forefinger of 
the other hand touched her chin ; and 
her head leaned gracefully to one side 
in the attitude of a pensive listener. 
She was dressed in a dun-colored silk, 
which clung so closely to her that it 
seemed a puzzle how she ever could 
have stepped into it, or could now 
contrive to step in it. Standing near 
her Was a pale, pretty, and slender 
girl, dressed in quiet colors. The mo- 
ment the music was over Mrs. Sea- 
graves broke into raptures, which 
Cameron, making his way toward her, 
came just in time to hear. 

"So glad I am, Robert, that you 
heard that enchanting music. " 

" Music, eh ? I confess I like some- 
thing with a tune to it." 

"Oh, barbarian I Is he not barba- 
rous. Miss Jansen — ^my brother ? " 

"Mrs. Malaprop says men are all 
barbarians," Captain Cameron oh- 
served. 

"Does she reaUy ? Does she 
though ? How very delightful 1 I 
should love her, I know I I am sure 
I should love Mrs. — ^who, Robert ? " 

Robert did not stop to explain. He 
did not expect that clever ladies of to- 
day would have read Sheridan. 

"What's all this cock-and-bull sto- 
ry I hear, Isabel — about my charming 
little Lady Disdain and young Vidal ? " 

"So delightful, and so strange!'* 

Mrs. Seagraves said, forgetting Mrs. 

'!&&\fii.^Toi^ in her new enthusiasm— 

>^«X.A&«eX^iiQ\>^'ns^^6-— \L<;^^UQt by any 
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means strange, bnt jnst what one 
'ought to have expected, I suppose. 
One should always look out for the 
strange in these matters. But it is 
delightful I At least it is delightful 
to us who like it, and who love all the 
people — ^that is, of course, the princi- 
pal people. Of course it can't be de- 
lightful to Mr. Vidal — oh, no. I 
should say it must be quite the re- 
verse to him. And for that reason I 
am so very, very sorry. I was very 
glad at first, but now I am very, very 
sorry." 

^'But what is it, Isabel? I should 
like to know whether I am to be glad 
or sorry — or totally indiflferent." 

** Robert 1 Indifferent — totally in- 
different — ^to anything that concerns 
the happiness of my dear, sweet girl, 
Marie Challoner I Oh, for shame I 
But I know you didn't mean it, and I 
couldn't think so badly even of a 
man. But men are very bad — oh, so 
very, very bad ! Not deliberately 
bad, perhaps — no, I don't say that; 
but thoughtless perhaps. Should we 
not say thoughtless? I hope you 
don't admire thoughtless men^ Sybil, 
dear ? I think you girls generally do 
admire thoughtless men — and spoil 
them. I used to love thoughtless men 
once — ^I thought it made them like 
lieroes. Now I don't like them at all. " 

"About Miss Challoner, Isabel. 
That's more to the point now." 

** About Miss Challoner ? Oh, yes I 
Well, you know, she's not going to 
marry Mr. Vidal after all 1 " 

"Indeed ? Well, I'm deucedly glad 
to hear it," the Legitimist said, "if 
it's true.!' 

"But Robert, dear — our dear Mr. 
Yidal ? " 

"Well, he may be your dear Mr. 
Vidal if you like, Isabel, but he isn't 
my dear Mr. Vidal. I never thought 
much of him. I like a gentleman to 
be a gentleman, and I'm glad to find 
Lady Disdain of my opinion at last. " 

"Oh, I think he is so charming," 
Mrs. Seagraves said — "so very, very 
charming. Not charming perhaps — 
not exactly charming." 



" No indeed — ^not by any manner of 
means chaVming, I should say." 

"Well, perhaps not; but so clever^ 
so very clever, and so handsome I At 
least, I used to think him handsome 
once, but now I don't know that he is 
so handsome as I thought him. He 
used to remind me of a troubadour, 
and I do so delight in troubadours. 
Sybil, my dearest child, you delight 
in troubadours, don't you ? Oh, yes ; 
a girl with your eloquence and your 
eyes must delight in troubadours." 

"I never saw any troubadours," 
Miss Sybil curtly answered. 

* * Never saw any troubadours ? How 
very, very strange ! No, though — ^I 
don't mean that it is strange, of 
course — it couldn't be strange, for 
there are no troubadours now any 
more, and you couldn't have seen any. 
Still the imagination does so much, 
especially with poetic natures; and I 
should have thought that you were 
just the girl to have loved trouba- 
dours. And I am so sorry, my dear 
Sybil, to hear that you really don't 
love troubadours. Robert, shouldn't 
you have thought Miss Jansen would 
love troubadours ? " 

The Legitimist bowed rather stiffly 
to the little Sybil. 

"But I had quite forgotten," Mrs. 
Seagraves said, "that you don't know 
my dear friend Miss Jansen. How 
very strange ! Dear Robert, how for- 
tunate you are 1 Not fortunate in not 
knowing Miss Jansen — of course not 
that — ^what nonsense I But fortunate 
in having the opportunity now of be- 
ing presented to her. My dear Sybil, 
will you permit me to present my bro- 
ther Robert — Captain Cameron ? You 
ought to know each other, you two." 

Captain Cameron was dignified, but 
not cordial. He had heard of Miss 
Jansen as a young woman who made 
speeches, and he considered that 
young women who made speeches 
were coarse, masculine, and rather in- 
delicate creatures, utterly unladylike 
at the best. He had an impression 
that they were Atheistical as to their 
viewa on tha s«Lb\^Q.t ol x^\x^<5ps^ ^jjqA^ 
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that they aspired to the wearing of 
trousers. When he heard Miss Jan- 
sen's name mentioned he looked in in- 
stinctive alarm downward, and was 
relieved to see skirts and not panta- 
loons. ^^I look down toward her 
feet— but that's a fable," murmured 
the soldier, one of his few memories 
of Shakespeare occurring to him with 
a whimsical appropriateness. 

*'Now, Robert, I shall leave yon to 
talk to Miss Jansen. You two are 
just made for each other— of course I 
mean for intellectual converse, for 
high argument." 

*'I never presume to argue with a 
lady," Captain Cameron remarked, 
with grim and stony courtesy. 

'^Arguments with gentlemen are 
usually thrown away, I fear, " Miss Jan- 
sen said icily. '^Tliey do not consider 
us worth listening to, or answering." 

" Oh, but my brother is not of that 
sort, I can assure you: he is far too 
chivalrous. Who is it — ^what great 
person — who says that friendship rest- 
ed on similarity of tastes — is it ? and 
differences of opinions? There are 
you two just pictured. I am sure 
your inclinations are both just the 
same — ^to do good. Oh, yes I to do 
good and to elevate humanity: and 
your opinions are so very different. 
Sybil, my dear, I leave to you the 
charge of converting my brother 1 I 
never could accomplish it, my dear; 
but it is reserved for you. Oh, yes I I 
know it is." 

"But, Isabel, just a moment." She 
was swirling away. **You haven't 
finished telling me about Marie Chal- 
loner. Why won't she marry Vidal ? " 

"My dear Robert, you don't think 
she could marry two persons ? " 

** Gad ! I don't know what you la- 
dies mayn't think you have a right to 
do nowadays, with your advanced 
opinions, and your rights, and so on. 
But I don't say that of her. Well 1 
who's the other person — ^the one she 
wants to marry ? " 

"Wants to marry I What a very, 
verj shocking phrase I I wondeT at 
70U, Robert. As if ladies ever wanAr 



ed to marry — such an idea I . How 
can you endure this, Sybil ? Of course* 
my Marie Challoner doesn't want to 
marry anybody." 

"Just so : have it any way you like. 
Who wants to marry her then ? " 

"Why, your friend, you know — the 
young man from Thibet, from Japan, 
I mean — ^Mr. Pembroke." 

" Hullo 1 Is that the way? And 
will she marry him ? " 

"Oh, yes 1 It's the most delightful 
thing you ever heard of I She was in 
love with him all the time, and he 
didn't know it ; and he tried to drown 
himself several times out of love for 
her, and she didn't know it." 

"Dear me !" said Miss Sybil com- 
posedly; "what a very stupid pair 
they must have been I " 

"But, Sybil, my dear, stupid ? My 
Marie Challoner stupid I Oh, you 
don't know her at all. The brightest 
girl 1 Why, my brother will never 
forgive you. He is downright in love 
with her, as I assure you, over head 
and ears ! Not really in love, you 
know, dear; that's only my jest of 
course ; but he thinks ever so much of 
her, I can tell you." 

" So I do," said Cameron; "and I 
think if I were a matter of say five-and- 
twenty years younger, I would have 
tried for the belt — for the zone anyhow 
— ^myself. Well, I'm glad to hear your 
news, Isabel. He's a fine young fel- 
low — not at all stupid, Miss Jansen, I 
can assure you, but on the contrary 
very clever; and he's every inch a gen- 
tleman, and she's every inch a lady, and 
two such rare beings in these days 
ought to be brought together. " 

"I didn't mean stupid in that 
sense," Sybil quietly explained. "I 
meant stupid in not knowing that they 
were in love with each other. I could 
have told them that story long ago. 
They ought to have come to me." 

"You, my dear ? Well, I always 
say you are an inspired prophetess I 
But how did you know ? " 

"I saw them both in this room,'* 
Sybil said. "It was enough to look 
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"But they didn't know it, Sybil." Seagraves went on ecstatically. "So 

"That's why I say they must have delightful and poetic. Jjike second- 
been stupid. I always knew that he sight or fortune-telling, or the divin- 
was in love with her, and when I saw ing rod, or any of these charming 
her I knew*that she was in love with things. I do so love superstition, and 
him." astrology, and alchemy. Oh, yes, al- 

"By Jove 1 — excuse me, Miss Jan- chemy above all things! Don't, you 

fien — I never dreamed of it, " said Cam- love alchemy ] I don't love it now 

eron, " and no more did Isabel. How though quite so much as I didt I think 

on earth did you know ? " it is so deluding and bad, very, very 

" I knew it by her eyes the moment bad. No, I prefer astrology. You 

he came into the room,'^ Sybil said must teach me how to read people's 

<;ontemptuously. "I didn't want any eyes. I shall call it the astrology of 

more instruction. It amuses me to the eyes. Won't that be pretty — 

watch the little weaknesses of my fel- sweetly pretty ? You shall teach me 

low creatures, and I was greatly the astrology of the eyes." 
amused that day when I found her "Well, that isn't half a bad phrase," 

out." said Cameron. 

"We must watch your eyes, my "One makes such niistakes if one 

sweet Sybil, " Mrs. Seagraves exclaim- doesn't know. Why, Sybil, now that 

ed, "one of these days, and we shall I remember, I really thought I saw in 

read some pretty story there, for all your eyes — or somebody's — ^that my 

jour marble coldness, and your con- young Japanese friend was in love 

tempt of our poor human weaknesses, with you — I did indeed." 
But not too soon; oh, no I not too "Yes, I knew you did," Sybil said 

soon. We can't spare you just yet; quietly, "but I couldn't betray the 

"we want you, and the world wants you poor young man's little secret. I 

for nobler work than marriage." knew he didn't want to have it 

"You all seem to like marriage known, and of course I wasn't going 

pretty well though," said Cameron. to put any one on the right track. 

" And you don't. Captain Cameron, He was so very honest that when I 

your sister tells me," Sybil said with a taxed him with his folly he confessed 

smile. " For shame not to have made it all frankly; and then of course I 

some woman happy long ago 1 Wo- would not betray him for the world." 
men are only supposed to be made "Bravo!" Cameron exclaimed, 

happy when some lordly man patron- " That's genuine and honest camara- 

izes them and holds out his hand." derie, I like that. I didn't think wo- 

"I am so delighted to hear you men were capable of that sort of 

scold him, my dear Sybil. Oh; he de- thing." 

serves it, and I have often told him so. "Well, you shall teach me the as- 
I am quite ashamed of him. Not trology of the eyes," said Mrs. Sea- 
ashamed really, you know, because graves. 

Robert, for a man, is not bad at all; "To begin with, let us see your own 

but ashamed that he hasn't been mar- eyes. Miss Jansen. " 
ried. You must look in his eyes and "With pleasure." 
tell me what you see there." They were very bright eyes, and 

"I shall have to wear blue spec- Miss Jansen opened them slowly a^nd 

tacles then," the Legitimist said, not looked steadily into the face of the Le- 

80 ill pleased with the conversation gitimist. He read nothing in them. . 

after all, and thinking Sybil not so " She's a nice little girl," he thought, 

very disagreeable a person as he had "but cold and hard. - 1 shouldn't like 

supposed. to be the young fellow who marries 

"And so you found out my sweet her. That's what woman's rights and 

Ifarie by looking in her eyes ? " Mrs. such. stwfiL \)T\xi% ^kf^ \a, ^'«* \^^ ^ 
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Palais Royal flower of porcelain to the 
* Flower of Dumblane.*" 

He did not remain long near Sybil 
after Mrs. Seagraves had floated away. 
The marble hardness of the girl re- 
pelled him, although she was far more 
gracious to him and pleasant with him 
than was her wont where men were con- 
cerned. Some one else came up and 
spoke to Sybil, and Cameron drew away, 
and presently left the house and went to 
his club, where he sat down and began a 
long letter of congratulation to Lady 
Disdain and another to Christmas Pem- 
broke. The brave Legitimist was al- 
most inclined to be sentimental. He 
remembered that pretty poetic Nannie 
Langdale whom he used to know — 
well, perhaps a matter of thirty years 
ago. People used to quiz them both 
a good deal then about each other. 
Well, well I Who was this Nannie 
got married to ? He did know all 
about it surely, but now he had for- 
gotten. By Jove, Nannie would have 
married him then if he had only asked 
her. Perhaps he was a little sorry now 
he didn't ask her. He hummed a bar 
or two of ** Oh Nannie, wilt thou gang 
with me ? " but it was rather too late 
now anyhow, and probably Nannie 
was better off as things were ; and she 
presently passed out of his mind, 
wliich became perpleted with the 
thought of what sort of wedding pres- 
ent he ought to give to Dear Lady Dis- 
dian. 

When Sybil Jansen had talked a lit- 
tle to this person and to that, she too 
quietly withdrew from the room, and 
from the house, and walked home- 
ward. She felt a certain pride in her- 
self such as the Spartan lad might 
have felt before the teeth of the fox 
prevailed and he fell and revealed his 
secret. Sybil had succeeded complete- 
ly in hiding the wound in her bleed- 
ing breast. She had freed herself 
from the slightest suspicion of having 
been hurt. She could not, perhaps, 
have held out much longer, but so far 
bad succeeded, and she had a right to 
be proud. She tripped along t\ift 
crowded Sunday streets qmtc \ig\vt\Y, 



and many an eye glanced as she passed 
after that neat figure and that pretty 
ankle. Her heart seemed bursting 
within her, and she walked so quickly 
because the streets seemed to rock un- 
der her and she longed to be safely 
home. When she got home she spoke 
to her servant with unusual softness 
and sweetness, and to her mother she 
was careful to show the gentlest tem- 
per, and not on any account to make 
a short answer. As the bleeding away 
of a wound sometimes changes fierce 
battle-natures for the time to a femi- 
nine gentleness, so Sybil's heavy heart 
seemed to have reduced to mildness 
and docility the impatience and occa- 
sional sharpness of an eager, feverish 
temper. Mrs. Jansen had had a head- 
ache in the morning, and Sybil asked 
so kindly and so much about it, and 
offered such suggestions of remedy 
and relief, that one might have 
thought her mother's headache was all 
the girl had to trouble her in life. 
She helped to arrange their modest 
little Sunday dinner, and she tried to 
seem as if she was helping to eat it. 

After dinner she remained a good 
long time in her own room. Mrs. 
Jansen did not go to her. She knew 
her daughter's ways and weaknesses. 
She knew that when Sybil remained 
alone, it was better not to disturb her, 
and of course all Sybil's brave little 
play-acting had never deceived her 
mother for a moment. Her quiet 
watchful eyes had followed every 
motion of her girl, and she knew that 
something had happened. But she 
knew better than to ask any questions. 
She would let the girl alone, and in 
good time Sybil would tell her all. 

That night Sybil had to speak at a 
little meeting in some one of the se- 
cluded, almost subterranean buildings 
where on the Sunday evenings in Lon- 
don minds of an advanced order lay 
themselves out to instruct the race. 
Mrs. Jansen was sitting by the firelight 
without a lamp, when Sybil came^ 
quietly in. 

''^^QivsXd "^ou like mcj to light the 
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•*If you will, dear." Mrs. Jansen went with her to her 

"Well, in a moment, just." meeting, and wondered at her fervor 

Sybil came and sat by the fire near and eloquence, and clung to her and 

her mother. Then she laid her hand watched her with eager following 

gently on Mrs. Jansen's knee, and the eyes, as we watch some loved and 

mother laid her hand over her child's, frail creature whom we fancy death 

Mrs. Jansen knew now that Sybil was will take from us if once we look 

going to say something. away. 

** Mamma, Mr. Pembroke is going Yet perhaps SybilJansen is not the 

to be married." least fortunate of all our people. 

This was what Mrs. Jansen had been She at least has something which can 

expecting to hear. never be taken from her — an ideal. 

''Indeed, Sybil? To that young She has an ideal lover who never can 

lady ? " change, and can only die when she 

** To Miss Challoner — ^yes « " dies, and an ideal married life which 

"But I thought she was engaged to is all unclouded and which calamity 

soiiie one else." cannot touch. Of all our people she is 

"She was — ^but she — ^was in love henceforward the most secure against 

with him all the time." disappointment. May we not say too 

"How very strange — ^how very that she has another sweetener of life 

wrong ! " — not only an ideal love, but an ideal 

"They say she is giving up every- grievance? The wrongs of woman 

thing for him, " Sybil said. "People will wake her sympathies more than 

are happy who have something to give ever, and into their cause she will 

up." throw all the passionate energies of 

"I hope she will make him happy," her fervid little soul; and be happy 

Mrs. Jansen said, with a sigh. "I even in her wrath against the injustice 

liked him vpry much. " of the world. For her sake at least, 

" So did I," said Sybil. let us hope that the suffrage may not 

Mrs. Jansen put her arm round &er soon be granted to women, that some 
daughter's neck and said quietly, little of man's tyranny may continue 
" You will get over this, my darling yet a while to oppress his weaker corn- 
child : and there are worse things in panion, so that poor Sybil may have a 
life — and in love too — than such a cause to occupy her energies and to 
disappointment as yours." keep her attention distracted from licr 

"I have been crying a great deal," own lonely state. Meanwhile it is 

Sybil said, * * but I am better now, and known that Sybil has refused many ap- 

I shall try not to think of it any more." parently eligible young men who have 

"Perhaps you had better not go to supplicated her; and it is generally be- 

the meeting to-night. Perhaps you lieved that her sense of the injustices 

could not speak ? " done to her sex by the oppressor is so 

" Oh, yes, mamma, I must go. One keen that she has registered avow 

ought to do any good one can. And never to marry, while the least rem- 

I should only die if I didn't do some- nant of those grievances still remains, 

thing. I don't mean to be merely a If she is to die an old maid, then it is 

good-for-nothing old maid." at least understood that this fate is of 

Sybil tried to smile and look as if her own deliberate choice. So she can 

^e were not utterly miserable. Her cherish her ideal love in secret, and 

mother might be excused if she keep the fire burning at its altar where 

thought that night that fate had dealt the breath of change can never blow 

rather heavily with her and herdaugh- it out, nor the smoke of human weak- 

ter. So pretty a girl too, it seemed ness or passion obscure its bright- 

doubly cruel of hard fortune to lay its ness. 

icy hand upon that pretty young head. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THBOUOH THB GOLDEN OATS TOOBTHEB. 

When Sir John Challoner returned 
to Dorewoods he was not surprised to 
find a letter awaiting him from Christ- 
mas Pembroke containing an earnest 
request to be allowed a few minutes' 
conversation with him. Sir John 
could hardly now be surprised at any- 
thing, and he knew what was to come, 
and had no idea of struggling any 
longer. His castle of cards had all 
tumbled down, and he knew that it 
was hopeless to try to build up another 
of the same kind. Perhaps a little 
compassion, or at least a little pity, 
may be spared for him. His ambition 
and his schemes had not been meaner 
than those of the average middle-class 
man, straining with all a life's fervor 
to reach the higher class ; and he had 
been so very near to the fulfilment of 
his desires I Now that the whole 
thing was over, he especially dreaded 
the open proclamation of the little 
piece of treachery by which he had 
tried the more surely to compass his 
ends. Success bought by falsehood is 
not always enjoyable, even to natures 
more thoroughly case-hardened than 
Challoner's; but it is cruel indeed 
when the falsehood remains, having 
failed to accomplish the success. 

As Challoner read over Christmas's 
letter, and saw that it came from Di- 
one's Lyle's house, he could not help 
thinking that there must occasionally 
be a sort of retributive justice in hu- 
man affairs. Some five-and-twenty 
years ago or more he had succeeded by 
some treacherous devices and stories 
in separating Christmas Pembroke's 
father from Dione Lyle. It had pro- 
fited him nothing. Dione did not 
marry him, and the time soon came 
when he was very glad that she did 
not. Dione never knew the worst 
part of Challoner's deceptions, but she 
knew that he had come between her 
lover and her. She forgave him after- 
ward, for she was of a sweet, soft, 
and yielding nature, and she did not 
know all, and he had pleaded lot pax- 



don in the name of his youth and of 
his overmastering love for her. In a 
strange way too she yearned a little to- 
ward him because he had been young 
with her, and to see him brought back 
the memory of the dear, brief days of 
her love. As he rose and rose in the 
world he still always showed himself 
a devoted friend to her; and he was a 
widower and lonely; and then there 
grew up the little Marie, whom Dione 
loved more and more. The disap- 
pointed woman who had won success 
and found it worth little, and quietly 
quitted the field in time, lived at Dure- 
woods in a sweet melancholy retire- 
ment, in a condition of dreamy pres- 
ent happiness and memory of the past 
— almost a sensuousness of the soul. 
As Marie grew, her fresh, vigorous, 
and vivid nature was very pleasant 
companionship, and Dione, who called 
her Dear Lady Disdain, and fancied 
wrongly that she could only inflict and 
not suffer love, was rather glad that 
the girl should be spared from disap- 
pointments. 

Now, behold 1. time has come round, 
and the son of Challoner's old rival 
has come back from the other end of 
the earth, and has ruined his plans, 
and is to carry off his daughter. In 
his heart John Challoner still believed 
that Dione Lyle had brought all this 
about, for he feared that she knew 
more than she actually did, and he 
looked upon her as likely to show her- 
self even yet his enemy. He was 
wrong, as we know, but he told him- 
self that she had had the best of it 
here, and he respected her perhaps 
rather the more because she had won 
Now he was chiefly anxious to save 
some wreck of his old character and 
authority in his daughter's eyes, and 
not to be mercilessly exposed to her by 
Dione and by Christmas as a deceiver 
and — rwhat other word will serve ? — as 
a liar. 

He received Christmas with cold ur- 
banity, and listened to the young man's 
short, clear story. Then Christmas 
quietly said, without looking directly 
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"I am afraid yon will think me 
rather blnnt, Sir John, in my way of 
putting this; but I want to be very 
clear this time. I am afraid I must 
have made a sad bungle the last time 
when I told you my story, and led you 
into a misunderstanding which was 
near setting us all astray." 

Sir John looked up quickly, and 
then their eyes met, and no doubt the 
two men quite understood each other. 
Sir John drew a long breath and felt 
relieved. 

** I told Marie," Pembroke said — Sir 
John almost started at the ** Marie" — 
"what a bungle I must have made of 
it the last time, and how I was resolved 
to be clear this time." 

*'Well, Pembroke, you certainly 
liave been clear this time, and I thank 
you for that." (Probably the two 
again understood each other.) • ** Now 
what do you expect me to say to all 
this ? To give my consent ? I pre- 
sume Marie and you have given each 
other away without asking me ? " 

** We do love each other very, very 
much, and I have not such bad pros- 
pects; and even now. Sir John, she 
wouldn't be quite poor; I have some 
means, and she does not care to be 
rich. We shouldn't be paupers, you 
^know. I am much better off — you 
have often told me yourself — than lots 
of the younger sons of your aristocracy 
— and I mean to make my way and to 
rise." 

**I needn't have any hesitation in 
saying that this is a disappointment to 
me," Sir John said. **You know all 
that. I had different views for my 
daughter. I haven't a word to say 
against you personally, Pembroke, but - 
you know — ^I told you from the begin- 
ning — ^that ambition and the world 
count for sometliing with me. I am 
disappointed — ^I don't deny it." 

*' Still, when Marie has not the same 
kind of ambition her feelings ought to 
count for something." 

** I think they have been allowed to 
count for a great deal in this instance, " 
Sir John said with a smile of melan- 
choly irony. **I think her feelings 



have it all their own way, Pembroke. 
I am not a man to talk eloquently 
about ungrateful children and that 
sort of thing, but I was very fond of 
my daughter, Pembroke, and devoted 
to her — ^and — ^well, you may have a 
daughter some day, and devote your- 
self to her and find after all that — 
well, find that you will understand 
better what I mean." 

**But Marie is devoted to you — no 
better and more loving daughter ever 
lived, " the young man protested warm- 

ly. 

**Yes, yes, of course, we know all 
that. Still, Pembroke, I am a little 
cut up, you perceive. One can't help 
it ; that's the way fathers are made. 
Well, let us pass over all that and 
come to the more practical question. 
Is there anything for me to settle ? " 

* * I don't quite understand " 

**No? Well, ru make it plain. 
Have you and my daughter already ar- 
ranged all the details of your future 
life ? " 

**0h, no. She wouldn't think of 
such a thing without consulting you, 
even if I had wished her to do so — 
which I never did." 

** How considerate you young peo- 
ple are," Sir John said with the smile 
of melancholy irony again, *'when 
once you have settled the main point 
to your own satisfaction. Well, then, 
really I think you had better carry out 
your original plan, Pembroke, in the 
first instance. Go to Japan and see 
what you can do to set up a house 
there. Let it be in connection with 
ours. I wish that. Stay there for a 
while, a year say, and come back then. 
This thing will all have been forgot- 
ten by that time. Let me see — ^what 
with going out and coming back and 
all, a ye'ar and a half will have passed. 
That will do. The people we know 
in London will have forgotten by that 
time that I ever had a daughter. 
Come, what do you think of that ? " 

** A year and a half is a very long 
time — a terribly long time," said 
Christmas, with a gloom-stricken face. 
"Why,\Va\Xitft«b'^Oaw5c\^asss«s^ ^i^os^ 
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might die in the mean time. But you 
have met me fairly, I must say, and I 
pledged my word to Marie that I would 
try to do anything you asked." 

'* I am very much obliged to Marie. 
But I don^t think you quite understand 
me, Pembroke — you clearly don't mean 
what I mean. I don't want you to 
go into banishment, as you call it, 
alone." 

"Oh I" Christmas exclaimed, de- 
lightedly, and blushing like a boy. 

* ' No. Take Marie with you — I dare 
•ay she would go." 

*'0h, yes," the lover declared with 
fullest confidence. 

"Yes. I suppose so. Very well; 
take her with you. My good Pem- 
broke, how do you think my daughter 
and I could get on together all 
that time ? I mean after what has 
passed. No, no; the best chance for 
all of us is to break up our little camp 
and go different ways. When we meet 
again we shall meet on a new footing, 
and perhaps we shall then be better 
reconciled to each other, and I shall 
have forgotten all this, and shall 
be glad to welcome Marie on any 
terms. Will that do ? " 

"It will do for me. Sir John, and I 
think I can speak for her." 

"No doubt, no doubt. But we'll 
make that certain. We'll ask her." 

Sir John touched the bell and bade 
a servant tell Miss Challoner that her 
father wished to see her in the library. 

"Meanwhile," Sir John said — "and 
not to bring girls into money matters 
— ^Marie, of course, shall have her for- 
tune— 
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"Not if I can prevail upon her," 
Christmas said energetically. "Not 
one sixpence, Sir John — and I know I 
can speak for her in that. No one on 
earth shall say that I married Marie 
Challoner for money." 

"My good fellow, how is every one 
on earth to know that you and she 
have not got the money ? Every one 
on earth can't look at your account in 
the bank." 

" Anyhow, Sir John, you BfcL«ii\\5Jio^ 
H,^^ Christmas said "bluntly. 



I never thought you were looking 
after her money. I know how little 
your father cared about money ; how 
little he had of what people in the 
world would call wisdom. But we 
may put that aside for the present. I 
shall only insist upon your resuming 
your relations with our house ; and you 
shall rise there as fast as you can. To 
tell the honest truth, Pembroke, I shall 
be glad to have my son-in-law in the 
house. And you know I always 
thought highly of you in business. 
For my daughter's sake you will make 
yourself valuable, I know; and you 
will rise — you will rise. Come, that's 
settled, at least — ^your fierce indepen- 
dence won't object to that ? " 

" I am only too grateful," Christmas 
said, * * and I'll try to show that I am." 

"Well, that, you know, is as much 
for my interest as yours. I must push 
my son-in-law ; and your being in the 
house is the one part of the arrange- 
ment that I like. You are not offend- 
ed at my frankness, I hope ? Ah, here 
comes Marie. " 

One evening in the early summer, 
some months after this, Dione Lyle 
was in her balcony, seated in her usual 
fashion with her side to its railings, on 
the upper bar of which she laid her 
arm, and looking through the delicate 
green of the young leaves across to 
where the sun was sinking in the sea. 
The weather was mild as yet, with only 
a gentle foretaste of summer heat, and 
the sky was of pale blue, with a silvery 
tone toward the horizon, and the moon 
and sun could be seen at once in the 
heavens. Old Merlin was doing sbme 
work in the garden below, among the 
roses from which Marie had gathered 
on the evening when she was leaving 
Durewoods for her first London sea- 
son ; and he looked up and pointed to 
the sun and moon, and said something 
with his abundant gesticulation about 
the beautiful evening and the coming 
summer. 

"But I shall be lonely this summer, 

''*'"^o^ T\$>--T\sst\Ri\<OTiR.^" Merlin said* 
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pausing in his work to make earnest and bustling passengers, and the roofs- 

and energetic remonstrance. of luggage-laden cabs hurrying to rail- 

"Janet is to be married, you see, way stations. So Sybil Jansen natU" 

and I must have a new maid ; and Miss rally looked to the evening sky, where 

Marie is married, and Mr. Christmas; the sun and moon were visible together, 

and they are gone away — ^to the other *'I wonder where He and She are 

end of the world, you know." now," she thought. 

**Miss Leel none-lone," Merlin still She looked into the sky a good 
protested, smiting his breast with his while longer, only thinking about' him 
wrinkled brown hand. **No, no — and her, and where they were, and 
Merlin not married. Merlin not gone to how happy they must be, and how sad 
other world [he had not quite caught life was to some, and all other such 
her words] — ^Merlin always stay with thoughts as almost every happy love- 
Miss Leel I No, no — none-lone — none- union must fill some breast with, until 
lone 1 " she lieard the voice of her mother call- 

And he turned to his work again, ing her, and then she drew quietly 

still occasionally smiting his breast back into her room and showed her- 

and repeating to himself his reassuring self cheerful, and only at times hung 

formula. over little deep, dark pools of silent 

Miss Lyle smiled good-humoredly, thought, wherein she saw not her own 

but seemed a little melancholy never- image, but only **him and her." 

theless. Meanwhile the Cunard steamer for 

"I wonder where they are now," New York had cleared the bar at the 

she said to herself. **They were to mouth of the Mersey, and was leaving 

have sailed before this. Well, it is the long, low-lying Lancashire shore 

just the sort of evening to begin sail- on the one side and the sand-hills and 

ing out into a new life." reddish projecting rocks and soft 

Her thoughts began to wander back broad beach of New Brighton on the 

into the past, wherein now she lived other. The vessel was throbbing 

80 much. She remembered sweet calm through the great waters out to sea, 

evenings like this long ago, and the and the sea seemed only more tremu- 

loves that seemed inseparable, and the lous than the sky— not less quiet, 

hopes that were so bright and died so Marie and Christmas Pembroke had 

soon. She thought of the young lov- come from the saloon and paced from 

ers who were sailing away, and was the stem quite up to the bow of the 

gladdened amid all her memories. steamer, to be free of other passengers 

"I am glad I made them promise for the moment, and to look out over 

me that," she thought. ** They will the water through which they were 

always keep this place when I have cleaving their way. They were silent 

left it ; and they will sit in this balco- for a while with the very fulness of 

ny — ^and I do think that I shall some- their content. 

how see them." "This is an evening to begin a voy- 

While the sun and moon together age," Christmas said at last in a low 

were thus looking down upon the wa- tone. 

ters of the bay at Durewoods, and try- "See — the sun and moon together 

ing to peep into the little hollow in the sky 1 " Marie said. "I wonder 

among the trees on the hillside, and is that a good omen at the beginning 

throwing a gleam of soft, sanctifying of a voyage ? I hope it is." 

light over the small churchyard above "Everything must be a good omen 

the village, where poor Nat Cramp was tome," said Christmas. "You are 

lying, a girl looked out of a window all the good omens in yourself." 

in the west centre of London — a pale "I wonder is Miss Lyle in her balco- 

girl with bright eyes. There was not ny now, looking at that lovely sky, 

much to be seen below but pavement and does she t\mi\L of >q5^*\ Ylqtk ^^fi.- 
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iflh we are in our happiness I I should did not fail to reassure her. Then, as 

like to know that Miss Lyle was think- was natural, they fell to talking of 

ing of us now, and her to know, Chris, themselves again, and their happmess, 

that we were thinking of her." and their prospects.^ 

"She will believe that of us, I am **I can hardly believe that we are 

sure, and she is so kind-hearted and going all across America, you and I 

sympathetic I think she wouldn't together," Marie said. **If you knew 

grudge us a little forgetfulness of what a sick, sad heart I had when I 

everything but ourselves just for the made that journey before I It seems 

moment. I know she would not blame wonderful to me now, but I did not 

me, for I only feel still as if I had car- know then why I was so wretched." 
ried you off somehow, and as if some- ^ *' Ours seems a wonderful story to me. 

body or other might still come up to So wonderful that I still ask myiself— 

claim you. I can't realize it all jet. can it be true ? The other day I was 

When we are far out at sea then I shall plunged in the very depths of despair, 

begin to believe that I have you safe I and now I am in a dream of happiness. '' 
Then we shall walk the decks of nights, * ' And we are going off together for 

and talk of her and of the people and a great holiday in a wonderful new 

the places we have left behind." world, you and I alone, and we are to 

"Is it not happy that we parted travel together, and live together, and 
from my father on such good terms, come back together." 
and that he is satisfied? Is he not "And we shall stand, you and I to- 
very kind, Chris ? " gether," said Christmas, "on the 

She said this a little eagerly, for she shore at Saucelito, and look on San 

wanted to be reassured about her fa- Francisco bay, and think of Dure- 

ther, and to have his broken image woods there." 

put together again as much as possi- "Yes," Marie added, "and we shall 

ble, now that she had had her own pass, you and I together, as we are 

way and was so happy. Christmas now, through the Golden Gate I " 



THE END. 
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This book is the result of an extended trip by GenL Kusling. It occupied 
nearly two years, and he visited and has described in this book many places which, 
will be entirely new to most readers. 

RECENTLY PUBLISHED. 

FETTERED FOR LIFE; 

OB, 

LORID ^ND MASTER. 

BY LILLIE D. BLAKE. 
ISmo, Paper, $1.00; Oloth, Sl.50. 

SECRETARY ^WELLES' BOOK, 

LINCOLN AND SEWARD: 

Vie BelatiTe Position of the Late President and Secretary of State* One vol., 12mo, doth, tinted 

paper, $1.50 ; one vol., 12mo, paper covers, $1.00. 

Thxt ii a l>ook vfhich every intelligent American should read. More than any other yet written, ii wiU 
pktee Mr. Lincoln in hit true voMition, 

A NEW AND POPUIAB EDITION OF THAT GHABMIN6 BOOK, 

HEAVEN IN SON&. 

One Tol., 12mo, tinted paper, • •• • • • • • Price $2.50. 

J. W. DE FOREST'S Popular Novel, 
THE ^VETHEREL AFFAIR. 

One volume, 8vo cloth, ... $1.75. Paper covers, • • • $1.00^ 

** A most natural, hnmorons, and piquant love story.— iV, T. Tribune. 

OVERLAJfD.—A J^ovel by the same author, $1.00. 

By MRS. ANNIE EDWARDS. 

" Mrs. Edwards is one of the brightest and freshest of the novel writers of the day.**— Journal, 
Boston. 

Miss Forrester, $100 Ou^ht We to Visit her ? »i.oo The Ordeal for Wives, %^^ 
Archie Lovell, fioo Philip Earnsclif fe, Hoo A Vagabond Heroine, 76o. 

By jusT<N McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon, . . $1.00. Lady Judith, • . $1.25. 
Any of the above sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt of the price. Address, 

SHELOOU & CO., W^^ ^<i«lv* 











SHELDON & CO., New York. 

1st. 

Genl a. A. CUSTER'S Great Book, 
MT LIFE ON THE PLAINSI 

One YoL 8vo. Printed on laid tinted paper and elegantly illustrated and bound 
with fancy black and gold stamping. Price, $2.00. 

This book by our greatest Indian fighter, containing facts stranger than fictiol^ 
inll be eagerly weloomed by thousands of readers. 



2d. 

JUSTIN MCCARTHY'S Brilliant Story, 
UNLET EOCHFOED. 

By JUSTIN McCarthy, author of *'A Fair Saxon," "Lady Jnjdith,- etc, etc. 

One YoL, 8yo, cloth, fancy black stamping, ... $1.75 

•• •• paper, - • - • • * V LOO 



. 3d. 

A Novel by THEODOEE DAYIES, one of the brightest of the sketch writen 
•on the New York dailies. 

One YoL, 12mo, fiEtncy doth, - • • • • • $1.50 

" " paper, ....... l.QO 

It is seldom that a person who has moved in the highest circles of metropolitan 
society, as the author of <* Losing to Win " evidently has, develops that indefatigable 
Artistic tendency and that capability of continued laborious effort necessary to the 
construction of a book. To these prerequisites nature has added in the case of Mr. 
Davies an unmistakable genius for plots and dramatic situations. Mr. Davixs* re- 
putation among the literateurs of New York was made by a series of brilliant articles 
which contributed largely to enhance the reputation of the New York World in its 
brightest days. As one might expect, his book is bright, fresh, and original. 

Any of the above sent by mail, postpaid, on receipt of the price. Address, 

SHEXjUOia &, GO., enn ^a►XQla^^^.Y^ New Tort 



I 



wm 




11^) 









1st. 






By JUSTIN MoCABTHY, author of "Linley Eochford," "A Fair Saxon," etc 

1 YoL 12mo. 

Price, Cloth, Black Stamp, $1.50. Paper, $1.00. 

This story was published in England, anonymously, and was yery successfuL 
It received from the Press most flattering notices, and had a wide sale. All of which 
vas very pleaung to the author, as its success was purely the result of merit. It is 
now, for the first time, published in this country. 

{From the JPaU Mall Gazette.) 

"This book has the very unusual merit of uniting, without incongruity, the in- 
terest of romantie incident with the interest of striking sketches of natural charac- 
ter. . . . We may say that altogether we have not read many books so full of 
promise as <Paul Massie.'" 

2d 

LOVE AFLOAT. 

A STORY OF THE AMERICAN NAVY. 

By J. H. SHEPPARD, U. S. N. 

1 vol. 12mo. 

Price, Cloth, Black Stamp, $1.50. Paper, $1.00. 

It is dedicated, by permission, to Admiral Rogers. The scene is laid in the West 
Indies, in the days when our navy was engaged in driving out the pirates. Besides be- 
ing a most charming story, it gives a real and vivid picture of life on board an American 
man-of-war, ana in this respect is in striking contrast with Cooper's sea-tales. 

» < ♦ 1 1 

Mecen tiy Pub UsUedi, 

Mrs. Annie Edwards' Powerful Story, 

Price, Cloth, $1.50. Paper, $1.00. 

JUSTIN MCCARTHY'S New Story, 

UMLEY aOOM 

Price, $1.00, or $1.76 cloth. 
Pive editions sold in two weeks. 









Gen'l. CUSTER'S Great Book, 
MY LIFE ON THE PLAINS. 

Elegantly illustrated. Price $2.00. 
Two editions sold in two weeks. 

Either of the above sent by mail, post-paid, on receipt of the price. 

SHELDON feOOlffPiLTS^.'S^'^^^'fa- 



JSTO'VT' I^Ej^ID-^ ! 



Mrs. Annie Edwards' Powerful Story, 




leli 




m 



1 vol., 12mo. Clbth, Price, $1.60. Paper, |1 00. 



Miss JForrester* 
Archie LoveU, 
Philip EarnscUffe. 
Stephen Lawrence. 



"Mrs. Edwards is one of the brightest and freshest of the novel writers of the day." 

— JoumaJ Boston, 

•"Mrs. Edwards could scarcely be dull if she tried." — Buffalo Courier 

** Mrs. Annie Edwards is one of the brightest and most original living writers of 

ficlion."— GrajoAic, N, Y. 

XCrs. Sdi^axds' otlier ITovels are: 

Ought We to Visit Her f 
The Ordeal for Wives. 
A Vagabond Heroine* 
Susan Fielding. 

Each $1.00, in paper binding. 

o 

Either of the above sent by mail, post-paid, on receipt of the price. 

SHELDON & COMPANY, 

NEW YORK. 

CHARLES DUDLEY W^ARNER, 

Author of *'M7 SUMMER IN A GARDEN," and other chamiin^ 
Books, writes to us as follows: 

" The first year of the 8t. I^icholas more than fulfills the promise of its aus- 
picious birih, and in the bound volume, wi>h its glory of red and gold, we have 
what may be called a permanent addition to the literature of the young. I have 
watched the magazine, every month ot its existence, snd have seen its beauties of 
pen and pencil uniold ; but I am surprised now that it becomes a book — and as 
handsome a book as St. Nicholas himtself can hope to find on Christmas — by the 
variety and wealth of its contents. Never before, I think, has so much literary 
and artistic falent co-operated in the service of children, and I will not resist the 
hearty impulse to say to you that you have made the best magazine for children of 
all ages I have ever seen; it is even more entertainirg for grown people than some 
of the quarterlies. I kcow the high ideal Mni. Dodge had for it, and her desire 
that it should exert a sweet and ennobling infiuecce in the households of the land. 
It has been made level with the comprehensions of childrfn, and yet it is a con- 
tinual educator of their taste, and of their honor and courage. I do not see how 
it can be made any better, and if the children don't like it, I think it is time to 
begin to change the kind of children in this country.*' 



- -& 



The SubBcription Price of ST. NICHOLAS is $3.C0 a year, sent 

age Paid. 

The twelve numbers for last year, Volume I, will be sent for only |2.00. 
ume I, elegantly bound in red and gold, pk 00; with gilt sides and gilt edges 

One year's subscription to St. Nicholas and twelve back numbers. 
One year's subscription and VOLUME ONE, BOUND, chabges paid, for |v 
Covers for binding sent, ohakgbs paid, for 75 cents. 

The back Numbers may be exchanged for the bound volume on payment 
$1.00 and charges both ways. 
For Bale and SubBorlpUonB leoeived b7 all Newsdealers and BookseUen 

SCHIBlS'Ei'a ^ C»0., ^^A.^TQ^>£c^M^ N. Y. 
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